A JEN LES A 
FANFICTION 


You Got Me (JenLisa) 


areyouthatgirl 


Published: 2021 
Source: https://www.wattpad.com 


Author's Note. 


Just a quick trivia, in case you're wondering: 

The title "You Got Me" is derived from Snoh Aalegra's song with 
the same title. 

I was browsing through my Spotify for a perfect song and title for 
this story and found a Jennie Kim playlist made by a fan (which I 
downloaded because the contents are good) and thought that Snoh 
Aalegra's You Got Me is perfect for the story. 

So, anyway, enjoy! :) 


Chapter 1 


"Can I get you anything?" the waitress asked Lisa moments after 
she settled herself down the wooden chair. She was expectantly 
holding a pen on her one hand and a pocket notebook on her other 
hand, preparing herself to jot down whatever Lisa would wish to 
order. 

But Lisa smiled politely and shook her head. 

"No, thank you," Lisa said. "I mean, not yet, anyway. I'm waiting 
for a friend," she added. 

The waitress, who was unable to hide her disappointment and 
irritation towards Lisa, slacked her shoulders and wheeled her soles 
around to leave. But Lisa, who had keen eyes for details, noticed the 
sudden change of attitude from the waitress. And she wasn't up to 
anything dramatic today, including making an old grumpy waitress 
feel bad about her job. She wouldn't allow anything to dampen her 
mood today. 

"Oh, hey! Ajumna! Wait up!" she called the attention of the 
waitress. 

The waitress turned around lazily and looked at her, the 
disappointment and irritation was still all over her age lines. 

"Wae?" asked the waitress irritably. Gone was the pleasantries on 
her voice, which made Lisa cringed internally. 

"Can I have a glass of chocolate milk then? While I'm waiting for 
my friend to arrive, that is," Lisa said. 

The waitress looked at Lisa with disbelief in her eyes. She even 
eyed Lisa from head to foot, as if telling her that she was old and 
big enough for a glass of chocolate milk. 

But Lisa smiled brightly, unapologetic. It was her favorite. So 
what? 

"Right. A glass of chocolate milk!" said the grumpy waitress and 
turned her back again on Lisa. 

Lisa smiled despite to herself. It was no wonder why she loved 
her job, despite the inconvenience it would caused her. Being a 
photographer meant that she would get to meet a lot of different 
kinds of people and had to deal with different kinds of characters 
wherever she would go and she thought she was okay with it. After 
all, there would always be something worth-telling behind every 
person that she would get to meet along her way. And the waitress 


and her crankiness was one of those stories that she would actually 
want to capture through her lens. But she didn't want to intrude and 
irate further the grumpy waitress. So, she fought the urge to fish her 
camera from her bag and just let the fleeting moment passed by, 
but totally not unnoticed. 

Probably an old maid, Lisa thought to herself about the waitress, 
as she looked around and entertained herself by observing the 
interior details of the diner she was in. 

It was on old diner, built around the 70's, according to the old 
certificate of compliance framed on the wall she saw when she 
entered the premise. The walls were covered aesthetically with 
wallpapers printed with retro stuffs, like an old cameras (which 
fascinated Lisa so much), gramophones, and some old newspaper 
cut-outs of The New York Times, which made the walls look like a 
giant paper collage—a work of art. 

The ceiling was somewhat low and designed with murals about 
freedom and liberation of one's self. Old wooden panels were 
positioned strategically away from one another. The chairs and 
tables were mismatched but looked delightfully comfortable. And 
on each table were placed with cool-looking old Victorian table 
lamps, one which you can find on thrift stores or garage sales. 
Whose lights provided just a right amount of dimness that gave off 
a vintage glow for the whole interiors of the cafè. 

The place looked like an old American diner in some classic 
Hollywood movies. And if it weren't with the help of the handful of 
people, who were dressed in modern style, Lisa would totally feel 
like she was transported back in time. Especially since a classic 
Elvis was playing over an old jukebox in the corner. 

Lisa couldn't helped herself and picked up her bag from the cold 
black-and-white tiled floor, where she dumped it under her table, 
took her camera out and started pressing the shutter. She then 
randomly took several photos of the life that was breathing inside 
the diner, and the lack thereof. She would tinker her settings every 
now and then, to perfect the aperture and exposure. 

She took a snap of the old couple who was sitting at the farthest 
table, with their heads bowed down, sharing the intimacy and 
comforts of the warm cup of coffee in their hands and the moist 
sweetness of the slice of pie on a saucer in front of them. They 
looked like they were talking casually. Like, exchanging opinions 
about the weather outside and the headlines of the papers that 
morning. 

She also took a snap of the young lovers who were snuggling at 
the other side of the diner; the woman was trapped within the 
warm embrace of her lover's. A scene that was not extraordinary to 


Lisa, but still gave her enough shivers to make her heart flutter. 
There was always something romantic about two lovers showing 
affections and intimacy with one another, even if Lisa had already 
witnessed such public display of affection most of her adult life. 

She then took a snap of the grumpy waitress who was carrying 
her glass of iced chocolate milk, walking towards her table. She 
smiled at the waitress and said thank you, but the waiter only 
grumbled a few inaudible words in return and then returned to her 
station without so much as looking back at Lisa. 

Lisa, then, went to being a fulltime shutterbug. She made it a 
point to capture even the tiniest detail of the place, including the 
wasp of smoke coming out from the cup in front of a woman who 
was sitting from across her, three tables away. 

The woman, who was looking all chic and fashionable, with her 
hair down, was staring outside the glass window beside her, looking 
pensive. Lisa, positioned her camera directly towards the woman, 
taking everything in her viewfinder and released the shutter quickly 
before the woman could change position. 

Lisa captured the woman's profile, the book laying in front of her 
and everything that was on the table. The dimmed light from the 
old Victorian table lamp made the woman's face shone and gave 
emphasis on the woman's eyes. The faint light from the glass 
window illuminated and outlined the woman's half profile. Lisa 
made sure to capture all the important elements in one picture, 
including the slight creased of her brows. 

"This would definitely be at the top spot on my blog," Lisa said 
happily to herself, while looking foward to updating her 
photography blogsite on her apartment later that night. 

Taking photos never failed to make Lisa happy. She was on her 
best elements when she was doing what she does best. Photography 
was Lisa's passion in life. Her commitment to it was infallible. It 
brought her immense pleasure, photography. She was good at it. 

She checked the contents of her camera roll and stared at the 
photograph of the woman sitting across her on the screen. The 
woman had fine and delicate features; Lisa made sure to capture all 
of it through her lens. Her hair was jet black, long and shiny. Her 
cheeks looked soft and fluffy. Her nose was small and pretty and 
her lips... Lisa wondered for a second how those lips would taste 
and shook her head to erase that thought. The woman, in every 
sense of the word, was beautiful. 

Lisa thought she would like to get another snap of the woman 
from another angle, the perfectionist in her was starting to kick in. 
So she adjusted her camera settings once again, changing the 
aperture and exposure once again for her liking and took an aim at 


the woman. Only to find out that the woman was now intently 
glaring and scowling at her through her viewfinder. Lisa, despite 
being caught offguard, took yet another snap anyway before putting 
her camera down and smiled apologetically towards the woman and 
offered a shrug. 

The woman raised one brow, as if asking Lisa an irritable "What 
the hell are you doing?" look, rolled her eyes and then snatched the 
book that was lying upside down on the table in front of her. She 
hid her face behind it and looking more upset than she might 
actually was. Her brows were furrowed and her forehead was 
creasing. She had the eyes of an angry cat, Lisa thought. A stylish, 
delicate, beautiful angry cat, who was wearing a Chanel necklace 
and looked definitely out of place in this vintage-looking café in 
Hongdae. 

Lisa thought of standing up to approach the woman. She wanted 
to apologize for making her upset and to explain herself. But she 
was stopped with a loud and excited voice from behind her. 

"Lisa! Oh my god! I'm so sorry I made you wait!" exclaimed a 
frantic and overexcited voice which, by the way, earned a not so 
earnest and welcoming glare from the handful of people inside the 
diner. The woman from across the room even made an annoyed 
tutting sound, barely audible, but loud enough for Lisa to hear, that 
clearly indicated that she was not pleased to hear Chaeyoung's loud 
voice and how it rippled her solitary. 

Chaeyoung was breathless when she settled next to Lisa after Lisa 
pulled her for a hug, and gulped the remaining of the content from 
Lisa's glass of chocolate milk. 

"Whoa there! Did you do a marathon, Chaeyoung Park?" Lisa 
teasingly asked Chaeyoung, who was still gasping for air beside her. 
"Aigoo!" she muttered as she tried to fan Chaeyoung's face which 
was drenched in sweat using her hands. 

Chaeyoung nodded furiously. Her mane of pinkish red hair was 
swaying and bobbing as she did so, in harmony with her head. Her 
forehead was gleaming in sweats amid the cold weather outside. 

"I'm so sorry I didn't make it on time, Shutterbug. We've been 
rehearsing nonstop since last week for the open mic show and I 
couldn't just extract myself from the group or else they will kill me. 
Know what I mean? They're just...vicious!" said Chaeyoung, 
laughing. 

Lisa laughed and grabbed Chaeyoung into a tight embrace. She 
obviously wouldn't care if it would take Chaeyoung a lifetime to 
come and meet her in this dingy café. As long as Chaeyoung would, 
then she's fine with it. 

"Of course, I do, Chipmunk. And it's okay. I had fun while 


waiting, anyway," said Lisa, inadvertently darting her eyes towards 
the woman from across the room, who was yet again, buried under 
the pile of words on her hardbound book. She was reading a classic, 
Lisa noticed, after reading the cursive words written across the hard 
cover of the book. 

Chaeyoung raised her brows and looked at Lisa quizzically. 

"Fun, huh?" Chaeyoung inquired and decided to unintentionally 
follow her deep shade of brown towards the unknown woman Lisa 
was looking at from across the room. 

"Oh, shit! No. Not that kind of fun, Chaeng. I meant I was 
snapping photos kind of fun," Lisa explained herself, laughing, 
earning another disapproving look from the folks inside the diner. 

"Hmm," Chaeyoung mumbled, raised a brow, unconvinced. "Is 
this why you chose to sit on this table with your back on the door? I 
thought you said you hate sitting with your back on the door?" 

"The view from where I'm sitting right now is pretty much okay. 
So," Lisa answered coyly. She laughed a little when she noticed the 
increase amount of crease on the woman's pretty forehead. The 
woman was clearly eavesdropping. And Lisa found it amusing. 

Chaeyoung rolled her eyes and smirked at Lisa, as if telling Lisa 
that she could tell a lie from every angle, especially if it was from 
Lisa. 

"If you say so, Manoban. You still haven't changed!" mocked 
Chaeyoung. "Let's order, shall we? I'm so starving right now!" she 
groaned. "Let's talk about your latest travel while eating." 

"So, you're bandmates are keeping you hungry, huh? That's a bad 
move! You're grumpy when you're hungry," Lisa chuckled and 
called the attention of the grumpy waitress, who wasn't looking 
grumpy anymore, because she was happily taking Lisa and 
Chaeyoung's food order. 

"I missed you, you know?" Lisa told Chaeyoung, in her most aegyo 
voice, after the waitress left. She was playfully and lovingly 
stroking Chaeyoung's vividly colored hair with her long fingers and 
imprisoned the redhead with yet another tighter hug. 

She and Chaeyoung had gone a long way. They were friends even 
before they understood the definition of the word friendship. They 
were inseparable since forever. That was when until Lisa decided to 
gave in to her passion in photography and decided to leave 
everything behind in order to pursue her dreams to become a 
professional photographer and chase her magnum opus. 

Chaeyoung, meanwhile, stayed behind, even if it would mean 
that she and Lisa would go on separate ways. There was her music 
and her band. There were gigs left and right. Plus, her bar. She 
could not just leave her own dreams and her life behind in order to 


help Lisa accomplished hers, even if she wanted to. And Lisa 
supported her full time, just as how she was to Lisa. So, when Lisa 
would come home and spend a week or two in the country, 
Chaeyoung would always made it a priority to spend more time 
with Lisa. If not most of the time. 

"I missed you, too, Shutterbug. That's why I ditched the band 
practice and came here running as best and fast as I could," 
Chaeyoung said, smiling and laughing, and caught Lisa in a warm 
"welcome home" embrace. 

"At least you're putting those long legs to good use today," joked 
Lisa, which Chaeyoung replied with a kick on Lisa's shin under the 
table. 

"What the—Ouch!" Lisa complained with tears on her eyes. "That 
hurts!" 

"Now I'm putting it to good use," Chaeyoung said with a smirk. 


Chapter 2 


"Where are you?" 

Jennie sighed and put her mobile phone back inside the pocket of 
her coat. Jennie could literally hear the obvious worried and 
persistent voice of her mother from that single three-worded 
message. 

She looked around the "The Era" like how she always would every 
time she would step inside the premise of this old 70's diner and its 
somewhat depressing state and lacking ambiance. But even so, 
Jennie liked the place. Even if it wasn't her usual taste. 

"Can I get you anything?" asked the waitress who was wearing a 
gray apron today, with grease all over the front,. The old woman 
was holding her pen and handy notebook, as soon as Jennie settled 
herself on her usual spot beside the glass window, at the farthest 
end of the rows of unmatched wooden tables and chairs inside the 
place. 

"Someone who knows how to greet costumers properly, perhaps?" 
Jennie replied with a sass. 

"Oh, it's you again, huh?" the waitress muttered carelessly in her 
usual grumpy and sour voice as soon as she looked up from her 
handy pocket notebook and recognized Jennie immediately. 

Jennie had already formed a conclusion in her head that the old 
waitress was an old maid, who was suffering with personal issues 
against young women and perhaps everyone eversince the first day 
that Jennie had wandered into the senescent confines of the old 
diner. 

"I'd like to have the usual," Jennie said casually and deliberately 
chose to ignore the fact that the waitress, yet again, raised a 
suspicious and rude brow to her, while the corners of the waitress’ 
withered lips were twitching comically. As if she was mimicking 
Jennie's. 

"Don't you get tired of getting the same coffee everyday, miss?" 
the waitress asked, curiosity and irritation was all over her wheezy 
voice. It was the first time that she asked Jennie a direct question, 
other than her usual costumary, infamous and definitely boring "can 
I get you anything" tagline. 

Jennie shook her head slowly and said, "No?" 

The waitress shrugged and said, "Well, just in case you haven't 


read the flyers yet, we also offer burgers and fries, steak and salad, 
and a discount if you're going to order the secret menu of the day." 

Jennie shot a curious eye towards the waitress. She wasn't really 
in the mood for a conversation but curiosity got the better of her. 
Plus, it was something new—having a real conversation with the 
grumpy woman. 

"And what would be your secret menu for today?" she curiously 
asked. 

"Liver steak, smothered with onions, jalapefios and sour cream, 
with toasted bread and a hot cup of especially brewed coffee," the 
waitress answered with pride on her voice. "But don't go off telling 
everyone around about it. Else it's not a secret anymore, you see." 

Jennie cringed her nose. The thought of a greasy liver was 
already upsetting enough. 

"TIl have the usual, then. Besides, I don't need a discount," she 
said with a shrug, dismissing the offended waitress as she said so. 

The old waitress looked like she was hit with a hammer on the 
head, the way she looked at Jennie like she was suffering from 
internal pain and internal battle about whether she woukd act on 
her offended feelings or just let it go. The former won. 

"What's the point of coming everyday if you will just order a 
damn cup of coffee which you never even drink?" the waitress said, 
obviously struggling to keep her temper in checked before leaving 
Jennie alone. Immediately, as though she was intentionally denying 
Jennie the opportune to retaliate. 

Jennie just rolled her eyes dramatically and took out her copy of 
Wuthering Heights from her bag, which she pre-ordered all the way 
from an old library in Europe. She wanted badly to acquire a used 
and hand-me-down, worn-out copy of the classic Emily Bronté 
masterpiece, after it was recommended to her. Even though she 
wasn't really up for reading. It's a good thing that her family name 
could pull out a few strings that she could use for her advantage. 

She had always been a proud Kim. It was her birthright. Her 
identity. Her being a Kim would mean she could literally do 
everything and could have anything, whatever her heart would 
desire. Except that the most desired clamour of her heart right now 
was impossible to acquire, even if she was the heiress Kim. 

It had been almost a year since she had lost her father. Her dad 
fought a long battle against cancer. And when the older Kim took 
his last breath, Jennie was holding on to his withered hands, 
wishing and praying to win against an already long lost battle. To 
stall the time. To spend a little more time before the goodbyes. 

The thought of her late father still brought a ripple of pain on 
Jennie's heart. Whoever said that death was just the beginning was 


a liar. Because the demise of her father ended Jennie's delusion that 
being a Kim meant that she can have everything she wanted. And it 
wasn't even like she wanted a lot of things. 

But before she would allow herself to tear apart and beat herself 
up all over again, she felt her mobile phone vibrated against the 
wool of her expensive coat. Jennie tried to ignore it bt the caller, it 
seemed, was persistent. Jennie reluctantly fished the piece of 
modern device from her pocket and started fiddling the screen with 
her fingers to make it come to life. 

"When are you coming over, darling? They are looking for you." 

It was her mother again. Patronizing her again. Dismissing the 
fact again that she wanted nothing to do with the people her 
mother meant. And by "they" her mom meant the board directors 
who were all too eager to vie for the highest position in the 
company—the position handed down to her by her late father, 
which she haven't considered accepting yet. 

Hence, her mother was appointed the interim CEO, also 
according to her late father's last will. But the board directors and 
the stockholders, greedy and salacious as they all were, had been 
demanding nonstop for a private meeting with Jennie through her 
mom. To discuss the probabilities of taking away the chairmanship 
from her, in guise of wanting to talk about the welfare if the 
company. 

Jennie sighed and started typing away on her screen. 

"Please tell them to go back to their offices and do their job right, 
Mom, or I'll have them fired immediately. I won't be home until 
later," and reluctantly added "Love you," before she sent her 
message and tucked the device back to her pocket. 

The ill-tempered waitress appeared and placed her cup of hot 
coffee in front of her just when Jennie decided to open the 
Wuthering Heights. 

"Thanks," Jennie muttered and opened the page where a 
bookmark was placed. 

And as per usual, the grumpy and gloomy waitress never said a 
word that would compliment a thank you. Like, a simple and timid 
"OK" or a forced "You're welcome" or maybe even a warm "Enjoy 
your coffee", if you're lucky. 

Jennie rolled her eyes for the second time today and shook her 
head, smiling despite herself and opened the book on the page from 
where she left it yesterday. Where she was here on this same old 
and dingy diner, sitting on the same table beside the same glass 
window, inhaling the same stale smell of fries and burgers and the 
undeniably aromatic scent of brewed coffee. 

A quite lengthy amount of minutes had passed by and Jennie was 


still pouring her head on Heathcliff and Catherine when the 
monotony of The Era was singlehandedly rippled by the entrance of 
an unusually tall woman. Who was clad in dark tight jeans, black 
leather jacket and a dark beanie was perched at the top of her 
blond head, which was obviously fake. Or maybe not? The blond 
was carrying a big, black-colored knapsack on her shoulder and 
holding her mobile phone on her one hand, while the other hand 
was tucked inside the side pocket of the leather jacket, walking 
casually and looking for a table. Jennie thought the woman looked 
cool and casual, as if she was strutting her stuff in a Parisian 
runway. 

Except that she wasn't and her arrival had created an unnecessary 
commotion from the handful of people inside the diner, including 
the kitchen crew, whose heads were appearing on the kitchen 
windows, craning their necks to get a better view of the new 
arrival. Which was why Jennie immediately tore her eyes away 
from the book to fully observe the woman to fed her curiosity and 
the slight annoyance she was feeling all of a sudden, as to why 
every eyes of the people inside the old diner were looking at the 
new arrival with curiosity and open admiration. 

Jennie didn't want to join their wonderment. Not that she was 
wondering. But her wondering took the best of her. Besides, who 
wouldn't be scandalized by the sight of a woman with a hair like 
that?, she reasoned out. Especially someone with a bright blond hair 
that was clearly contradicting the dimly and moody atmosphere of 
The Era. Her bright hair was like a tiny ray of sunshine peeking 
through the dark clouds, Jennie thought and surprised herself 
before she shook her head in one swift move to erase that 
metaphorical thought away. 

The woman in blond hair chose to sit three tables away directly 
across Jennie, much to Jennie's dislike and displeasure. Which 
made Jennie decided to look away because it was not her business 
and interest to pry and observe the woman. Her business was on 
her book and why couldn't she fully comorehend what Nelly was 
talking about. And so she went back to the recluse of the worn-out 
and yellowish pages of her book in front of her. Although, Jennie 
had to admit to herself that it was harder than she thought to tear 
her eyes away from the stranger. 

But the distraction namely the woman with blond hair was too 
much for Jennie's concentration to bear. She was too distracted that 
even the faint noise that the woman across her was making, such as 
the shuffling of her boots against the cold tiled floor or the tapping 
of her long fingers against the wooden table, was too noticeable and 
audible for Jennie that she decided to just gave up her reading. But 


was still pretending to still be reading, telling herself that she was 
being stupid a few times, so that she could have a perfect excuse to 
partially cover her face with her book while shooting furtive looks 
at the blond. Jennie had not been able to even stopped herself from 
raising an eyebrow when she heard the woman asking for a glass of 
chocolate milk from the grumpy waitress just so the blond wouldn't 
upset the old waitress. 

"What a baby!" Jennie whispered to herself, tutting and fighting 
off a smirk that was about to crack from the corner of her mouth, 
because who in their right mind would order a chocolate milk in 
The Era? 

After quite a few attempts of Jennie lowkey observing the blond 
stranger, Jennie finally gave up from her charade and resolved to 
observe the street life outside on the glass window beside her. Her 
mind was swarming with thoughts about the bleak moors of 
Yorkshire, the blond across her, her mom and the company and her 
dad, only to be distracted, yet again, by the annoying sound of a 
camera shutter. 

The blond was apparently taking pictures all over the interior of 
the diner, including Jennie's cup of coffee. Which irated Jennie 
even further because what was so special about a cup of untouched 
coffee? And because she felt that her privacy was treaded upon by 
the shuttering shutterbug in front of her. So she hastily grabbed the 
book and hid her face behind it again. 

And she was right to do so. Because she just caught the blond 
directly aiming the lens of the camera towards her direction. Good 
thing she decided to peep a little. 

Jennie frowned and not hiding her displeasure. She had enough 
of people with cameras taking unwarranted pictures of her, 
disturbing her solitude and invading her privacy. Maybe the blond 
was just one of those annoying people who carry a camera with 
them all the time and fashioned themselves as anoying d harassing 
paparazzis, who would never mind invading someone else's privacy 
in exchange for a fair amount of money and a lifetime's worth of 
scandal and trauma. And The Era was her escape, her safe haven, 
her solitude no matter the absence of congeniality. Now, with the 
blond indiscreetly pointing the lens of the camera at her, Jennie 
didn't feel safe anymore. 

So Jennie decided to glare at the blond who was still aiming the 
camera at her, obviously ignoring the fact that she was being glared 
at. Jennie put her bitch face on, something that would definitely 
scare the living daylights of their household staff and the people 
around her, to try to intimidate the blond. But the woman, 
unaffected and unperturbed, just smiled at Jennie apologetically 


and shrugged, as if telling Jennie that she did not mean any harm 
and that it was merely done for whatever sake other than invading 
Jennie's recluse. 

Jennie thought she would respond with a shrug but decided 
against it. She wasn't feeling friendly today. Or any other day. So, 
instead, she glowered at the blond and then hid her face, once 
again, behind the book. Only to be distracted, for the third time, 
with an exuberant voice of yet another new arrival of a woman 
with flaming red pinkish hair and an air of a rockstar. What's up 
with these women with vivid-colored hairs invading The Era today? 
Had the world gone madder than it already was? 

"Lisa! Oh my god! I'm so sorry I made you wait!" Jennie heard the 
redhead exclaimed. 

The blond then turned around and pulled the redhead beside her, 
Jennie observed by peeping from behind the book. There was a 
bright smile on the blond's face that exuded an amount of megawatt 
energy that could brighten the whole county, if she wanted to. 

"Lisa, huh?" Jennie muttered to herself as she was listening, but 
not a little too intently, trying to catch every word being exchange. 

Eavesdropping was never her thing, and it was so uncharacteristic 
of her. But the excited exchange of conversation between the blond 
and the redhead from across the room and their exchanged of tight 
hugs, I miss you's and unabashed laughters had made Jennie, for 
the first time in a long while, felt lonely. That it made her silently 
wishing to be anywhere else other than in front of the two women 
who were playfully calling each other Chipmunk and Shutterbug, 
providing an amount of life to the gloomy state of The Era. It was 
excruciatingly beautiful. 

Her phone, meanwhile, was vibrating, yet again, against the 
garment of her coat. Jennie took it out and smiled after she saw the 
name of the caller being registered on the screen of her device. The 
universe must have heard her prayers. 

"JENNIE RUBY JANE KIM. YOU BETTER TELL ME YOU'RE ALIVE 
AND SAFE AND READING A BOOK OVER A CUP IF COFFEE 
SOMEWHERE RIGHT NOW OR ELSE I SWEARTO GOD I WILL 
PERSONALLY MURDER YOU IN YOUR SLEEP!" 

Jennie cringed and pulled the device away from her ear before 
her eardrum would split open. 

The woman from the other line was obviously livid and seething 
that Jennie could imagine the furious gkares and the flaring nostrils 
working. 

"Youre worst than my mother, Chu. At least she had never 
threatened to kill me when she's worried sick about my 
whereabouts!" Jennie said calmly. 


"She asked me to call you, by the way," Jisoo answered back in 
her usual jolly voice, as though she wasn't yelling just a moment 
ago. "I'm just trying to relay her message." 

"Did she ask you to yell at me like that, too?" Jennie asked. 

"No. But she was yelling at me. I had to give back the pleasure," 
Jisoo answered with a chuckle. "So, what's up?" 

"She's just worried about the chairmanship, Chu. Which I 
seriously don't give a damn about right now," said Jennie. "Anyway, 
hey! Can you pick me up? I definitely need an upper right now." 

She heared Jisoo snorted on the other line. 

"So, what troubles you this time, princess Jendeukie?" Jisoo asked, 
obviously mocking her. 

Jennie couldn't help but stifle a smile. Jisoo knew her too well. 
And only Jisoo was allowed to call her a "Jendeukie" and the only 
person in the world that could mock her. 

"Nothing new," Jennie lied to deny Jisoo from asking more 
questions. "So, will you come and pick me up?" 

"Sure thing. Where are you?" 

"You know where to find me, Chu," Jennie said and allowed 
herself to steal a glance towards the two women sitting from across, 
only to discover that the tall blond was already staring at her with 
curiosity on her big round eyes. 

And for the first time in Jennie Kim's life, she literally heard the 
loud and frantic beating of her heart against her chest, after what it 
felt like it took a plunge downwards. 

What the hell, J!, She screamed internally after she tore her gaze 
away from the big, round eyes that was curiously staring at her. Her 
blood was pulsating loudly on her both ears. 

Jennie was pervently hoping that she wasn't blushing hard 
because that would be un-Jennie-like. And because she could still 
feel the gaze of the blond burning on her skin. It was itching and 
prickling, like miniscule needles stabbing her skin, waking her up 
from a long sleep, reminding her what it felt like to be alive. 

It was unnerving. 


Chapter 3 


"You do know that you've been acting weird this past week, don't 
you?" Jisoo told Jennie out of the blue. They were hanging out at 
Jisoo's favorite café that offered free books for reading and private 
salons. 

Jisoo loved to read. A bookworm, by definition. And she was the 
one responsible of Jennie reading the Wuthering Heights. Jisoo 
thought it would do good for Jennie, reading. And although the 
book was about an undying love, it was also dealing with death and 
how to deal with the loss of a loved one. And Jisoo perfectly knew 
that Jennie was needing a good distraction, even though her 
bestfriend would never admit it to her. And Heathcliff would be a 
good distraction. 

"You mean, weirder than I normally am?" Jennie asked. "Because 
I don't think that's still news, Chu. Weird is my middle name," she 
said jokingly and tried to laugh. 

"I mean weird like you've been stirring the contents of your cup 
for the last ten minutes now and you haven't even touched your 
pastry. That kind of weird?" Jisoo replied. "You love that rainbow 
cake and that rainbow drink, yes?" she added and pointed the 
untouched big slice of rainbow-colored food in front of Jennie. "And 
I hate to break this to you, Jendeuk. But you're not weird. Never 
was, never will." 

"Tm not hungry," Jennie told Jisoo with a sigh, instead of 
engaging to debate about her weirdness, and pushed the saucer 
away from her. 

Jennie did not even try to hide the fact that she sounded tired 
and troubled. There was no point hiding it from Jisoo, anyway. 
Because Chu could see through her and because she had finally 
realized that she wanted badly to talk about the thing that had been 
bothering her for days now. 

Jisoo put her copy of Murakami down on the table and snatched 
the pink straw away from Jennie's grasp, which Jennie was using to 
disturbed the contents of her cup. And surprisingly, Jennie did not 
even protest. Which only made Jisoo's hunch that Jennie was acting 
weird today. 

"What is it? Is it about the chairmanship again?" Jisoo asked, 
concern was on her voice. 


Jisoo thought Jennie looked dishevelled beneath the elegant 
designer clothes that she was wearing and the finesse that she was 
displaying. And it was so un-Jennie-like. Maybe it was more than 
the chairmanship, Jisoo thought. 

Jennie shook her head and said, "No. I've stopped giving a damn 
about that thing already, Chu. That thing won't bother me anymore, 
unless I'll allow it." 

And that confirmed Jisoo's hunch that something was off with 
Jennie. Because the only thing that could trouble the usually calm 
mind of Jennie Kim was the task given to her by the old President 
Kim. And whenever Jisoo would ask about it, Jennie would quickly 
rant about how unfair the universe had been for taking away her 
father from her. 

"Did some stupid journalist write something about you again? I 
swear they're like vultures! I've talked to Dad about it. He said his 
I.T. people are handling it already," Jisoo said reassuringly. 

But Jennie, for the second time, shook her head, sighed and 
pouted. 

"I don't know, Chu. I haven't been online for a week now," Jennie 
replied. Which was a lie. Because just last night, while she was 
laying on her bed and surfing the Internet, she hadcome across an 
article from Thought Catalog about the thing that was bothering 
her. Which she thought had made sense about the thing that had 
been bothering her. Only to wake up this morning feeling more 
confused as ever. 

"Then what is it?" the frustrated Jisoo asked. "You can tell me 
anything. You know that, right?" 

Jennie fidgeted on her seat and suddenly clasped her both hands 
together. Something that Jisoo recognized as a sign that Jennie was 
nervous and uncomfortable. 

"Fine. But promise me first that you won't laugh at me," said 
Jennie with a straight face and stared at Jisoo, daring her to laugh 
at her. 

Jisoo was internally battling with herself from laughing. The look 
on Jennie Kim's face was enough reason for her to cackle. But she 
knew better than to laugh when her Jennie was looking serious and 
nervous at the same time. 

"I won't. I promise!" Jisoo said earnestly, raising her right hand as 
if she was standing on a witness box in a trial court. "Spill it out 
already, Jendeukie!" 

"And you won't tell my mother about it?" Jennie prodded on. She 
needed an assurance that what she's going to tell Jisoo would only 
be between the two of them. 

"Oh, God! Fine! I promise, in the name of Dalgom! Besides, your 


mother and I aren't even that close, you know? So what is it?" 

"Blond hair, a pair of big, round eyes and a smile that could light 
up the entire South Korea at night," Jennie said, hiding her face 
behind her hands. "Oh, God! I'm going crazy!" 

"Are we talking about Kevin from Home Alone?" asked Jisoo. 

"Can you please be serious?" Jennie groaned. 

"IT am! But you were kinda vague about the details," Jisoo 
protested. "Who are you talking about?" 

Jennie's face emerged from her hands, which was now sporting 
the color of a magenta. She was blushing real hard, Jisoo thought 
Jennie looked like a Washington apple. 

"I'm talking about a woman, Chu. Tall, Barbie-looking. She took a 
photo of me! The nerve!" 

"Wait, wait! Can we be more specific here, please? When did you 
meet this woman?" 

"I did not meet that woman. I only saw her once. At The Era. Last 
week when I asked you to come and pick me." 

"Aigoo! I knew there was something wrong with you that day. I 
was right!" 

"Yeah. Tell me about it," said Jennie. 

"But I never saw a blond woman that day, though," Jisoo said, 
squinting her eyes, trying to recall the day Jennie was talking 
about. And all she could ever remember was the less cordial 
attitude of the old waitress towards her when she told her that she 
won't be ordering anything. 

"That's because they left five minutes before you arrived," Jennie 
said quickly with a pout. As if she was blaming Jisoo for arriving 
five minutes late that time. 

"Oh. They?" 

"She was with someone. A redhead woman. They were sitting 
across from me, so I was kind of looking directly at them that time. 
Occasionally. Because I wasn't really looking at them the entire 
time, you know?" explained Jennie hastily after seeing the look on 
Jisoo's face. 

"Wait! So you were actually paying attention to them? Really? 
And here I am thinking that the great Jennie Kim doesn't give a 
damn about anyone or anything. Unless..." 

"Unless what?" Jennie asked. 

"Unless you found it interesting. In this case, a blond woman. Did 
you, Jendeukie? Aigoo! That's a first!" teased Jisoo, laughing. 

"Did I what?" Jennie was starting to get pissed. Maybe it was a 
bad idea to tell Jisoo about it, she thought bitterly. "And why are 
you laughing? You promised me you won't laugh at me!" Jennie 
said hysterically. Which made Jisoo laughed harder and louder. 


"So, did you find the blond woman you were talking about 
interesting? Yeah, maybe you did. Because if you didn't then we 
wouldn't be talking about her now," Jisoo said knowingly. "Would 
we?" she asked Jennie with a wide grin on her face. 

"She took a photo of me without my permission!" Jennie said, as 
if it was the biggest problem of the world. 

"So? There's probably like a thousand people taking photos of 
you, J, and you were unperturbed about it. In fact, there might be 
someone lurking behind the shelves right now, secretly 
documenting us, listening to you talking about a blond woman." 

"Stop that. That's creepy. You know that?" Jennie said and craned 
her neck to check of there really was someone lurking behind the 
bookshelves surrounding them. 

"What I'm trying to say is that you're Jennie Kim. A chaebol, a sole 
heiress. One of South Korea's finest. Everybody wants a piece of 
you," said Jisoo. 

"That's actually the point, Chu. I don't think that that blond 
woman wanted a piece of me. I mean, she didn't look like she even 
knew me or whatever. She was just randomly taking photos inside 
The Era that day, me included," Jennie said. 

"And that's what bothers you? Because she did not recognize 
you?" asked Jisoo. 

"Of course not! If anything, it was a relief on my part. That she 
didn't have any idea who I am. She and the people inside The Era. I 
actually want to keep it that way," said Jennie. 

"So what bothers you, then?" Jisoo asked in confusion. 

Jennie hesitated at first and pointed her forefinger directly to 
where her heart was supposed to be. 

"This. This was acting funny for a moment back there," she said. 

"Funny how?" 

"Just...funny. It's never acted like that before." 

"Is that why you've stopped spending your entire week at The 
Era? Because I started wondering if you've finally snapped at the 
waitress," said Jisoo. 

"I just thought I needed to get away from there for a while. I've 
been spending my entire time in that cafe eversince I came back 
from Auckland. It's my safe haven. You know that," Jennie replied. 

Auckland, New Zealand was Jennie's second home. She spent her 
puberty in that place, where she went to school in a fancy private 
school. After her father's burial, she then booked a flight to 
Auckland without her mother knowing about it. She wanted to 
distance herself from all the things that would remind her of the 
late Chairman Kim. But five months after the burial, as per her 
father's instruction to the family lawyer, the last will and testament 


of Chairman Kim was read in front of her and her mother, and a 
few close relatives and business associates. That was when she was 
told that she would be the next chairman of the company, her 
mother the interim CEO until Jenie would feel that she's ready to 
fill in the shoes of the late Chairman Kim, much to the silent dismay 
and protest of the board. They all thought that Jennie was still too 
young and incapable of such huge responsibility. 

"Yes. And that was before you started acting weird because you 
saw a blond woman who piqued your interest," Jisoo pointed out. 

"Promise me again you will not tell Mom about this, Chu. She's 
been trying to set me up on a date with the Vice Chairman's son. 
And if she'll hear about this, she might just sign me up for my own 
bethrotal in a jiffy. I bet you anything, she plans to play the mat- 
seon." 

"What? With Yi Eun? But he's a flower boy! You hate flower boys! 
What was your mother thinking? Aigoo!" Jisoo said and returned 
her attention to her book. 

"Mom thought Yi Eun could help me run the company someday," 
said Jennie, now sounding more relax. 

"But?" coaxed Jisso. 

"But...I don't like him," Jennie answered. 

Jisoo snorted. 

"You don't like everyone, Jendeukie. Excluding me, of course. 
And Dalgom. Because he's Kuma's bestfriend. And that's still 
debatable," she said. 

"True. So you and Dalgom better stick on my good side, Chu. I 
don't think I can afford to lose the both of you, too. I've lost Dad 
already," Jennie said. 

"Of course. Besides, I don't want you to play hermit again inside 
your Auckland manor," Jisoo said jokingly. "Anyway, what about 
that blond woman, though?" 

"What about her?" Jennie muttered, now playing with the frosting 
of her rainbow cake with her fork. 

"I could find her for you, if you want me to," Jisoo said. Her 
family owned one of the biggest security and detective agency in 
the country. The elite men of her family's company are providing 
Jennie's family security 24/7, for the last ten years. The late 
Chairman Kim hired the service of Jisoo's family's company and 
made a partnership. That's when Jisoo and Jennie started hanging 
out during weekends and became the best of friends. 

"And then what? Tell her that she made me feel funny with those 
big, round eyes of hers? No. I do not want you to do that, Chu. For 
all we know, she could be foreign who was just in the country for a 
short visit. She looked like one, anyway. And for all we know, it 


was just nothing." 

"And if ever you'll see her again? Like, coincidentally?" Jisoo 
asked. 

"I don't know. I might say hi? I'm not sure. She looked apologetic 
enough though after she took a photo of me. And I kind of just 
scowled at her," said Jennie. 

"You've made an impression, then. As always," Jisoo said. "I bet 
the blond woman was recoiling when you showed her your 
infamous bitch face," she added, laughing. 

Jennie smiled, recalling the way the blond woman named Lisa 
just smiled at her, unaffected by Jennie's hostility that time. Which 
was a first. 

"Actually, no. It did not affect her at all. She just smiled and 
shrugged and continued being a shutterbug until the redhead 
arrived." 

Jisoo gasped and then laughed out loud and clasped her hands on 
her mouth, looking at Jennie with a triumphant look, as if she just 
figured out the answer to the most complicated mathematical 
question in the world. 

"What?" asked Jennie. 

"Omo! It's obvious, isn't it?" Jisoo said excitedly. 

"What is?" Jennie prodded, irritation was now all over her face. 
She particularly hated it when Jisoo would talk like Gandalf. 

"Nothing," Jisoo shrugged. Gone was the excitement on her voice. 
"I might be jumping into conclusions a little too early," said Jisoo. 
"Anyway, you have to finish that cake and that drink, Jendeukie. 
Not everyone gets to eat a rainbow cake and slurp rainbow drinks 
nowadays, Jennie Kim. I'm serious. Do not waste a good food," she 
said sternly. Jisoo was a philanthropist who's involved in charity 
events in and out of the country. And she particularly hated it when 
someone wastes food just because they can. 

"Then I'll make everyone eat a rainbow cake and have a rainbow 
drink on my birthday," Jennie said with a faint smile on her 
exquisite face, while seriously wondering how a rainbow cake and a 
chocolate milk drink would taste like. 

"You don't like celebrating your birthday, Jendeuk. What are you 
talking about?" Jisoo said, shaking her head while her eyes were 
fixed on her book. 


Chapter 4 


Meanwhile, Lisa was hanging around outside The Era. Her 
camera was dangling on her neck and was holding a pack of 
chocolate milk on her hand. It's been more than a week since the 
first time she was in the place. And it wasn't the first time she was 
hanging around the place. 

She's been fighting off the urge to barge inside the cafe and look 
around. So she chose to stand closer to the glass window to take a 
peek inside the old cafe from time to time. Hoping to find what 
she's been looking for for the last few days. 

"Can I help you?" a voice of a man from behind her asked Lisa 
that startled her. 

"Uh, no. Not really, ajusshi," Lisa answered and bowed down 
apprehensively. 

"I've seen you hanging around here lately. Are you looking for 
someone?" the man asked kindly. 

Lisa halted her steps and turned around to face the man. 

He was wearing a white toque on his head, which was smeared 
with tomato sauce and grease. He was a sinewy man, with a large 
belly and a handlebar mustache. He was wearing an apron around 
his waist and was holding a lit cigarette on his hand and was 
looking at Lisa with an amount of curiosity. His face was red and 
his nose was smudged with char. Perhaps he had been staying in 
the kitchen for years now that it was already normal for him to look 
like he had been working in a coal mine. 

"I was just, uh," Lisa started but couldn't find the proper words for 
an alibi. "Uhm..." 

"Are you a photographer?" the man asked, pointing at the camera. 
His handlebar mustache quivered when he speaks. 

Lisa nodded and held up her camera in front of her. 

"Yes, I am," Lisa answered proudly. "Can I take your picture, 
ajusshi?" she asked. 

The man nodded happily and gave Lisa a toothy grin, showing 
Lisa his set of poor teeth. Lisa grimaced at the sight and prayed that 
the man wasn't the main person responsible for the food production 
of The Era. She was thinking about the greasy burgers and fries that 
she and Chaeyoung ate last week. Although, it was one of the best 
she's ever eaten. But still... 


"Of course!" the man said. "You know, I've been waiting for this 
day to come. I want to be featured in a food magazine and be 
interviewed and talk about The Era for the world to read. Are you 
working for a magazine?" 

"Ah, sort of. I'm kind of working on my photo book, actually. It's 
like a compilation of the photos I have took eversince I started 
doing photography," Lisa explained. 

The man nodded and was about to throw his cigarette in the 
sidewalk. 

"I think it's best if you keep it, ajusshi," Lisa said. "I'll take a photo 
of you smoking and the facade of the cafe will serve as the 
background. Can you please sit down in there?" Lisa said, pointing 
at the trash bin, with the lid that was half open. 

The man did as he was told and sat casually atop the garbage bin. 

"What about them?" the man asked Lisa, pointing randomly at the 
passersby who were obscuring his view on Lisa and her camera. 

Lisa smiled and positioned herself a couple meters away from the 
man. 

"Don't worry about them, ajusshi. You'll still be the main point. I 
promise," she said and started clicking away the shutter of her 
camera. 

Lisa as a professional photographer was a perfectionist. She 
wanted to tell a story through her lens, hoping that in every 
photograph that she would took would mean something relevant to 
someone, like an emotion, even if it was only fleeting. 

It's in the eyes of the people inside her masterpiece. She wanted 
to capture the raw emotions being displayed unwillingly through 
the eyes by her subject. And the man was full of it. So Lisa made 
sure to capture all of it, one by one, so that when she sits down and 
scan the set of photos on her camera roll later tonight, she would 
have to choose the best that would describe the individuality of the 
man. 

"Okay, we're done, ajusshi. Wow, you did great!" Lisa announced 
happily and the man stood up quickly and tried to take a peek at 
Lisa's camera screen. But Lisa was quicker to dodge her camera 
away. 

"Can't I look at it? Or should I wait for your photo book?" the 
man asked. 

Lisa laughed. It was always funny whenever her subjects were 
overeager to look at the RAW copy of their photos. Because usually, 
people would tend to get disappointed because a RAW image is 
nothing but a raw image. 

"I'm sorry, ajusshi. I'd have to undergo this to post-edits first. 
Don't worry, I'll send you a copy once it's done," she told the man. 


"You promise?" the man asked her. 

"Of course," Lisa replied. "Anyway, I have to go now, ajusshi. 
Thank you for your time!" Lisa said, bowing slightly and waved her 
long arm above her head as she started to walk away. 

"You still haven't told me what you were looking at inside!" the 
man called out. 

And Lisa, who was now few meters away from the man and The 
Era, stopped and thinking hard. 

"Well, damn. He owes me, I guess," Lisa muttered to herself and 
turned around and walked towards the man. 

"I'm actually looking for someone, ajusshi. A...a woman. I saw her 
once inside The Era. Uhm, jet black hair, cat-like eyes, porcelain 
skin," Lisa said breathlessly. She wanted to add beautiful to the 
description but she didn't want to sound weird. 

The man furrowed his singed brows and contemplated silently. 
Lisa could tell that he was trying his best to remember if he saw the 
woman that Lisa described. 

"I can't help you with that," the man said finally after a moment 
of total silence. 

"Oh," was the only sound that came from Lisa's throat. She was 
hoping that she was closer to finding that woman again. "Right. 
Don't worry about it, ajusshi. It's not that important, anyway," Lisa 
said and started walking away, her shoulders were hunched. 

"But I know someone who can," the man said. "Come with me," he 
added and led the way towards the stained glass door of The Era. 

Lisa followed the man and was met by the grumpy old waitress, 
who was now wearing a bright pink apron and a vulgar amount of 
lipstick. 

"Can I get you anything?" the waitress asked Lisa immediately 
who slightly bowed her head to the waitress. 

"You can asked her about your query. She's been here for far too 
long, she knows practically almost everyone in the area," the man 
said and pointed the pink-aproned waitress. 

"Ask me what, William-nim?" the waitress demanded 

"This beautiful lady right here is looking for someone. Maybe you 
can help her," the man named William answered. "Don't be rude. 
She did me a favor a while ago," he added sternly and turned to 
face Lisa. "I have to go now. If you need anything, I'll be in the 
kitchen," he said and waved his big calloused hand to Lisa. 

"Thank you, ajusshi!" Lisa said, bowing her head repeatedly to 
William, who replied by tipping his toque sideway. 

"So, uh, hi?" Lisa started, looking awkward she bowed her head. 

The waitress tucked her pen and handy notebook inside the 
pocket of her bright pink apron, crossed her arms across her chest 


and squared her shoulders. She then proceed to scan Lisa from head 
to toe, and rotated lazily around Lisa to get a better look. 

"Okay. First of all, don't say hi to me like we're two old friends 
because we're not friends," she told Lisa. 

"O...kay?" Lisa replied reluctantly. 

"Second, do not interrupt me when I'm talking. We're not friends," 
the waitress continued. 

"I was just agreeing to your first rule, though," Lisa argued. 

"And third, never ever order a chocolate milk ever again in here. 
We don't offer chocolate milk and the last time you ordered one, 
somebody from the kitchen had to jog his way towards the nearest 
store that sells pure chocolate powder because William-nim doesn't 
settle for anything less." 

"Whoa whoa! Chincha? First of all, you could have told me there 
wasn't a chocolate milk available--," 

".-and disappoint a costumer? No way! William-nim will fry me 
alive in that huge wok of his--," 

".-then I could have asked for something else--," 

".-I'm not judging you or anything but you really don't look like 
someone who wants to drink brewed coffee in broad daylight--," 

".-and omo omo omo! You do remember me, then?" Lisa exclaimed 
in excitement. 

The waitress snorted and scoffed. 

"Of course, I do, Barbie--," 

"My name is Lisa--," 

"I've been working here for the last two decades of my life," the 
waitress continued as if she didn't hear Lisa. "My job description 
was to practically remember every single face inside The Era and 
attend to their needs. My memory is sharp as a chefs knife and 
William-nim is taking advantage of it," the waitress said grudgingly. 

"So you can help me, right?" Lisa was practically beside herself 
now. 

"Maybe. Maybe not. We'll never know, unless you start asking me 
the right questions, you know?" She was back to her old grumpy 
self again, the waitress, Lisa noticed. 

"Again, I'm Lisa, by the way," Lisa introduced herself and offered 
her hand to the waitress. 

The waitress just stared at Lisa's hand and back to Lisa's face. 

"I heard you the first time, Barbie," the waitress said. "I'm better 
at remembering faces than names. It's better if we keep our 
pleasantries to ourselves, don't you think?" 

Lisa exhaled her annoyance and dropped her hand. 

"Fine. I'm looking for a woman," she told the waitress. 

"What sort?" the waitress asked. 


"Sort?" Lisa blinked, unsure if she heard the waitress right. "You 
sort women? That's discrimination!" 

"Save me your lecture, Barbie. What sort of a woman are you 
looking for?" the waitress insisted. 

"Fine, I guess? She looked fine to me. She was sitting right there, 
on that table, that day I was here. Reading a book. A cup of coffee 
was placed on her table," Lisa said and pointed the lonely table 
beside the glass window. 

"Oh. That woman," the waitress replied, putting an emphasis on 
the 'that' word. 

"You know her?" Lisa asked with excitement. 

"I don't. But I know her face. She's a regular," the waitress 
answered. 

"Really?" There was hope, after all. Lisa thought. 

"And a boring one. She only orders the same black coffee 
everytime she's here, which she would never drink, whatever, and 
would just sit at that table, reading or just looking outside the 
window with earplugs on her ears." 

"How often does she come here?" Lisa asked. 

" don't know. Hmm, almost everyday, especially during 
weekdays. She's been hanging around for the last five months or 
so," the waitress said. 

"Five months? Wae?" 

The waitress scowled at Lisa. 

"I don't know, do I? I only serve her her coffee and leave her 
alone with her books or music or whatever she's into. She stays for 
a couple of hours and then leaves and comes back again the next 
day. Or the day after the next. But she hasn't show up for a week 
now." 

"And you still don't know her name?" The balloon of hope inside 
Lisa's chest have started to deflate slowly. 

"Aigoo! I don't ask around for people's name. I ask for their orders 
and serve them food or coffee or chocolate milk or whatever they 
want to order." The waitress looked at Lisa sternly when she 
mentioned chocolate milk. Clearly, she haven't gotten over the 
trouble that it caused the kitchen staff after Lisa ordered one. 

"Do you have any idea where she lives or stuff like that?" asked 
Lisa, ignoring the waitress' jab. 

"No, Barbie. But she's always fetched by a big, shiny, black car 
every time. Personally, I think she's a chaebol. Someone from the 
higher class. The way she carries herself and the way those men in 
black suits would bow to her when they come and pick her up." 

Lisa was stunned. The waitress have provided her with an 
overwhelming information about the woman she was looking for 


but haven't given her the most integral part-the woman's name. Lisa 
felt defeated. All hope was gone. 

"Thanks. I just, uh, I have to go now. Thank you so much...for 
everything." 

"Why do you look for her, by the way? Are you a hired 
investigator or something?" the waitress inquired and gave Lisa 
another assessment from head to toe. The waitress' eyes lingered on 
her camera. 

"Oh, no. I'm a photographer," Lisa said, "See?" pointing her 
camera. "I kind of took a photo of her that day. I was thinking of 
giving her a copy," she said and brandished the brown envelope she 
was holding. 

"I could give it to her if she comes back, if you want me to," said 
the waitress, eyeing the brown envelope suspiciously. 

But Lisa shook her head earnestly. 

"Thanks, but no. I, uh, I'd like to personally give this to her, you 
know?" said Lisa. 

The waitress just shrugged and took her pen and handy notebook 
out from her apron's pocket. 

"Fine. Suit yourself, then," the waitress muttered as she walked 
away from Lisa. 

Lisa nodded to herself. 

"Thank you so much, ajumna! See you around," she said and 
bowed before heading towards the exit. 

But she was caught offguard and almost let out a scream when 
someone grabbed her arm and literally dragged her outside, beside 
the trash bin where the ajusshi was sitting a while ago. 

"What the--!" Lisa exclaimed. 

"Shhh, Barbie! Come here! I have to tell you something," the 
waitress hissed. 

"You could have told me about it inside instead of acting all 
psycho on me right now, you know?" Lisa said, forgetting the 
formalities, as she snatched her arm away from the waitress’ grip. 
"Jesus!" 

"Well, obviously, I can't, can I?" the waitress said and rolled her 
eyes. "So, anyway, I think William-nim and that woman you're 
looking for, know each other." 

"How can you tell?" 

"I saw them a few times, exchanging friendly looks. And there 
was one time when I swear I saw William-nim bowed down to that 
woman. She usually exits through the back door. Where her car and 
the men in black suits would wait for her. I even heard one time 
one of her men called her CEO Kim." 

The waitress looked excited. Like, she had been waiting for this 


moment to come and for someone like Lisa to share that 
information with, Lisa thought while looking at the waitress' face. 
Now Lisa wasn't even sure anymore if what the waitress had told 
her was true. Maybe the waitress had been lonely for too long that 
she started creating stories on her mind based on the customers that 
she's dealt with. Depending on her like-o-meter. 

"What does the ajusshi do, anyway?" Lisa asked out of curiosity. 

"William-nim?" asked the waitress who was clearly taken aback by 
Lisa's lack of interest about what she just told her. "He's the boss, 
what else? But I guess the woman was the bigger boss, the way 
William-nim would bow down to her. But do you want to know 
what I think, personally?" 

Lisa would have wanted to say no. That she's not interested 
anymore, especially about the waitress personal opinion about the 
woman Lisa was looking for. But the waitress looked giddy, and 
Lisa didn't want to rain on the parade. So she said, "No. I mean, 
sure. What is it?" 

The waitress inched closer to Lisa. Lisa could almost see the open 
pores on the waitress’ face. 

"I think, that the woman you're looking for is a mafia boss. And 
William-nim was indebted to her so much that he's willing to sell his 
soul to that woman as payment," whispered the waitress 
dramatically in Lisa's ears. 

"Okay. This is getting really ridiculous," Lisa said, stepping away 
from the waitress. "I really have to go now. Thanks for the time," 
she said and started walking away from The Era. 

"Did I scare you, Barbie?" the waitress asked loudly, amid the 
street noise and the bustles. "I was just telling you the truth! Don't 
look for that woman! She's a mafia boss!" 

Lisa exhaled and turned around and said, "No, you didn't! And it's 
Lisa, by the way," and walked away from the waitress, from The 
Era, and from the possibility of finding that woman. 


Chapter 5 


"Chaeyoung-a!" Lisa called out in the empty space of the living 
room after she closed the door. A Dua Lipa song was playing loudly 
through the speakers. 

"Ya! Lalisa! I'm in here!" Chaeyoung shouted through the loud 
music to Lisa and the latter settled herself down on one of 
Chaeyoung's soft bean bags distributed aesthetically around the 
living room. "How's your day?" 

"Same!" Lisa yelled nonchalantly and rolled her body towards the 
soft carpet on the floor. 

She decided to pay Chaeyoung a visit on her apartment, instead 
of heading straight to her own place. She was tired and she needed 
a little comfort. And Chaeyoung's place was more than comfortable. 
Plus, she needed someone to talk to at the moment. 

Chaeyoung was in the kitchen, cooking dinner. Or trying to cook 
dinner and not burn her house down. Chaeyoung was bad at 
cooking. But Lisa could sniff the delicious smell of kimchi stew and 
some other spices, it made her hungry all of a sudden. She just 
realized how much she misses homecooked meals, no matter how 
badly it was cooked. 

"So, you haven't found her yet, then?" Chaeyoung asked over the 
steam of the kimchi stew. 

"Found who?" Lisa asked, trying to act like she did not know what 
Chaeyoung was talking about, while silently wondering how on 
earth did Chaeyoung knew about her quest to find that woman from 
the cafe. 

Chaeyoung turned the fire down just as Lisa turned the volume 
down and walked towards the living room, where she saw Lisa now 
lying on the carpet, with her eyes closed and mouth slightly open. 
Lisa looked exhausted. Her long arms were spreading widely around 
her. 

She nudged Lisa's foot with her own foot, laughing as she did so. 

"Ya! You look pathetic lying like that all over my floor. Was she 
really that hard to find? Aigoo!" she teased her friend. 

Lisa then opened her big, round eyes and looked at Chaeyoung 
wildly, who was standing on her left, hovering over, with her hands 
on her waist and looking at Lisa amusingly. 

"Who are you talking about, Park Chaeyoung?" she asked, raising 


her brows. 

Chaeyoung rolled her eyes on Lisa. 

"Quit playing innocent, Lis. It doesn't suit you," Chaeyoung said, 
chuckling. "Anyway, you were never really subtle about it, you 
know? Plus, I kinda saw the content of that brown envelope that 
you carry around for a week now," she said, pointing at the brown 
envelope that Lisa placed above the coffee table, beside the camera, 
and settled herself next to Lisa. 

"You kinda saw?" Lisa teased Chaeyoung. "Like, unintentional?" 

"I took a peek inside. Intentionally. I was curious. Happy?" 
Chaeng said with a smirk. "So? Are you going to talk about it?" 

Chaeyoung knew that Lisa was looking for that woman in The 
Era, even before she saw the content of the brown envelope. She 
knew that Lisa have been hanging around The Era for days now. 
Maybe she already knew the reason why, because Lisa was an easy 
book to read. But Chaeyoung just didn't have the heart to ask Lisa 
about it. Because she wasn't yet ready to hear the truth. 

"Fine. I still haven't found her yet. And I don't think I'll ever be 
able to find her unless I'll set up a tent and camp outside that cafe 
24/7. Which I would never even dream of doing because that would 
be totally pathetic. I don't want to be the girl who can't be moved." 
She was talking about the 'The Script' song, which she used to listen 
to everyday and Chaeyoung made a cover. Because they both 
thought it was a great song. Painfully written, with all the angst of 
a love lost, but still a great song. 

Chaeyoung snorted, staring at the ceiling of her living room. 

"And hanging around outside The Era for a week now, with a 
camera and a photograph of that woman is not pathetic? Really, 
Lisa? If I were the owner, I'd have you arrested because what you're 
doing is littering and that's not good for business," Chaeyoung said, 
laughing. 

"Whose side are you on, Park Chaeyoung? I thought you're with 
me on this?" Lisa pouted. 

Chaeyoung laughed out loud and moved closer to Lisa. Lisa then 
automatically offered her arm for Chaeyoung to laid her head unto. 
Chaeyoung could hear Lisa's beating heart and Lisa was playfully 
stroking Chaeyoung's hair. 

They used to do this kind of set-up when everything around them 
was still uncomplicated, under the dark, starry night sky, and they'd 
talk about their passions and goals in life and dreams of falling in 
love with the right person one day. Chaeyoung even decorated her 
ceilings with tiny light bulbs, imitating the starry night sky, for 
moments like this. 

"Of course I am, shutterbug. When did I ever not support you?" 


Chaeyoung assured Lisa. Even though, they haven't yet talked about 
Lisa's quest to find that woman. "So, anyway. No news about her at 
all? No nothing? Anything? That's weird!" 

"She hasn't been showing up for a week now, I was told," said 
Lisa. 

"That's too bad. Maybe she's out of the country? By the looks of 
her, she could be someone who can afford to do so," said 
Chaeyoung. 

"The waitress thinks that she's someone from the higher echelon. 
Like some sort of a chaebol or something," Lisa told Chaeyoung. 

"She could be. She doesn't look anything ordinary at all, anyway," 
Chaeyoung nodded. 

"But I think the waitress was bluffing," Lisa said. 

"How so?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"She said that she heard someone call that woman a CEO and that 
the owner of The Era bows down to her," Lisa answered. "Does she 
look like a CEO to you, Chaeng?" 

Chaeyoung shook her head. 

"I don't know. But she looked pissed at you that day, though," 
Chaeyoung said, laughing. 

"Ya, chipmunk!" Lisa protested and nudged Chaeyoung in the 
ribcage. 

"I was kidding! She looks familiar, though. I know I've seen her 
before. I just can't remember where," said Chaeyoung, thinking 
hard. 

"Oh, well. The universe will bring her to me or me to her if it's 
meant to happen," Lisa said with a sigh. 

"Oh, wow! That was deep, Lalisa! Have you been reading 
Coelho?" 

"Who?" Lisa asked. 

"You know, maktub? What is written is written? The Alchemist?" 
said Chaeyoung. 

"I don't know what you're talking about, chipmunk. Anyway, I 
smell something yummy. What's for dinner? God, I'm hungry!" she 
added and suddenly stood up and headed towards the kitchen. 

Chaeyoung also stood up and immediately followed Lisa to the 
kitchen, where the latter was already taking a spoonful of the stew 
that she made. 

"Ya, Lalisa! I thought you said your hotel freebies from your 
travel abroad are more delicious than my cooking?" 

"They are. But I'm too weak and hungry I can barely make it 
outside, you know? Besides, you promise my parents you'll take 
care of me while I'm here, remember?" Lisa said. "Oh, wow! Your 
cooking's not bad tonight, chipmunk. Well done!" she said and took 


another spoonful to her mouth. 

Chaeyoung eyed Lisa suspiciously. 

"If I don't know you this much, I'd be flattered. But I know you, 
Lalisa Manoban. You never complimented my cooking before. Not 
even once." 

Lisa burst out laughing, she almost spit out the remains of the 
stew from her mouth. 

"I'm doing it now. And I meant what I said. It's delicious! Can we, 
like, eat already? Pleeeease, Chaeyoung-a?" 

Chaeyoung just rolled her eyes and shook her head. There was no 
way she could ever resist Lisa, especially if she was doing her stupid 
aegyo. 

(After dinner...) 

"Hey, Lis? Got any plans tonight?" Chaeyoung asked Lisa after 
they had eaten their dinner. 

"I plan to wash the dishes and then head straight home?" Lisa 
replied and started cleaning the table. 

"That's a great plan, Lisa. Really life-changing," Chaeyoung 
retorted. "Remind me to invite you over for dinner every night 
while you're here in the country so you can wash the dishes every 
time." 

"That would be unwise, though. I'm a big eater. I'll make you 
poor," said Lisa, scraping the sauce on her plate with her finger and 
brought it to her mouth to satiate her fleeting gluttony. 

"We both are, though. Although, you're the bigger eater. Just look 
at how you emptied your plate! Clean slate, mate!" Chaeyoung 
pointed out. 

"For the record, I was really hungry. And the kimchi stew was 
muy delicioso! Thank you for the dinner, chipmunk! You made me 
feel better now," Lisa said brightly. 

"Aigoo! It was just a stew, though," Chaeyoung was blushing, 
embarrassed but pleased. "Anyway, why don't you come with me to 
the bar tonight?" 

"And do what?" asked Lisa. 

"Do nothing and just come with me?" Chaeyoung answered. 

"You know I don't fancy the night life, Chipmunk. As much as I 
want to spend time with you, I don't like to go to the bar. I'd rather 
go home and do some post-editing. I've been slacking off lately. 
Aigoo! What am I doing with my life nowadays?" 

"Chasing a woman like a lovesick puppy?" Chaeyoung suggested. 

"Lovesick puppy?" Lisa laughed. "No. I just want to give her a 
copy because I still think she was upset about me taking photos of 
her that day without her consent," Lisa said. 

"And then what?" Chaeyoung prodded. 


"Then I'll apologize for taking a photo of her without her 
consent?" Lisa answered. 

"O—kay, if that's your story, Shutterbug," Chaeyoung said. "Come 
with me tonight, though. I insist. Please?" 

Lisa groaned in protest. 

"But I don't go to bars, Chaeyoung-a!" 

"It's not just any bar, Lisa-ya! It's my bar. Plus, my band will be 
performing tonight. You haven't watched me perform live for a long 
time now. And you haven't been to my bar for a long time. You owe 
me that. Plus, the girls miss you. They want to see you, especially 
Chahee." 

"Oh, right. Right. Fine! Geez, you should have told me pronto! 
Can I bring my camera? I know you and your band are 
underground artists. So, maybe your mates won't like it if I take 
some photos of them. Will they?" 

"No, it's okay! God knows they need the publicity. They've been 
playing underground longer than I am, it's time people should know 
them and hear their music already. They deserve that--," 

"You all do, Chipmunk," Lisa interjected. 

"Thank you, Shutterbug," Chaeyoung beamed. "Anyway, I'm just 
gonna go get ready, okay? We're going in a few. The show's about 
to start at nine. So, we still have, like, two hours." 

"Hey, how about I go home and change clothes and then I'll just 
meet you at the bar? I stink already," Lisa said and sniffed her own 
armpit childishly. 

But Chaeyoung was squinting her eyes on Lisa suspiciously. 

"Promise me you will be there and not ditch me like the last 
time? Because I swear in the name of my gold fish that I'm gonna 
haunt you forever and I won't forgive you easily, Lalisa Manoban!" 
she warned Lisa, to which Lisa replied with her most hearty laugh. 

"TIl be there, alright? I'll have to bring another camera, too. That 
one's already got an exhausted battery," Lisa said, pointing at her 
camera lying on the coffee table. 

"Okay. Off you go now. Leave the dishes. I'll do it," Chaeyoung 
shooed Lisa and started pushing Lisa away from the kitchen sink. 

"But—!" Lisa protested. 

"No buts, shutterbug. You can do the dishes next time. How's 
that?" 

"Deal! I'll see you later, then," Lisa said and headed to where her 
camera and the brown envelope were. She picked them up and then 
headed towards the door. 

"Don't be late!" Chaeyoung yelled from the kitchen. "I'll hate you 
if you do!" 

"I won't! Love ya!" Lisa replied and left Chaeyoung alone. 


"I love you too, Lis," Chaeyoung whispered to herself while 
staring at the door. 

Lisa was lying, though, when she said that she was stinking 
already. Chaeyoung thought. Because Lisa's perfume scent was 
hanging in the air and Chaeyoung thought it was the most beautiful 
scent in the world. And even if Lisa will stink, which she probably 
was, Chaeyoung will still think that it was the most beautiful scent 
in the world. 

She's been in love with Lisa for God knows how long already. Lisa 
was unaware of it, of course. Lisa didn't have to know about it. 
Because Chaeyoung didn't want Lisa to feel weird about it. And 
while it was hurting her watching Lisa chasing someone else right 
now, she also promised herself that she would support Lisa's 
happiness, all the way. That she won't ever allow herself to get 
jealous and bitter or whatever if ever Lisa will finally find the love 
that Lisa deserved most in the world. Because Lisa was too precious 
and important for her to lose. 

She just wanted that annoying shutterbug to be happy. Lisa's 
happiness will be her happiness, too. And Chaeyoung thought that 
it was more than enough for her. Because that's what love's 
supposed to be, right? Giving, without expecting anything in 
return? 


Chapter 6 


"You're going out?" her mother asked as soon as she saw her on 
front of the mirror, applying makeup on her face. 

"Oh, hey, Mom! How was your day?" Jennie asked without 
turning around to face her mother. She would have wanted to ask 
why her mother came home early tonight, but stopped herself. 

"It would've been much better if you were there and helping me," 
Mrs. Kim answered in an exhausted voice. She walked inside the 
large bedroom of Jennie and settled herself in the corner of Jennie's 
bed, staring at her beautiful daughter through the mirror. 

"Please, don't start. Not tonight, Mom. I'm not in the mood to talk 
about the chairmanship or the company," Jennie said. 

"I was just saying that today would have been a better day for me 
if you were there, darling," her mother said gently. 

"You have all the right forces there, Mom. I won't be of much 
help had I been there," Jennie answered. "I would have been a 
liabity, more than anything." 

Mrs. Kim shook her head and sighed. They've been through with 
this conversation a lot of times already. She thought that by now, 
Jennie would have already realized that her role in the company 
was the most vital. 

"You still need to be there from time to time, Jennie. The 
chairmanship is yours. I'm just the interim," her mother said. "The 
board and shareholders are becoming restless lately. I'm afraid I 
can't keep them off bay any longer. They want to take away what's 
yours, darling. And they'll get it by all means. I just know." 

Jennie acted too busy perfecting her look so that she have an 
excuse to not say anything anymore. 

She knew what was happening in the company. Her late father's 
loyal secretary have been updating her daily, sending her e-mails 
and reports, even without her asking for it. She knew that their 
sales have dropped for a measly 3% globally. And she knew that 
some of the investors were already issuing threats to pull out from 
the company unless Jennie will personally sit and talk in front of 
them, and assure them that their money are still safe. And if she 
won't, then they would soon ask her to resign, demand even, by 
means of voting, and give up her chairmanship to Yi Eun's father. 
Who, Jennie was told, was more than willing to take over the 


company anytime. 

"I didn't know Jisoo fancies a night life?" Mrs. Kim said after a 
while. 

Jennie raised her brows and shook her head. 

"I'm not going with Jisoo, Mom. She's staying with halmeonim 
tonight. I bet they'll be discussing the latest book that Chu reads or 
something," said Jennie while checking herself in the mirror. "And 
now that we're talking about Chu, I hope you'd stop asking her to 
spy on me, Mom. She's my bestfriend and I don't want you to ruin 
that for the both us." 

"Well, looks like Jisoo was spying on me rather than she was on 
you, then," Mrs Kim said with a smile. 

"She's not. She said you and her aren't even that close to be 
sharing intimate details and updates about how I waste my time 
nowadays," Jennie replied. 

"Oh, well. That's good to hear, though. At least Jisoo has got your 
back no matter what. It's a relief on my part," said Mrs. Kim, who 
was still smiling but looked slightly offended. So she chose to 
swerve the topic and decided to appreciate her daughter's 
appearance. "Red really looks good on you, darling." 

Jennie was wearing her favorite red Chanel jacket over her 
favorite oversized designer tee, with the words "The Beatles" printed 
on the front, and paired it with her fitted designer ripped jeans. The 
hem of her oversized tee was tucked inside her denim. She also 
decided to tie her hair into a tight bun above her head to emphasize 
her slender neck which she adorned with a black Chanel choker. 
And for tonight, she decided to wear her specs instead of contact 
lens. Everything about Jennie Kim spoke wealth and power, 
elegance and perfection. And even in an oversized tee, Jennie was 
exuding the power, intelligence and confidence that only a Kim 
possesses. 

"Thank you," Jennie said. 

"Anyway, I'm glad that you're back to socializing nowadays. God 
knows how much you've been keeping to yourself lately, Jen," Mrs. 
Kim nodded in approval. "So, who are you going with? Anyone 
special? Yi Eun, perhaps?" she inquired subtly. 

"No one. I'm going out alone," replied Jennie as she sprayed 
perfume behind her ears. "And I hope you'd stop setting me up on a 
date with Yi Eun, Mom. I don't like him. I will never like him." 

Mrs. Kim sighed in frustrations. She thought her daughter was 
slowly going back to her normal self. 

Jennie was Mrs. Kim's replica. Her mini-me, minus the 
stubborness. Because Jennie got it from her father. 

Jennie was beautiful, classy, stylish and elegant. She was an 


intelligent woman who was always first on her class and graduated 
with honors in one of the most prestigious university in the U.S. and 
became one of the brightest editor for a high fashion magazine in 
New York before she came back to Seoul because of her father. 

When her father was diagnosed with cancer, Jennie gave up 
everything—her career, her freedom, her life and her dreams in 
New York, to be with her dying father. And when Chairman Kim 
finally laid to rest, it was Jennie who grieved the most and went 
away to Auckland to heal herself. 

But she was not able to heal herself completely, especially after 
she was told that the future of the company that her father built 
would now depend on her and her capabilities to fulfill the 
chairmanship that was handed to her by the late Chairman Kim. 

Jennie thought she was not ready and it was too much to bear. 
What does she know about running a company? Her father knew 
that she dreamed of working in the fashion industry someday. 
Hence, she begged and pleaded for her father to allow her to study 
abroad and fulfill her dreams. And when she was asked to gave 
everything up and returned to South Korea, Jennie thought they all 
robbed her her life. 

So she decided to stay away from the company and from her 
mother as much as possible, to try to pick her broken pieces back 
together and heal herself. Healing one's self, she realized, was much 
harder than living alone in The Big Apple. She needed to find 
herself once again. 

"You know very well that it's not safe for you to be wandering 
around at night, Jennie. Bring one bodyguard with you, so I can 
stop worrying," Mrs. Kim suggested. 

Jennie tore her gaze away from her reflection in the mirror and 
stood up and faced her mother. 

"Nobody is safe, Mom. Even if I will bring Jisoo's dad's whole 
company with me, I still won't be safe. I mean, look what happened 
to Dad? We all tried to keep him safe and well but he still had to 
die in the end," Jennie said bitterly. "Nothing is safe." 

Agony shot through Mrs. Kim's usually passive face after hearing 
the pain and bitterness on her daughter's voice. 

Mrs. Kim stood up and walked towards Jennie. She then took 
Jennie's hands and squeezed them gently and pulled Jennie closer 
to her. 

"Darling, I know what you're feeling right now. You miss your 
dad. I miss him too so much. But there's nothing we can do about it 
anymore. We're still here, both of us. We need to move—," 

But Jennie shook her head furiously and took her hands from her 
mother's grip. She took a step backward, away from her mother, as 


if standing close to her mother might sting her. 

"No, Mom! It's still too early to move on and move forward. I 
can't even imagine myself moving on and forget him! How could 
even say that? Don't you love him at all?" 

Mrs. Kim looked shocked and hurt by Jennie's accusation. She, of 
all people? She, who gave up everything for Jennie's father? Jennie 
knew nothing about what love can do between two people, Mrs. 
Kim realized. 

"I loved your father, Jennie. He was and still is the greatest love 
of my life. But he's gone and left me in this world with our greatest 
treasure as husband and wife. You. You're all I have now, darling. I 
have to take care of you for him. So that when I see him again, I 
can look him in the eyes proudly and tell him stories about you 
after he left," Mrs. Kim said. 

"Mom, I didn't mean to--," 

"And I can't do that. Because you're shutting me out. You've been 
shutting me out eversince your father died. It almost feels like I lost 
you, too." 

"Eomeoni..." was all Jennie could offer as she watched her mother 
succumbed to tears. 

She wanted to hug her mother and cry her out heart to the 
woman who was working so hard ever since her father died. She 
wanted to tell her mother that she's having a hard time coping with 
reality. And that she's doubting herself about the chairmanship. But 
Jennie could only look at her weeping mother. 

"I need you, darling. The company needs you. Please stop hurting 
yourself further. Let's be there for one another, you and I," said Mrs. 
Kim who was in tears. 

Jennie blinked repeatedly to stop her tears from falling. Tonight 
was not the right time to have a heart to heart conversation with 
her mother. She didn't want to talk about the company or the pain. 
She didn't want to talk about their life without her father in it. She 
didn't want to talk about her life and the things she had given up 
forcibly. Because that will only make everything real. And she still 
wasn't ready to face the reality. Not yet. Not tonight. 

Instead, Jennie headed towards the door after she kissed her dog, 
Kuma, in the nose. 

"I'm going out. Please don't stay up and wait for me," she said, 
holding the door knob. 

"I was thinking that maybe we could eat dinner together tonight, 
that's why I'm home early," Mrs. Kim said, drying her tears. 

"Maybe some other time, Mom. I really have to go now," Jennie 
said. 

"Can you at least tell me where you're heading?" her mother 


asked. 

Jennie smiled faintly. 

"I honestly don't have an idea, Mom. I just feel the need to get out 
of the house tonight. Away from Gangnam," she said and left her 
mother alone in the recluse of her bedroom. 

She was speeding in Teherrano street, listening to her playlist and 
humming along with the songs, when her phone started buzzing 
against the garment of her jacket. She pressed the bluetooth speaker 
on of the car and Jisoo's livid voice filled the inside of the 
automobile. 

"Ya! Jennie Kim! Will you act your age?! Only highschool girls 
with raging hormones walk away from home and want to stay out 
late in the night! What were you thinking going out tonight without 
a bodyguard?! Where are you?!" 

Jennie slowed her speed down while rolling her eyes in 
exaggeration. She could almost see the back of her skull when she 
did so. Olaus Roemer was wrong when he said that the speed of 
light was 299 792 458 meter per second. Because clearly, words 
travel faster nowadays. 

"First of all, I did not walk away from home, Jisoo-ssi. Second, I 
thought you said that you and my mother don't exchange updates 
about me? And to answer your last question, I'm still in Teherrano," 
Jenny said. 

"Tut tut, Jendeukie! You don't go around accusing people without 
proof. And FYI, it was Young semsaeng, the head of security, who 
informed me that you went out alone at this time of the night. 
Where are you going? Do you want me to come and meet you?" 
Jisoo asked, now sounding calm and concern. 

But Jennie could not un-pissed herself anymore. She was now 
closer to her boiling point. 

"I have to orient Mr. Young first thing tomorrow then about 
minding his own business!" said Jennie, not hiding the irritation in 
her voice. "Anyway, don't bother, Chu. I can take care of myself. I 
want to be alone tonight," she added with conviction. 

"You're always alone lately. Tonight shouldn't be any different. 
Aigoo!" Jisoo retorted. 

"True. So, you have nothing to worry about, then. I'll be fine. Like 
you said earlier, I'm not a kid anymore. Goodnight, Chu! Say hi to 
halmeonim for me," Jennie said and pressed the button off before 
Jisoo could stop her. She then fished her phone from her pocket and 
turned the device off and threw it in the backseat. 

Jennie knew that Jisoo and her mother and Mr. Young and 
everyone around her just wanted what's best for her. But after the 
conversation she had with her mother and Jisoo yelling at her over 


the phone, talking to her as if she was stupid for going out late 
without bodyguards tailing her wherever she goes, Jennie had 
enough of it for the day. 

"Damn the rules!" Jennie screamed and stepped on the gas as 
hard as she could. Her Porsche was speeding fast along the street of 
Teherrano, blurring the tall buildings of Naver, Google, Daum and 
Hynix behind her. 

Tonight shouldn't be any different. 

Jisoo's words kept ringing on her ears. It made her more furious 
for some unknown reason. 

"Youre wrong, Chu. Tonight will be different!" Jennie said to 
herself and pressed the gas harder than she ever did, she was so 
furious she was already beating the red lights. "I'll make sure of 
that!" 


Chapter 7 


"Whoa! You never told me you're this famous, Park Chaeyoung!" 
Lisa uttered in total awe. "Wow! I have a celebrity bestfriend!" 

She and Chaeyoung arrived at the same time and Lisa was in total 
shock when she saw the number of people inside Chaeyoung's bar 
called Orange and the number of people, that consisted mostly of 
university students from Hongik, who were still pleading with the 
bouncers to get an entrance ticket in the Orange. 

"That's because my bandmates are hot and totally good-looking. 
They're the epitome of girl crushes. They have a fan base, by the 
way. Plus, my bartender is also a total package," Chaeyoung said as 
they pushed forward against the crowd. Where Chaeyoung was 
greeted enthusiastically by the crowd while they also ogled at Lisa. 

"That's not true! They're here for all of you, chipmunk. Especially 
you. Later tonight, when you go up there and sing, this place will 
fall silent and there will be tears in their eyes because they're 
moved by your voice and your music. I'll bet my camera on it. I 
promise you that!" said Lisa. 

Chaeyoung snorted and punched Lisa in the arm. 

"Ouch!" Lisa reacted. "Ya! What's your problem? I was trying to 
boost your confidence and show my support and this is what I get 
in return? " she grimaced while massaging the part of her arm 
where Chaeyoung's punch landed. 

"The last time you made a bet, you lost. And you bet your camera 
on that one also. You're not even good at keeping your promises, 
Lalisa. And you never won a bet, ever! Don't jinx the night. Will 
you?" 

"Fine. Rub it to my face if it will make you feel superior and 
confident tonight, chipmunk!" Lisa scowled. "But I'm still betting on 
that," she added, smirking. "Tonight will be a good night. I can feel 
it!" 

But of course, Chaeyoung was right. Lisa was always the unlucky 
one when it comes to betting. 

"Chaeyoung-nim! Who's the beautiful lady with you? A new 
member?" someone from the crowd asked. They were giggling 
while looking at Lisa and Chaeyoung exchanging banters with one 
another. 

"Guys, this is my bestfriend, Lisa," Chaeyoung told the crowd. 


"This is her first open mic experience so let's make her feel at home. 
Okay?" 

"Hello!" Lisa greeted and waved at them. 

The crowd, mostly composed of girls on their twenties, nodded 
and cheered loudly and enthusiastically to Lisa. 

"Anyways, you're a nim now, chipmunk? Omo!" Lisa teased 
Chaeyoung as they walked forward after someone from the crowd 
called Chaeyoung a nim once again. "Should I start calling you my 
nim also? Chipmunk-nim?" 

"Shut up, Lisa!" Chaeyoung said, blushing. 

"Aigoo! Look at you blushing!" Lisa said laughing. 

"Anyway, will you be okay? I mean, I have to go backstage to do 
some last second pep talk with the girls. I can't be with you while 
you're here until our set is done, which would last until later 
because we'll do the encore. But don't worry, I'll talk to my crew 
and tell them to give you everything you need. It's in the house, so 
you don't need to pay a single won," Chaeyoung said. 

"There you go again babying me, Park Chaeyoung! Just go ahead 
and do your thing, okay? Don't mind me. I'll be fine. I'll just walk 
around and do some snaps," Lisa said, pointing to her camera bag. 

"Are you sure?" Chaeyoung asked and looking worried. 

The crowd could be rowdy later and Chaeyoung knew that Lisa 
doesn't like being around with rowdy people. 

"Yes. So go up there and kick some asses, chipmunk-nim! Show 
them what a nim you are!" Lisa was hyping the shy and less 
confident Chaeyoung beside her and gave the latter a tight bear 
hug. 

"Right! Cheer for me!" Chaeyoung said as she waved to Lisa and 
started pushing herself against the bodies of the unbelievably huge 
crowd, her guitar was strapped on her shoulder. 

"Always do! Hwai-ting!" Lisa said loudly against the blaring sound 
on the speakers and the chatters and noise of the crowd. 

And now that she's all by herself, Lisa didn't know what to do 
first. She was thinking of going backstage and follow Chaeyoung to 
do some bts shoot of Chaeyoung and her band, but she didn't want 
to impose herself to much. 

So Lisa, with her camera bag strapped on her back, fought her 
way towards the bar. She thought she might need a drink to hype 
herself up before she'll start using her camera. 

Meanwhile, it was already a quarter after ten when a Porsche 
parked outside the Orange. The expensive car earned envious and 
appreciative looks from the people who were still lining up, 
desperately begging with the bouncers to let them in, outside the 
Orange, in front of the entrance. And when the driver of the 


luxurious car emerged, they couldn't look away anymore and 
groaned when she was admitted immediately inside the Orange by 
the attending bouncer. 

"So unfair!" groaned someone to Jennie. 

Jennie glared at the girl who shouted, who cowered and hid 
behind her friend, before admitting herself inside the artsy bar. 

It was Jennie's first time in the Orange. She Google-d the place 
after she heard a group of friends talking about it excitedly when 
she stopped by a convenience store for a carbonated drink and a 
ramyun. And now that's she's here and all by herself, she wasn't 
sure anymore if she did the right thing. Maybe Jisoo was right. She 
was acting like a teenager with raging hormones. 

The bar was full of people. Hints of booze and nicotine, sweats 
and among other things were filling the air. It wasn't nasty, but still 
it could get under your nosetrils if you have a sensitive nose. 

A guy in glasses, with his guitar and harmonica was singing some 
acoustics in the mini-stage; the spotlight was on him. His voice was 
good but Jennie realized she wasn't there for the music after all. So 
she tiptoed and craned her neck and looked for the bar, where the 
drinks were served. She wanted to forget everything tonight. Just 
for tonight. 

"Hey!" greeted the bartender after Jennie settled herself in one of 
the high chairs in front of the bar. 

She took off her Chanel jacket and placed it on the countertop 
and then nodded to the bartender. 

The woman in front of her looked ethereal, Jennie thought. She 
was wearing fitted black leather suits, showing the curves on her 
body. Her hair was long and tied into a high ponytail. She looked 
like cat woman, minus the mask. Plus, she looked friendly. Or 
maybe it was part of her job to look friendly? 

"Can I get you something?" the bartender asked Jennie, smiling. 

"Can I have a daiquiri, please?" Jennie asked, raising her voice a 
little louder amid the loud noise of music and the chatters of the 
people. 

"Strawberry or lemon?" asked the bartender. 

"Strawberry would be fine," Jennie answered and looked around 
the bar. 

It was spacious. It could fit more than a hundred people. The 
uniformed tables were black and the chairs were pink. The floor 
was black and the walls were painted with dark and pastel colors. 
She wondered why the owner named it Orange when there was 
nothing orangey anywhere in it. 

Art pieces and framed posters of differents bands and artists were 
hung on the walls. The ceiling was high and decorated with light 


bulbs of small sizes, scattered aesthetically all over, like stars in the 
night sky. The place looked beautiful and cozy. Jennie wondered 
who the owner might be. 

"Is this your first time here?" the bartender asked as soon as she 
placed Jennie's strawberry daiquiri in front of her. 

"Yep," Jennie nodded. "I didn't know a place like this exists in 
Hongdae," Jennie said and still looking around. 

"And for that, your daiquiri is on the house!" the bartender said, 
smiling. 

"What? No, no. I can pay!" Jennie said and hastily tried to pull a 
few bills from her purse. 

But the bartender just laughed and insisted. 

"Sure you do. But take a sip, first," the bartender said, nodding 
towards Jennie's daiquiri. "If it's not good, you pay. If it's good, then 
its on the house. A compliment for a compliment," said the 
bartender and winked at Jennie. 

Jennie smiled and did as she told. She took the glass of daiquiri 
and brought it to her mouth. She took a sip from the liquid and her 
eyes widened in satisfaction. 

"Oh, wow! This is good!" she told the bartender, pointing at her 
drink. 

The bartender beamed and said, "Thanks! Now, you have to pay 
for your next drink," before leaving Jennie to make another 
costumer a drink. 

Lisa have just emerged from the backstage, laughing. She had fun 
talking with Chaeyoung's bandmates. They were teasing Chaeyoung 
so much about being called a nim that Chaeyoung decided to kick 
her out from the backstage and told her to do what she's supposed 
to be doing. 

"Aigoo! That chipmunk is treating me badly in front of her 
friends!" Lisa said after Chaeyoung kicked her out. "Ya! Chipmunk- 
nim! Hwai-ting!" Lisa shouted even though she was well aware that 
Chaeyoung could not hear her anymore. 

Her camera bag was still strapped on her back. For some reason, 
she didn't feel like doing some photography tonight. Maybe 
Chaeyoung was right, Lisa thought. She needed some distractions 
from herself. Also, she needed to have a little bit of fun. And the 
Orange was all fun! 

Lisa had been listening and enjoying the variety of music that the 
open mic was offering. Plus, she's got free drinks, courtesy of 
Chahee, Chaeyoung's bartender. That's why she decided to go back 
to the bar to order another cosmopolitan. Chahee's version of 
cosmopolitan was superb! 

"Hey, Lisa!" Chahee greeted her as soon as the bartender saw her 


approaching. 

"Chahee-ssi!" Lisa greeted back as she settled herself in one of the 
empty seats in front of the bar. "Is this even normal?" she asked and 
gestured her hands towards the jam-packed crowd inside the 
Orange. 

Chahee laughed and nodded, while wiping the countertop with a 
table cloth, gleaming it and freeing it from moist and dirt. 

"Uh-huh! Chaeng has got a Midas touch. She's turned this place 
into gold after just a couple of months since the opening night. And 
now we're doing it for a year already," Chahee said proudly. 

"That's my chipmunk! She's a great person, isn't she? I'm so proud 
of her!" Lisa said, smiling proudly for Chaeyoung's success. 

"Yes, she is. And I'm not saying this because she's my boss. 
Everyone here loves Chaeng," said Chahee. "Anyway, do you want 
another drink?" 

Lisa grinned widely. Perhaps the alcohol was already kicking in. 
Or maybe she was just so pumped up for the night? 

"I was actually about to ask for one," she said. "Can I have 
another cosmo, please?" 

"You loved my cosmopolitan, huh?" Chahee asked as she started 
preparing for Lisa's glass of cosmo. 

"I totally do! It's not even affecting me at all, the alcohol or 
whatever that was that you've put in my drink," Lisa said. "You're 
good, Chahee-ssi!" 

Chahee laughed loudly. 

"That's because I went easy on you, Lalisa. Chaeng specifically 
told me to not get you drunk or she'll have to fire me. Of course, 
she was just joking. But she still told me to go easy on you," said 
Chahee. 

"That's unfair! I deserve the same amount of treatment along with 
everybody else in here, you know? I deserve the same amount of 
alcohol. I'm a customer!" Lisa complained. That chipmunk! And 
here she was, acting like a drunken master just so she could tell 
herself that she's survived Chahee's cosmopolitan. 

"No, you're not. You're a guest. A special guest. You're Chaeng's 
bestfriend," Chahee said. 

"Ah! But can you not give me something stronger, Chahee-ssi? 
Please?" Lisa begged using her aegyo voice. 

But Chahee just shook her head and laughed at Lisa. 

"Chaeng warned me with your aegyo, too. She said you'll probably 
use it on me to get what you want," said Chahee. "So, nope. I don't 
want to lose my job, Lisa," Chahee added as she placed Lisa's vodka- 
less cosmopolitan. 

"But this is just juice!" Lisa complained, staring at the contents of 


her glass, acting sulky. 

"You're a baby, aren't you? Drink it up, Lisa-ya. You'll find 
something in there. Not vodka, but you'll see," Chahee said and 
winked at Lisa. 

"Hey! What's this?" Lisa asked, pointing at the red jacket on top of 
the empty chair beside her and the half-empty glass of strawberry 
daiquiri. "Whoa! Who in there right mind would just leave their 
precious Chanel jacket unattended?" Lisa wondered loudly after she 
saw the embroidered logo of the jacket. 

"Someone who's probably got a closet full of Chanels?" Chahee 
joked. "I wonder what's taking her so long though?" Chahee 
muttered. 

"Who?" Lisa asked curiously. 

Chahee shrugged. 

"The owner of that Chanel you're harping about. She said she'll 
just hit up the powder room. I don't know her name, though," 
Chahee said. 

Meanwhile, Chaeyoung and her band were now on the stage. Lisa 
waved her long arms happily on Chaeyoung. Chaeyoung replied 
with a beam and a subtle warning look on Lisa to behave herself. 

"Good evening, you guys! If you're secretly in love with someone 
right now, or if you're proudly in love with someone right now, and 
you couldn't take your eyes off them, then this song is for you!" 
Chaeyoung said over the mic. 

Lisa, along with everyone else, was applauding and cheering 
loudly. She even raised her glass of fake cosmopolitan in the air for 
Chaeyoung and her band. 

You're just too good to be true 
Can't take my eyes off you 

"Oh my god! The line in the powder room was so long!" Lisa 
heard the voice of a woman behind her. But she paid no attention 
because she was too focused on watching Chaeyoung up on the 
stage. 

At long last love has arrived 
And I thank God I'm alive 

Lisa was gulping half the contents of her vodka-less 
Cosmopolitan. She noticed how the crowd fell silent while 
Chaeyoung was singing. Ha! Lisa was right. The Chipmunk could 
shut the whole bar with her singing but Chaeyoung could never 
shut her up. The thought made Lisa chuckled. She won the bet. 

She turned around to face Chahee. She wanted to tell the 
bartender how proud she was of Chaeyoung and about the bet. 
That's when Lisa noticed the woman who was sitting next to her. 

The woman was cuddling her jacket on her lap, sipping the 


remaining contents of her daiquiri, looking as though she was lost 
in her own train of thoughts. 

Lisa casually travelled her eyes towards the woman's face. She 
was wearing a round-shaped spectacle. But even so, Lisa recognized 
the face quickly. She heard her breath hitched higher until she 
could breath no more. She felt her heart ceased from beating. 
Chaeyoung's voice was muffled, as if she was singing from a 
hundred miles away. Damn! She left the brown envelope in her 
apartment! 

Pardon the way that I stare 
There's nothing else to compare 

Jennie knew that the person who was sitting next to her was 
staring at her. She could feel the eyes of the stranger burning on her 
skin. She hated it. So she activated her bitch face on. She badly 
wanted to yell at the stranger to get lost and stare at the wall 
instead. 

Jennie exhaled her annoyance and released it angrily. She then 
fidgeted on her seat and turned her face angrily towards the 
stranger. It was a woman. She suddenly lost all her senses when she 
was met by the same soft, big, round eyes that she told Jisoo about, 
smiling at her. 

The sight of you leaves me weak 
There are no words left to speak 

And there it was again. 

Her heart. 

It was acting funny again. 


Chapter 8 


The blond was smiling at her. A smile that indicated that she 
remembered her that day, at The Era. 

Jennie have not yet recovered from herself. She was still gaping 
in shock. And the fact that she knew she was gaping and she knew 
she probably looked like an idiot right now made her feel stupid. 
But she just couldn't move. Here of all places! Tonight of all nights! 
The blond! Those big, round eyes that kept haunting her. What. A. 
Night! 

"Annyeong!" Lisa said brightly, slightly tipping her head for a nod. 

"So, you two know each other, then?" the bartender asked, 
shifting her eyes from Lisa to Jennie, and back and forth. 

"Yes!" 

"No!" 

They both answered at the same time, and with the same 
decibels, but in different tones. Lisa sounded excited. Jennie 
sounded frightened. 

Chahee looked at Lisa with a raised brow, probably asking for an 
explanation. Her expression was funny. She was smirking. 

Lisa, in return, looked at Jennie with an accusing eyes. And a 
raised brow, like Chahee. But her expression was anything but 
funny. She looked offended by Jennie's denial. Gone was the bright 
smile plastered on her face. 

"Lisa-ya?" Chahee said, she was still looking at Lisa with a funny 
expression. Her eyes would avert from Lisa to Jennie, who was now 
sitting rigidly on her seat, clutching the Chanel jacket on her chest, 
looking away from Lisa. Her eyes were fidgety and looking as 
though she's calculating the probability of dashing towards the exit 
without tripping herself in front of the crowd. 

"I mean, no," Lisa said after a while, in a morose manner. "No, we 
don't know each other, Chahee-ssi." She could hear the deflated tone 
in her own voice. She looked at Jennie as if she was daring Jennie 
to refute what she just said. 

But Jennie just looked straight ahead. She was staring at a bit of a 
vodka bottle in the shelf, to the side of Chahee's left ear. Her eyes 
behind her spectacles were emotionless, like she was in a trance or 
something. And just when Lisa was about to decide whether she'll 
introduce herself to the woman sitting next to her and remind her 


about that day, who, by the way, was the reason why she was a bit 
slacking off from photography lately, Jennie decided to make a run 
for the exit. That was after she hastily pulled more than a few bills 
from her purse and rather clumsily put it at the countertop, beside 
her empty glass of daiquiri, much to Chahee's surprise. Both Chahee 
and Lisa were watching her dashing and made a beeline for the exit 
door, bumping not just one but four people, a waiter included, who 
was carrying a tray full of empty bottles, and almost tripped on one 
of the tables. 

"Uhm..." was the only thing that Lisa could utter at the moment. 

"Uh..." muttered Chahee also. She was staring at Jennie's wake 
with a bewildered expression. 

"What just happened? Did I do something wrong?" Lisa asked 
Chahee, who looked as clueless as Lisa. 

Chahee shrugged and shook her head in bewilderment. 

"Wow! I didn't realize my daiquiri could drive someone like that!" 
the hot bartender said. 

Lisa suddenly jumped from her seat, to Chahee's surprise. 

"I need to talk to her, Chahee-ssi!" she said, which made Chahee 
looked even more shocked than ever. 

"But I thought you said you don't know her?" the bartender asked, 
now looking confuse. 

"I know I did. It's...it's a long story!" Lisa replied, who was now 
running towards the exit, following Jennie's wake. 

"But...but!" Chahee stuttered. "Ya! Lalisa! What will I tell Chaeng 
if she'll look for you later?" 

Lisa wheeled around, holding the door handle, about to push it. 

"Tell Chaeyoung I found her already. And I'll be back later!" Lisa 
answered and pushed her way towards the exit. 

She was then frantically looking for a woman in red jacket 
around the perimeter. Or a big, black car with men in black suits 
waiting for her, like what the waitress from The Era have told her. 
And finally, she saw Jennie beside a shiny red car, fumbling with 
her keys and was about to hop inside No big, black, shiny car. And 
no men in black suits, either. It was just her and the neon lights in 
this dynamic part of Mapo-gu. 

Lisa ran. She ran as fast as she could and stopped Jennie from 
closing the car door. She was clutching her chest and gasping for 
air. Oh, what a night! 

"Ya! Let it go!" Jennie protested and tried to yank the door off 
from Lisa's clutched. 

"Wait! Just wait! Okay?" Lisa said, still gasping for air. "Let. Me. 
Catch. My. Breath. First!" she said every word, panting. "Aigoo! My 
side is aching!" she groaned, clutching the side of her stomach. 


Few passersby were now looking at them curiously. And Jennie 
was not liking the attention that both she and the blond was 
getting. She didn't want to be recognized. 

She yanked again the door of her car off from the blond's strong 
hand. 

"Let go! Now!" she commanded, using the authoritarian and 
domineering voice she knew she would use if and when she'll 
decide to accept the chairmanship one day. 

But Lisa was stronger. And she did not even flinch with Jennie's 
intimidation. 

"No! I really think we need to talk!" Lisa said, her breathing was 
back from normal. "It was you, right? From the café?" 

Jennie looked at Lisa with imploring eyes and said, "Yes. So?" in 
her most deadpan voice. 

But Lisa being Lisa just smiled widely. Unaffected, yet again, by 
Jennie's antic to scare her off. 

"Ha! I knew it!" Lisa said gleefully. "Look, I have been looking for 
you. Okay? There's something that I really have to give you. I mean, 
I really want to give you. But I left it my apartment, so apparently I 
can't hand it to you right now," Lisa said without pausing to breath. 
Only when she saw the look on Jennie's face did she realize that she 
was babbling so much. "Oh, sorry! I'm Lisa, by the way," she said 
and extended her arm towards Jennie. 

Jennie just stared at it with an unreadable expression on her face. 

"Tonight shouldn't be any different." 

Jisoo's words were ringing on her ears once again. 

"No, Chu. Tonight will be different. I'll make sure of that!" 

"This. This was acting funny for a moment back there." 

"And if you ever see her again? Like, coincidentally?" 

"I don't know. I might say hi?" 

Her own voice and Chu's were now ringing on her ears 
simultaneously like a group of wasps buzzing just outside her 
earlobes. 

Jennie then looked at Lisa's extended hand in front of her and 
then at Lisa's face hovering just about a couple of feet away from 
her own face. 

She was still smiling, Lisa, despite the fact that Jennie was still 
ignoring her extended hand. And despite the chilly air. Her smile 
was still bright and unaffected. Her big, round eyes were shining 
along with the neon lights. 

"Damn the rules!" 

"Do you want to go for a ride?" asked Jennie. She finally decided 
to drop all the defensive pretenses and her hand that was trying so 
hard to yank the door off from Lisa's hand. 


Lisa, who was clearly taken aback from Jennie's sudden change of 
mood said, "Huh?" sounding shocked and bewildered and dropped 
her hand limply that was holding the door frame beside her. 

"No, you don't. Never mind," Jennie said and was about to close 
the car door. 

Lisa held unto it once again and stopped Jennie from closing it. 

"No, wait! Wait! Yeah, sure! Sure! I'd...I'd like to go for a ride," 
said Lisa, sounding unsure. 

"Hop in, then," Jennie said without hesitation and opened the car 
door on the other side. 

Lisa walked and then ran around the hood of the car and settled 
herself on the soft upholstered customized car seat, which was 
screaming with little LV logos all over, inside the red Porsche. 

They both closed their respective doors at the same time and 
were welcomed with a silence that wrapped them like a blanket. 

It wasn't awkward, the silence, like how they subconsciously both 
thought it might be. Instead, it felt more like they've been doing it, 
Lisa thought, doing this kind of thing before. Sitting inside the dark 
car, which by the way smelled like strawberry and spring, and 
being engulfed with a silence that wasn't even unfamiliar. Like, 
contrary to reality, everything about sitting for the first time inside 
the dark car with a stranger she was practically searching for for 
the last week, everything about it seemed comfortable. It was 
weird. A beautiful kind of weird. 

"Seatbelt, please," Jennie said as soon as the car engine roared in 
to life. She said it like she's been saying it to Lisa eversince. 

Lisa did as she was told. She did not even fumbled with the 
seatbelt in the dark. It's as if she was familiar with the technicalities 
of it. Again, weird. 

"Where do you want to go?" Jennie asked after she made a 
reverse and smoothly made a turn in the corner, away from the 
Orange. Lisa thought the woman was a good driver. 

"I don't know," Lisa answered. "Anywhere?" 

"Anywhere," Jennie mimicked her and stepped on the gas pedal. 

They spent the past fifteen minutes with just the roaring sound of 
the engine and the muffled sounds of the outside world. They both 
sat still inside the car, probably waiting for the other to break the 
silence that was currently, embracing them. Their outlines and their 
faces were lit by the luminiscent lights coming from the dashboard 
and the occassional headlights that they encounter along the 
highway. 

"I Want To Hold Your Hand," Lisa said, finally breaking the 
monotony between her and the silent driver. Because she couldn't 
take it anymore. Plus her eyes were stinging from all the flickerings 


she's done towards the direction of Jennie for the last fifteen 
minutes. 

She heard the tiny bones of Jennie's neck snapped a little when 
she turned her head towards Lisa. 

"E...excuse me?" Jennie said, sounding aghast and confuse and a 
little nervous. 

"Your shirt, The Beatles," Lisa said, pointing the words printed 
across Jennie's oversized tee. "It's one of their best songs ever and 
their first single. I Want To Hold Your Hand." 

"Uhm..." was the only sound that came out from Jennie's throat. 
She didn't know what Lisa was talking about. 

And Lisa, being the keen observer that she was, noticed it. 

"You haven't heard of it? Like, ever?" she asked Jennie. There was 
a little accusatory tone on her voice. Because how could someone 
wear something as iconic as The Beatles printed on their shirt and 
doesn't know I Want To Hold Your Hand? She felt a little offended. 

Jennie shook her head. She was kind of embarrassed from the 
fact that she was wearing an iconic shirt and didn't even know the 
song Lisa was talking about. 

"No. Sorry," she muttered. 

Instead of talking, Lisa started humming the first verse of the 
song, until she reached the chorus and sang it, bobbing her head 
along with the beat that she created from drumming her hands on 
her lap. 

Jennie was just listening and fighting off a smile from cracking on 
her tightly-sealed lips. She realized she invited a crackhead and a 
dork inside her car. And she was wondering if she made the right 
decision for inviting Lisa for a ride. 

"This is my favorite part," Lisa said, disturbing her long mane of 
blond with her fingers, turning herself into a 60's rockstar look-alike 
with messy hair and started singing with her high-pitched voice 
again. 

And when I touch you 
I feel happy inside 
It's such a feelin' that my love 
I cantt hiiide 
I can't hiiide 
I can't hiiide 

Jennie could not take it anymore. She burts out laughing. She 
laughed so loud, it made Lisa fell silent and stopped from singing. 

Lisa was staring at Jennie. She was wondering why Jennie was 
whipping her head, clutching the side of her stomach and laughing 
so hard that she was almost in tears, when she, Lisa, was just 
singing her favorite part of the song. 


"Are you okay?" Lisa asked. Concern and confusion was on her 
voice. 

"God! That. Was. Funny!" Jennie said, wiping the tears on her 
eyes, her laughter was already subdued, left with occassional 
cackling. She said every word with a gasp. 

Stephen Chbosky was right, Jennie realized as she was clutching 
the side of her stomach. That there's nothing like deep breaths after 
laughing that hard. That there's nothing in the world like a sore 
stomach for the right reasons. 

"I was just singing, though," Lisa said weakly and embarrassed. 

"Still funny," Jennie said. The embers of her laughters were now 
slowly fading. She was getting back to her usual demeanor once 
again. "Are you a fan?" she asked Lisa. 

Lisa shook her head. 

"Not really. My Dad is," she answered. "He listens to The Beatles 
every morning, when he's drinking his coffee. He says it is 
therapeutic." 

"My Dad never listened to any music," Jennie blurted out before 
she could even stop herself. 

"Listened? As in past t--," 

"He passed away a year ago," said Jennie, in a manner that which 
sounded like she was just stating an obvious fact. "Don't say you're 
sorry. It's not your fault," she added when she heard Lisa gasped 
and looked like she was about to say the usual customary apologies 
when someone hears of someone's death. She hated that. Like, why 
would anyone be sorry for anyone who lost a loved one like it's 
their fault? Or maybe she just did not want Lisa to feel sorry for 
her? Because why would Lisa be? 

"Are you okay, though? I mean, you know, after..." Lisa hesitated. 

"I'm fine," Jennie answered briefly. She felt the need to lie about 
it at the moment. 

But Lisa knew better. Because how can anyone say they're fine 
after losing someone important? That's stupid. And the way Jennie 
said she's fine clearly indicated that she was not fine. At. All. 

"You know you can say you're not fine if you're not fine. It's not a 
weakness to feel not fine," Lisa said gently, calculating her words. 
She did not want to impose and to sound like a life guru or 
something. 

"I know. But I really don't feel like talking about it," Jennie said. 
"Not this time, anyway." 

Lisa nodded. She understood. She'd do the same if it was her. She 
was still a stranger to Jennie as Jennie was to her. Trust was not a 
freebie from the department store that should be handed out freely. 
It's something that should be earned. Like loyalty. And love. And 


friendship. 

"Are you hungry?" Lisa asked Jennie. Much to the Jennie's 
surprise. 

Jennie looked at Lisa curiously. She was expecting Lisa to prod 
her, to probe and pry on her privacy, like everyone else. And it was 
a relief on her part. Somehow. 

"No," answered Jennie. It was the second lie she have told Lisa 
tonight. 

"Oh, come on! Anyone who goes in the Orange goes out hungry 
after," Lisa said matter-of-factly. "Let's go find something to eat. I'm 
starving!" she groaned. 

"Fine. Where do you want to go, then? It's almost midnight. 
Restaurants close at ten," Jennie said. 

Lisa scoffed. 

"Who said anything about restaurants?" she asked. "I know just 
the right place," Lisa said and started giving Jennie directions. 

And Jennie obliged willingly, even though she hated it when 
someone bosses her around. Because nobody bosses Jennie Kim 
around. She was raised and grew up having people around to do 
her bidding willingly. She was born to become the boss. 

But tonight, she thought she'd let it pass. She had decided about 
it after she saw the laughter on Lisa's face when she proclaimed her 
starvation, without inhibition. Like it was the most natural thing in 
the world. 


Chapter 9 


"Where exactly are we going?" Jennie asked Lisa for the third 
time. She'd been driving for the last twenty minutes and her 
patience was starting to wear thin. 

That. And the fact that they haven't spoken a word for the last 
twenty minutes except Lisa telling her directions and Jennie asking 
Lisa about their destination. If there was any. Because Jennie was 
starting to believe that they're going nowhere. 

"Please, just drive," Lisa answered patiently. It's the same answer 
that she had been telling Jennie for the third time. 

"You do know I can drop you off anytime I want, right?" Jennie 
said irritably. "Where exactly are we going? Are you sure we're not 
lost? Yet?" 

Lisa chuckled. Which annoyed Jennie a whole lot more. The 
blond was not someone who can be easily intimidated, Jennie 
realized. Maybe she had to work that one out some other time. 

"Oh, we're here! We're here!" Lisa suddenly exclaimed as she 
pointed the landmark that clearly said Dongdaemun written in bold 
letters. 

"Dongdaemun?? What are we supposed to be doing here?" Jennie 
asked, slowing her speed down because the street of Dongdaemun 
was still packed and crowded with busy people even on midnight. 

"Eat. What else? If you're a midnight eater, Dongdaemun is the 
right place for you," Lisa answered matter-of-factly. "Can you please 
make a turn right there on the next block?" she asked Jennie, 
pointing the narrow alleyway a few meters ahead of them. 

Dongdaemun is the shopping capital of Seoul. It's a 24-hour 
bustling hub of shoppers bargaining for deals and wholesalers 
running around, delivering clothes across the country. And it's also 
where the best pojangmachas are located. Midnight eaters and 
drinkers happened to gather in Dongdaemun because the 
pojangmacha in the district offer a wide variety of Korean street 
food and anju. 

"Alrighty! Here we go," Lisa proclaimed after she asked Jennie to 
pull over in front of a tent. 

Lisa opened the door excitedly beside her and was about to 
jumped off from her car seat when Jennie suddenly grabbed her 
arm and stopped her from going out of the car. 


"Wait! Lisa!" It was the first time that Jennie said Lisa's name out 
loud. It wasn't dramatic. Nor romantic. If anything, it sounded 
nervous. Jennie looked nervous. "I...1 don't think I can do this," 
Jennie said, clutching Lisa on the arm like a little child in a park. 

"Why? What's the matter?" asked Lisa. Concern was on her voice. 
She felt Jennie's hand shaking against the bare skin of her forearm. 

Jennie exhaled. She couldn't lie about it. 

"I...I don't...I haven't e...eat..." 

Lisa's round eyes became even rounder. She looked surprised and 
amused with Jennie's confession. 

"You mean you don't eat in a pojangmacha?" she asked, which 
Jennie answered with a slow, shy nod. 

First it was The Beatles. Now, it was her lack of experience in 
pojangmacha. Lisa must have think of her as ignorant. But in her 
defense, it wasn't her fault that she was born with a silver platter. 
Or that her parents never bothered taking her to her first ever 
pojangmacha experience. Or that she was surrounded with people 
who did not bother taking her or inviting her for a midnight 
gastronomic adventure in a pojangmacha. She should've asked Jisoo 
about it. Or anyone from the household staff. 

"You mean you haven't been to a pojangmacha? Ever?" Lisa asked 
in total disbelief. "Whoa! I've never imagined meeting someone who 
haven't been in a pocha before. That's weird." 

Jennie expected Lisa to laugh and make fun of her lack of 
experience. To mock her for being an ingenue and a coward. She 
expected Lisa to look at her with disgust or whatever for being a 
full-blooded Korean but haven't been in a pojangmacha. But instead, 
Lisa grabbed her hand gently and guided her inside the tent. 

"Come here. I'll show you what you've been missing your whole 
life," said Lisa and pulled a plastic chair for her. 

The tent that Lisa chose offered uncomfortable-looking plastic 
chairs and tables for costumers who would like to eat their food 
inside a tent and not as a take out. In fact, almost all the tables 
inside the tent were already occupied, mostly by people from the 
necktie army. Everyone was so engrossed with their drinks and 
smoke and the food on their table. Some came solo. Others were in 
a group. And to Jennie's surprise and relief, nobody was giving the 
slightest bit of attention to her and Lisa. Except the middle aged 
woman who attentively approached them. 

"Can I get you anything, ladies?" the middle aged lady, an ajumna 
with a permed hair and in an oversized working clothes, who 
smelled of garlic, onions and grilled pork asked after both Jennie 
and Lisa have settled down. 

"What do you want to eat?" Lisa asked Jennie. "You can order 


anything. My treat!" she added, smiling. 

"Samgyeopsal-gui?"” Jennie told the ajumna hesitantly. She was 
looking slightly offended at the middle aged woman and her choice 
of fashion. "I love meat," she added with a shrug after she saw the 
look on Lisa's face. 

"One samgyeopsal-gui, ajumna. And one tteokbokki, mandu, 
dakkochi and a bottle of soju, please," Lisa told the ajumna. 

"What? No! No, no, no! No soju. I already had a drink from that 
bar. I'm not having another one," Jennie protested. She was already 
half-standing, looking as though she was ready to leave the tent and 
Lisa when the opportunity strikes. 

She was shaking her head and waving her hands furiously in 
front of Lisa when she said so. Convincing to stop Lisa from getting 
a soju and the ajumna, who was quick to grab a bottle of soju and a 
couple of drinking glasses and laid it on their table. 

"Look. I know that Chahee's daiquiri was fancy and everything. 
But nothing beats soju and a variety of delicious Korean food on a 
night like this, in a pocha," said Lisa knowingly, smiling. "Besides, 
the cosmopolitan that Chahee gave me was vodka-free. It was a 
scam," she added bitterly. 

"Fine. But I'm not drinking," Jennie said defiantly and returned to 
her seat, her arms crossed across her chest. 

"You can't say no to soju. No one says no to soju," said Lisa. 

"Are you sure you can finish all the food that you just ordered?" 
Jennie asked while looking at the ajumna and her assistant who was 
now busy cooking the foods that Lisa ordered. 

The food in pojangmacha are cooked inside the tent itself, Jennie 
noticed. Maybe it was the reason why the whole place smelled of 
spices, along with the strong smell of nicotine, because the people 
from the necktie army were mostly chain smokers who breathed 
their cigarettes like human chimneys, and among many other 
things. 

The walls were covered with just plastic tarps with no windows 
for ventilations, trapping the unnecessary odors inside the 
confinement of the plastic tarp-walled tent. And the floor was 
slightly damp and besmeared with dirts and muds. Jennie have 
never been to a place where people was okay with all the 
unsanitations she's noticed. 

Overall, Jennie's first impression of a pocha was below average, 
based on her high standard lifestyle. Maybe it's the reason why her 
parents or anyone around her never bothered to take her to a 
pojangmacha before. Because the place looked like something where 
she might acquire a disease or worse, food poisoning. 

But Lisa looked excited about it, Jennie noticed. And Lisa's 


excitement was somehow contagious. 

"We will finish all of them. I can't let you miss the fun," Lisa 
corrected her. "Besides, aren't you hungry?" she asked Jennie. 

"I am. But not starving," Jennie answered in a very dignified way. 
As if the word starvation was something that should never be 
associated with her. 

She was now under the impression that not only had she invited a 
crackhead for a ride, but also a glutton. And a drunkard, most 
probably. The way Lisa was salivating while looking at the empty 
bottles of soju lying on the table next to them the moment they 
entered the tent a while ago and the way Lisa was pouring the 
contents of the green bottle on their drinking glasses. 

"You will be. Once you tasted a little of everything here," Lisa 
said, waving her hands in the air and pushed one glass full of clear 
liquid to Jennie. "I still don't know your name, though," she said 
casually. 

"It's Jennie," said Jennie and accepted the glass although 
reluctantly. 

Lisa raised her glass of soju in front of them and looked at Jennie 
with her big, round eyes. 

"I think we should make a toast, it's Jennie," she said. 

"For what?" asked Jennie. But she, too, raised her glass just an 
inch away from Lisa's in mid-air. 

"For your first time in a pocha, maybe?" Lisa suggested. 

"How about for a night of adventure?" said Jennie and brought 
her glass closer to Lisa's. 

"Sounds better," Lisa said. 

"Cheers?" 

Lisa grinned. She didn't know what it was about Jennie and the 
night and how the universe have brought Jennie to the Orange 
tonight, but she sure was enjoying every bit of it. It had been a 
while since the last time she felt light and excited about something 
new and not even knowing why. It felt like the first time she held 
her first camera. She felt giddy and jumpy. 

"Cheers!" Lisa said and brought the glass to her mouth. 

Jennie did so, too. And Lisa could not stop herself from laughing 
softly when she saw how Jennie's beautiful face contorted into a 
grimace after she emptied the content of her glass to her mouth in 
one gulp. 

"Argh!" Jennie screamed and slammed the soju glass on the table. 
"That was nasty!" she said while wiping some of the liquid that 
trickled down to her chin from her mouth with her hand. 

Lisa laughed out loud and pour another set of soju on their 
drinking glasses. 


"I'm seriously wondering what kind of drinks you've been 
drinking all your life for calling soju nasty," she said and pushed 
Jennie's glass towards the latter. 

"Are you trying to get me drunk?" Jennie asked, suspiciously 
looking at the glass but still accepted it anyway. 

"No, Jennie. I'm trying to make you feel normal," Lisa answered 
half-jokingly. 

"What makes you think that I'm not normal?" Jennie challenged 
Lisa. 

She was trying to prod Lisa's mind. To know what Lisa's 
impression of her. To understand why the blond could make her 
feel loose and comfortable over a bottle of soju and a promise of 
gastronomic adventure of street food and samgyeopsal-gui, even 
though they just met each other an hour ago. 

"What makes you think that you are?" Lisa retorted. But she was 
smiling. She, too, was daring Jennie to bare her mind and lay it on 
the table. 

"J--," Jennie started but fell silent. 

What was she supposed to say? That she's normal, contrary to 
what Lisa thinks of her? Contrary to what she really was? 

Was she? Because the last time she checked herself in the mirror, 
she was Jennie Kim. The sole heiress of the Kim Group of Company, 
who doesn't drink cheap wine in a cheap tent and wait for a platter 
of cheap food to arrive. She was Jennie Kim who does not randomly 
invite someone inside her personalized luxury car for late-night 
drives and late-night adventures and allowed to be bossed around 
by someone she barely knew. 

Her life have always been black and white, with a set of rules and 
straight lines to follow. She was born and raised that way. A pukka. 

She was Jennie Kim who the press loved to scrutinize especially 
about her most private life, even when she was still living abroad, 
away from her elite family name. 

She was Jennie Ruby Jane Kim. Nothing in her life was ever 
normal and ordinary. 

"Yes?" Lisa prodded her. 

But tonight... 

"I..." Jennie started again, hoping that the right words will just 
spill out from her mouth to impress Lisa, without imposing and 
exposing her social status. 

And by looking at Lisa and her happy and carefree demeanor, 
Jennie realized she envied her. She suddenly envied how much Lisa 
could just look at her in the eyes and smiled at her without 
inhibition. She suddenly envied how Lisa was swirling the tiny glass 
of soju on her hand without even worrying that she might spill the 


contents on the table. 

Tonight, she didn't want to be THE Jennie Kim. She just wanted 
to be Jennie. Just Jennie. 

"No. You don't have to answer that," Lisa finally said, looking 
apologetic. "It was rude of me. I'm sorry." 

But Jennie shook her head and gulped the content of the glass 
that she was gripping, trying not to grimace from the taste of it. 

"I'm having a drink with you right now, aren't I?" Jennie said. "I 
think this kind of makes me normal." 

Lisa grinned widely and gulped down the contents of the glass 
she was swirling with her fingers on the table. 

"Amen to that!" she said and they both laughed for reasons they 
did not even know what. It was the first time that Jennie laughed 
out loud after the demise of her father. 

And from that moment on, they probably already realized that 
their soul was in sync for the night. 

(At 3 AM...) 

"I really want to go to Switzerland," Jennie said. "I want to see the 
alps. I bet they're beautiful!" 

"They are! They're breathtaking!" Lisa said in a dreamy voice. Lisa 
had been to Switzerland countless times because her father was part 
Swiss. 

They've been talking nonstop. They talked about their wildest 
dreams, their likes and dislikes. They talked and debated about 
whether pineapples belong in a pizza. They discussed about the 
proximity of the celestial bodies from one another, and swearing at 
Dimitri Mendelev after they discussed passionately whether soju 
would taste better with ice or not and whether the amount of smoke 
trapped inside the plastic tarp-walled tent was enough to suffocate a 
person who's trapped in a suffocating relationship. 

Lisa told Jennie about her passion in photography and her search 
for her magnum opus--her ultimate masterpiece that will cement 
her being a photographer in a competitive world where anyone 
with a camera can call themselves a photographer. 

Jennie, in return, told Lisa about New York. And what it was like 
to live in a city so diverse and liberated that anyone can be anyone 
without worrying about other people and their perceptions about 
anyone. 

"I miss New York. I miss my freedom," Jennie said after gulping 
down yet another glass of soju. She promised herself it would be 
her last. "I hate Dad for leaving too early and taking away my 
freedom with him," she added bitterly. 

"Freedom is a choice, though," Lisa said. "It's not about unsetting 
the boundaries and not confining yourself within those boundaries. 


It's about your choice, with or without boundaries. It's about being 
happy." 

Jennie's drunken, half-shut eyes towards Lisa. She already knew 
that Lisa was a beautiful person with a pretty face. With those big, 
round eyes of hers that could make her heart act funny and that 
bright smile of hers that could light up the entire city. But Jennie 
realized that Lisa was, indeed, a beautiful person because she has a 
beautiful mind. 

She liked the way Lisa would counter her and lay another set of 
perspectives that differed from hers but would not try to force those 
perspectives on her. Lisa, Jennie realized in her half-drunken state 
of mind, was not a set of straight lines and rules. She wasn't black 
and white, either. Jennie realized that Lisa, with her carefree and 
happy demeanor was a deep, profound person guised in a jagged 
lines of randomness, fun and spontaneity. And she liked that. A lot. 

"Lisa?" she muttered. 

The blond smiled at her with her alcohol-induced mouth and 
sleepy eyes. 

"Hmm?" hummed Lisa. 

"I think we should go home already," Jennie said gently. 

"Oh, yes. Yes, we should," Lisa said, nodding. "You go on and wait 
for me outside. I'll just have to settle our bill," she said, which 
Jennie replied with a nod and left Lisa inside the tent. 

"Hey, Jennie. Let's do this again, shall we?" Lisa said as soon as 
she settled herself comfortably on the passenger's seat. 

"When would that be?" Jennie asked as she she revved the engine 
of her car. 

"I honestly don't know. But you do realize that I was searching for 
you, right?" Lisa said, looking half-asleep. 

"No. Why were you seaching for me?" asked Jennie as she 
maneuvered their way outside the confines of Dongdaemun. 

"I don't know. Maybe because you made me feel weird and funny 
that day," Lisa answered with her eyes shut. Alcohol have started to 
kick in on her system, pulling her towards the slumber world. "And 
I like feeling weird and funny," she added and then fell silent. 

Jennie dropped her in front of the bar called Orange. Where she 
saw a silhoutte of a woman inside, sitting by the piano. She could 
hear the sad melody of the song that the woman was playing amid 
the unbelievably still bustling street of Hongdae. 

"Hey, Lisa? We're here. I don't know your address so I thought I'd 
just drop you here," Jennie whispered, tugging Lisa's sleeve 
repeatedly. 

The blond stirred and finally woke up. She looked at Jennie with 
a wide eyes and smiled lazily. Jennie wildly thought that it was 


how Lisa would probably look like when she wakes up every 
morning. Messy, beautiful, with a smile that could light up the day. 

"Thank you, Jennie" Lisa said and planted a kiss on Jennie's 
cheek, to Jennie's surprise. 

Lisa then went out of the car, bid Jennie goodbye and went inside 
the empty bar. The Orange closed at 2 AM. 

Lisa saw Chaeyoung, alone, sitting by the piano in the dark, 
playing the saddest melody she's ever heard in her entire life. 
Chaeyoung's profile was outlined by the neon lights of the 
neighboring establishments around the Hongdae Walking Street. 

"Chaeyoung-a?" Lisa called. 

But Chaeyoung did not stir. She was still playing the sad melody 
on her piano. The sound of it was reverbating throughout the 
confined walls of the Orange. 


Author's Note 


Hello! :) 

I just have to write this note right here. This will be short, don't 
worry. My apologies, in advance, if this will cause any 
inconvenience. 

So, I've been doing research about pojangmacha while writing 
Chapter 9 because I haven't been to a pojangmacha, myself. 

I would just like to give credits to the following article links 
which I've used for reference for Chapter 9. 

http://travel.cnn.com/seoul/drink/pojangmacha-guide-039741/ 

https://seoulistic.com/nightlife/bars/pojangmacha-korean-style-tent- 
bars/dongdaemun-pojangmacha-street/ 

https://www. tripadvisor.com.ph/ShowTopic-g2941 97-1816 1- 
k4158680-Where_are_the_most_interesting Pojangmacha_in_Seoul- 

Seoul. html 

https://en.m. wikipedia. org/wiki/Pojangmacha 

And also a couple of quotes that I have come across that will 
explain why Jennie suddenly became comfortable around Lisa while 
inside the pojangmacha. 

"Maybe it's because of this atmosphere, but I feel like I can open up 
more and hold deeper conversations. I actually don't drink alcohol and 
yet I feel like I'm more honest when conversing with people when I'm 
underneath the tent." 

— Moses Mo 

"..pojangmachas are supposed to be places where you can feel 
completely comfortable eating and drinking (alone)." 

That's it. Thanks for taking the time to read. 

Have a nice day! :) 

Also, if any of you here knows a lot about pojangmacha and 
would refute the way I wrote about pochas or can add colorful 
descriptions about the beauty of pojangmachas, please hit me up so 
I can do some revisions. 

Thank you! :) 


Chapter 10 


Chaeyoung had been listening to the same song from her phone's 
playlist for the last hour and had been playing it on the ebony and 
ivory keys of Jin-ah's vintage 1906 Lester upright piano. 

The Orange usually closed at 2 AM, especially during the 
weekends. The Orange was still reeking of booze, nicotine and the 
Friday night vibes. And it was unusual for Park Chaeyoung to stay 
behind when all her crews, her band mates and the usual crowd 
that would troop in the Orange have all gone home or hop into 
another bar for another set of reasons to get wasted. 

Last night had been a blast. They--her bandmates and her-- have 
played in front of a jam-packed Orange, singing their songs--some 
were their own, others were covers of their favorite songs--live. It 
was one of those moments when Chaeyoung would feel alive and 
complete. She was on her best elements when she's on stage with 
her music. And last night was extra special because Lisa was 
around. It had been a while since Lisa have watched her perform 
live. It was a rare occassion eversince Lisa have pursued her passion 
in photography and would usually travel abroad. And it was big 
deal for Chaeyoung. So big a deal that she pulled all the strings 
available to make it seamless. 

Her bandmates were even teasing her about it, after she kicked 
Lisa out from the backstage last night. Because they knew that she 
was overly compulsive about wanting to impress Lisa. And because 
Lisa had found an alliance with her childish antics with Ji-in and 
both were teasing her so hard they drove Chaeyoung crazy. Lisa 
could be a pain in her ass sometimes. 

"Ah, now we know why Chaeng is so excited for this night. Her Lalisa 
is here. Finally!" said Ji-in, their band's bassist and a certified hottie, 
with her short brown hair and side bangs. 

"She's always said that she wants this night to be perfect, didn't she, 
Ji-in? Now we get it. Lisa's damn hot! Did y'all see how the uni boys are 
literally salivating at her?" Jin-ah, their keyboardist slash pianist, 
chimed in. Jin-ah was more reserved than Ji-in, having played the 
classical piano for competitions almost all her teenage life. But she was 
not able to contain herself from admiring Lisa's pultrichude. Jin-ah had 
a long, wavy hair which she would flip and whip whenever she's hyped 
with the music. 


"Ya! Stop it, both of you!" Chaeyoung told her two hot band members. 
"If Lisa hears about you teasing me about her, it will only make her feel 
awkward." 

"But what if she won't? What if Lisa feels the same way, too? Don't 
you ever want to know, Chaeyoung-ssi?" asked A-yeon, their drummer 
and a social media star. A-yeon released her video of her drums cover 
for Guns N' Roses' Welcome To The Jungle, wearing a lingerie. But A- 
yeon stayed lowkey after all the ruckus and chose to stick with 
Chaeyoung and their band instead of going bigtime. 

"Lisa is a free soul, A-yeon-ssi. I don't want to compromise her into 
believing that she feels the same way that I do, just because I do," 
Chaeyoung answered. 

She loved the fact that she knew Lisa through and through, like an 
open book. Because Lisa, no matter how carefree, spirited and congenial 
that woman is to other people, was never an open book to everyone. 
Only to Chaeyoung. It was a privilege that only Chaeyoung was given 
and enjoying. 

"But what about you, Chaeng?" asked Ji-in. 

"It's enough for me that she's here tonight. I just hope she'll stay until 
the end of the set. Lisa can be restless and impatient, you know?" 
Chaeyoung answered with a smile painted on her beautiful face. 

But Lisa never stayed for the end of the set. Chaeyoung saw her 
walking out in a hurry of the Orange last night. And she, 
Chaeyoung, haven't heard anything from Lisa since then. Because 
Lisa left her camera bag, with her camera and cellphone in it, to 
Chahee. 

Chaeyoung was in deep thoughts while playing the piano that she 
did not notice the presence of another person inside the Orange, 
who was now standing close behind her and suddenly tapped her 
shoulder. 

Chaeyoung twitched her neck in a hurry, so hard that she thought 
she heard her bones breaking. Her heart was beating madly and 
loudly against her chest, she thought it might just burst open 
anytime. 

"Oh my god, Lisa! You startled me!" Chaeyoung said loudly after 
she recognized Lisa's mischievous face in the dark and quickly took 
the earplugs off from her both ears, as soon she recognized Lisa's 
face. 

Lisa grinned widely at Chaeyoung but somewhat looked 
apologetic. 

"I'm sorry, chipmunk. But you should've seen the look on your 
face, though," said Lisa, laughing softly. 

"Well, you shouldn't have done that!" Chaeyoung said, clutching 
her chest, and threw a soft punch on Lisa's arm. Which Lisa have 


dodged and caught Chaeyoung's hand in mid-air and held it. 

"I called your name but you weren't listening. You forgot to lock 
the door, by the way," said Lisa. 

"I was wearing these," Chaeyoung said and gestured the buds of 
earplugs she was holding and casually tried to pull her hand from 
Lisa's grip. "And Chahee was the last to leave. She probably forgot 
to lock the door." 

"Hmm. I figured," Lisa said sleepily. "Why are you still here, 
chipmunk? It's almost four already." 

"I was just, uh...," Chaeyoung started. "What are you doing here?" 

"I came back to get my things," Lisa replied. "Why are you still 
here?" 

"Well..." Chaeyoung started, but Lisa cut her off. 

"Oh, shit! Did you wait for me, Park Chaeyoung?" asked Lisa with 
a wide eye. 

"Aren't you coming?" Chahee asked Chaeng as she was heading 
towards the exit. "Everyone's left already." 

"You go ahead, Chahee-ssi. I just need to..." 

"Don't tell me you're going to wait for Lisa to come back here, 
Chaeng?" 

"She told you to tell me she'll come back, didn't she?" 

"Yes. But what if Lisa decides to go straight home to her place? Or 
your place?" 

"Then I'll have to stay here to find it out, myself. Don't you think?" 

"Look, Chaeng. I know you're my boss, but we've been friends before 
everything else--," 

"I know what youre going to say, Chahee-ssi. Jin-ah, Ji-in and A-yeon 
have already said whatever you have in your mind right now. The 
answer is no. I will not tell Lisa about whatever feelings I have for her," 
Chaeyoung butted in. "She doesn't need to know." 

"Why, though? You and Lisa have been the best of friends since 
forever. Surely--," 

"Exactly the point, Chahee. Lisa's my bestest friend in the world. I 
cannot lose her." 

"Jesus, Park Chaeyoung! You got it pretty bad for Lisa, huh?" Chahee 
said, shaking her head. "Well, that girl should end up with someone like 
you, anyway." 

"Like me what, Chahee?" 

"Like you who is willing to wait for her." 

Chaeyoung laughed softly and shook her head to Lisa. 

"Of course, not. Why would I even wait for you, silly? You're a 
big girl now," she said and returned her attention to the black and 
white keys of the vintage piano. 

"Good! Because I don't want you to stay up late and sacrifice your 


sleep for me, Park Chaeyoung," Lisa said. 

"I can't promise you that, shutterbug," said Chaeyoung, turning all 
serious now. "I worry about you a lot because you can be careless 
sometimes. You know that." 

"Thank you but I'm not being extra careless nowadays, though. So 
you can rest your mind. Why are you still here at this hour if you 
weren't waiting for me, then?" Lisa asked and then nudged 
Chaeyoung to scoot a little because she wanted to sit next to 
Chaeyoung in front of the piano. 

"I was just, uh, rehearsing with a particular song. I want to 
perform it on the next open mic," Chaeyoung answered. 

"At 4 AM? Aren't you even tired from last night?" Lisa asked. 

"Most artists come alive when everyone else are sleeping, Lalisa. 
We're wired like this. Besides, sleep is for the weak," Chaeyoung 
said with a smirk. "And you reek of alcohol, by the way. I hate this 
smell on you," she added, crinkling her nose. 

Lisa knew something was bothering the usually peaceful mind of 
Chaeyoung. Because it was obvious to Lisa that Chaeyoung was 
already tired and sleepy. And Lisa knew that Chaeyoung never 
stayed awake until four in the morning, unless something was up. 
But she did not want to press the issue any further. Because 
Chaeyoung would never spill it to her, unless Chaeyoung would 
want to. 

"I had a few drinks. It's your fault, though. You told Chahee to 
serve me alcohol-free drinks. So I went somewhere else to get 
myself a drink," Lisa answered, pouting her lips like a sulky little 
girl. "What's the title of the song, by the way? The one you were 
playing before I came in?" asked Lisa, randomly pressing the keys 
with her long fingers. 

She'd never learned to play the piano unlike Chaeyoung. They 
took piano lessons together when they were little. Chaeyoung was 
praised by their teacher and was told to be a "natural" while she, 
Lisa, took extra classes only to be told that she should try something 
else because she's a hopeless case. 

"It's called 'Shiver' by Coldplay," Chaeyoung answered and started 
pressing the keys on the piano and sang it for Lisa to hear. 

So I look in your direction 
But you pay me no attention, do you 
I know you don't listen to me 
Cause you say you see straight through me, don't you 

Chaeyoung played the notes in legato and lowered the tempo in 
half-step. Her fingers were dancing gracefully above the keys, like 
little ballerinas on their recital stage. Her voice, so melodic and 
emotional echoed across the empty bar. 


And it's you I see, but you don't see me 
And it's you I hear so loud and clear 
I sing it loud and clear 
And I'll always be waiting for you 

Lisa dropped her head, eyes closed, and rested it on Chaeyoung's 
shoulder. Her long arms automatically snaked around Chaeyoung's 
waist. Like how she always would whenever she would sit beside 
Chaeyoung in front of a piano. It was her safe haven. 

I'll always be waiting for you 
So you know how much I need you 
But you never see me, do you 

Chaeyoung ended the song with the melody in lento. And Lisa 
thought she heard Chaeyoung released a long sigh after. Chaeyoung 
would never sigh after a performance. 

"That's a sad song," Lisa commented afterwards. 

"But it's beautiful, isn't it? I've always wanted to do a piano cover 
for that," Chaeyoung responded. 

"Why are you singing a sad song at four in the morning, 
chipmunk?" asked Lisa curiously. "What bothers you?" 

You. 

"Nothing. Stop worrying about me too much, shutterbug. I can 
handle myself," answered Chaeyoung. "So, where have you been? I 
saw you walking out from here last night," Chaeyoung asked 
casually, as if it did not hurt her. As if she wasn't mad at Lisa 
because of it. 

"Dongdaemun," answered Lisa after a dragging yawn. She was 
still clinging to Chaeyoung like a baby. 

"Dongdaemun?" Chaeyoung repeated with her eyes widened. "But 
that's too far from here! What were you doing in Dongdaemun?" 

Lisa suddenly came out from her stupor and grinned and looked 
excited. She even shifted her position and faced Chaeyoung. 

"You won't believe what I'm about to tell you, chipmunk," she 
said, looking giddy, wiggling her brows. 

"What is it?" Chaeyoung asked. Curiosity was on her voice. 

"I finally found her, Chaeyoung-a! Can you believe that?" Lisa 
said, laughing. Her laughter was echoing through the sleepy walls 
of the Orange. 

"Who?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"Jennie!" Lisa said, which caused Chaeyoung's brows to furrowed 
more, because who on earth was Jennie? 

"And Jennie is...?" 

"The woman from The Era, remember? She was here last night. 
She walked away when she saw me, though. Which was weird. So I 
ran after her. We ended up in a pocha in Dongdaemun," Lisa said 


breathlessly. 

"You chase her all the way to Dongdaemun?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"No, silly," Lisa responded with a laugh. "I chased her outside, in 
the parking lot. She invited me for a ride and we ended up in 
Dongdaemun because I was hungry. Can you believe she hasn't 
been to a pocha before? Crazy chaebol culture!" 

"So, what happened next?" 

"Nothing extraordinary. We just ate and had a few bottles of soju, 
which she called nasty at first, by the way. Like, who would ever 
call soju nasty?" Lisa snorted. "And then we talked about random 
things. She dropped me off in here because I fell asleep in the car. 
Her car smells delicious, by the way. Strawberry and spring." 

"I see. Tell me you had fun," Chaeyoung said. 

"I did!" Lisa said radiantly at four in the morning. "How about 
you, chipmunk? How was the show with your band? Did I miss 
anything?" 

"Other than you forgot to fulfill your promise to watch me 
perform until the end of the set, no. Nothing spectacular happened 
after you left, Lisa," Chaeyoung have blurted out the words before 
she could stop herself. 

But Chaeyoung really couldn't take it anymore. She have all the 
right reasons to get hurt, haven't she? Plus, alright. She was jealous. 
Which she shouldn't really feel because: 1) She promised herself she 
would never ever feel that way towards and because of Lisa, 
because 2) Lisa was her bestfriend. Therefore, 3) what-, when-, 
who-, wherever Lisa is happy, she would totally support it. Even if 
it will make her anything but happy. 

"Chaeyoung-ssi..." Lisa started. Gone was the radiant beam on her 
beautiful face. 

Chaeyoung could hear the pain and shock in Lisa's voice. Which 
served Lisa right for ditching her last night and broke yet another 
promise just to chase somebody else, Chaeyoung thought 
scathingly. Right? 

It was the first time that she's ever confronted Lisa about her 
ways, about how Lisa was hurting her, even though it was 
unintentional. Because it was always unintentional, as far as Lisa 
was concerned. But the look on Lisa's face told Chaeyoung that it 
was a mistake to confront Lisa about it. 

Lisa looked sad, deflated and regretful. She looked hurt. 
Chaeyoung realized she shouldn't have said those words to get even. 
Because it only made her feel worse, more than anything. 

Chaeyoung knew Lisa did not really intend to leave the bar last 
night. She knew that Lisa could be impulsive sometimes, but she's 
never left Chaeyoung in the middle of a performance, ever. But last 


night was the first and it was pretty painful for Chaeyoung to bear. 
Especially now that she finally knew the reason behind it. But 
Chaeyoung knew that she shouldn't take it against Lisa, even if it 
was hurting her. Because Lisa wasn't aware of it. Lisa wasn't aware 
that she, Park Chaeyoung, have been secretly in love with Lisa since 
forever. 

Chaeyoung sighed. So much for this unrequitted love. She 
thought bitterly. 

"No, don't apologize, Lis. It's okay," Chaeyoung said before Lisa 
could say the words. "I shouldn't have said that. I'm sorry," said 
Chaeyoung. 

Lisa bowed her head and shook it weakly. 

"No, Chaeyoung. You were right. I'm a bad friend," she said. She 
sounded like she was about to cry. It broke Chaeyoung's heart into 
pieces. 

"No, you're not. Don't say that. I'm just tired. We've been 
preparing for this week's set and I guess it's already taking it's toll 
on me. I'm sorry for lashing it out on you, Lisa," Chaeyoung said 
and wrapped her arms around Lisa's shoulders. 

"Doesn't change the fact that I broke a promise, though," said 
Lisa. 

"You always do. What's new?" Chaeyoung said, smirking. 

"Tell me what I should do to make it up to you, chipmunk-nim. I'll 
do literally anything!" 

Fall in love with me. 

"Okay, first: Stop calling me chipmunk-nim. Being called a 
chipmunk is already bad enough. Stop adding a suffix to it," said 
Chaeyoung sternly. 

"Chipmunks are cute, though," Lisa interrupted. 

Second: Please fall in love with me. 

"Second: Don't ever make me wait for you until four in the 
morning again, Lisa. Ever! I'm serious!" said Chaeyoung. "Or if you 
do, at least give me a call or something. So I wouldn't be worried 
sick thinking where you might be." 

"But you said you did not wait for me? I didn't want you to wait 
for me, Chaeyoung-a. You should have gone straight home to your 
bed. You love your bed," Lisa said. 

Not as much as I love you, you clueless idiot. 

"Then you shouldn't have told Chahee that you'll 'be back later’, 
should you?" Chaeyoung retorted. 

"Fine. It was my fault. This is all my fault," Lisa said, pouting. 

"And third, walk me home, shutterbug. I deserve that from you 
after what you did. Please?" Chaeyoung said, smiling. 

Lisa smiled back. And then she grinned because she knew she was 


already forgiven. 

"Can I just go home with you? Please? I'll sleep in the living 
room. And I won't puke at your carpet," Lisa said, still grinning 
widely. 

Chaeyoung loved it when Lisa would smile to her like that. She 
would do anything to see Lisa grinning like a happy child on a 
birthday. It was making her heart flutter. Lisa had the ability to 
make her heart flutter madly without trying. 

"Fine. But don't snore loudly," said Chaeyoung, laughing. She just 
couldn't stay mad at Lisa. The woman was irresistably cute. 

"Excuse me? I don't snore. How dare you?" Lisa defended herself. 

"Of course, you do. You sound like a hippo when you snore," 
teased Chaeyoung. 

Lisa laughed and grabbed Chaeyoung closer for a hug. 

"Chaeyoung-a, you know that I love you, right? You will always 
be my bestfriend in the universe and nothing will ever change that," 
said Lisa. 

Chaeyoung finally allowed the tears that she had been containing 
all night to fall down one by one. She did not care if Lisa will think 
of her as a softie and a crybaby. 

She was crying for her heart. She was sobbing for her unrequitted 
love. 

Bestfriend. 

Ten letters. 

One word. 

That's all she'll ever be to Lisa. 

"I know. I love you, too, Lis," she whispered against Lisa's leather 
jacket as she sniffed the strawberry and spring scent that Lisa was 
talking about a while ago. "Always do." 


Chapter 11 


"Ya! Jennie Kim!" a loud voice suddenly disturbed the silence of 
Jennie's bedroom. "Ugh! What's with the smell?" 

Jennie woke up with a start. She was blinded by the lights 
flooding inside her bedroom when Jisoo snatched the blind covers 
on the high windows, allowing the high noon sun to flood and fill 
the stillness of Jennie's room in full blast. Jennie tried to snatch her 
bed covers to protect her eyes from the blinding light but Jisoo was 
quicker to pull it away from Jennie's grasp. 

"Wake up, sleepyhead!" Jisoo said while repeatedly tugging 
Jennie's arm to pull her up. "Come on!" 

"Not now, Chu," Jennie said weakly. She resisted and pulled her 
arm away from Jisoo's grip. "My head is seriously aching pretty bad 
right now," Jennie said groggily in a hoarse voice. 

"Aigoo! What did you do last night, Jendeukie?" Jisoo asked as 
she settled herself in one of the corners of Jennie's queen-sized bed 
and gave up her futile attempts to pull Jennie up. 

"Nothing," Jennie responded and crawled under her massive 
pillows for shades. Her eyes were puffy and stinging, so she kept 
them tightly shut. 

Her head was aching so bad she wondered wildly if it was 
possible for her skull to just crack open and let out all the throbbing 
pain inside it to make it go away. She's never had a bad hangover 
before. Nasty soju. 

But Jisoo was being Jisoo. She would get into the bottom of the 
matter by being persistent. 

"Don't nothing me, Jennie Kim! Mr. Young told me you came 
home drunk at 4 AM. That's definitely not nothing, if you ask me," 
Jisoo persisted. 

"Is it really necessary for Mr. Young to report everything to you, 
Chu?" Jennie wondered under the cool comforts of her soft pillows. 
She remembered vividly how she was so pissed at the head of 
security last night for blabbing what she did to Jisoo. And at Jisoo, 
too, for treating her like she was a three year old who can't be 
trusted with her actions. 

"No," Jisoo said. "But I feel the need to ask him because I was 
worried sick about you last night," Jisoo answered calmly. 

It was one of the things that Jennie liked about Jisoo. Kim Jisoo 


could be annoying and extra persistent to the point that she might 
hang you dry in the open just so she could finally get the answer 
that she's been searching for from you--which she learned from her 
dad, being a head of security and detective services--but would still 
care for you because she's a great friend who got your back. Always. 

"I was fine last night," Jennie responded in a rather defensive 
voice, her voice was still hoarse. "Jesus, I need water!" she 
desperately added after a series of groaning and clearing of her 
throat. Her throbbing head was too much for her to bear. 

Jisoo asked the housemaid that she brought with her inside 
Jennie's bedroom to get Jennie a glass of water, an aspirin for her 
headache and a strong black coffee. The housemaid then quickly 
heed to Jisoo's request and came back in less a minute with the 
hangover remedies that Jisoo was asking. 

After Jisoo forcibly but patiently told Jennie to take the aspirin, 
gulped all the water from the tall, crystal glass, and take a sip from 
the cup of string black coffee, Jisoo asked the housemaid nicely to 
leave Jennie and her alone. 

That's another thing Jennie liked about Kim Jisoo. She could be 
that annoying, nosy friend, but would look after you like a big sister 
and care and scold you like a mother. Jisoo was always so collected 
and decisive. Like, she already knew what to do before everyone 
would. Maybe it had something to do with her being involved in 
charity works. Or from reading a hundred books already. Or maybe 
Kim Jisoo was living up to her name. 

"You certainly don't look fine to me," Jisoo said when she 
returned to the corner of Jennie's bed. "You look like a mess." 

Jennie was still wearing the same clothes that she wore last night. 
Which was a first, because she was always strict and meticulous 
with her hygiene. But she felt so sleepy and drunk when she arrived 
at four in the morning that all she ever did was kick her sneakers 
off her feet and crawled to her bed and dozed off. 

"What brings you here this early in the morning, by the way? I 
thought by now you'd be somewhere else and feed the hungry or 
change the world or something," asked Jennie, changing the subject 
because she wasn't up for any explaining at the moment. She was 
clutching her head with her both hands and finally heaved herself 
up. 

She sat up, her back was leaning on the cushioned headboard for 
support. Her long hair was a mess. She looked like a mess. But even 
so, Jennie still looked refined and elegant. She could even wear a 
garbage bag for the heck of it and would still look sophisticated in 
it. 

"Early? It's past noon already, Jendeukie," Jisoo said. "And you're 


absolutely right. I should be somewhere else right now had your 
mother not called me to check up on you because she, too, was 
worried sick about you," Jisoo said. 

"What was she so worried about? It's not like she isn't used to me 
waking up late," Jennie complained. 

"Oh, she is. That's for sure. Everyone is, including me," Jisoo 
retorted. "But you haven't been answering the door since this 
morning and your phone is off. Nobody could ever wake you up 
and your mother was just being a mother. Especially after learning 
that you came home drunk," Jisoo explained. 

"Oh," was the only word that came out from Jennie's mouth. And 
it wasn't even an "oh, yes, I get it" type, but just an "oh". Because 
she couldn't think of anything more coherent than a meaninglesa 
"oh" at the moment. 

"Yes. 'Oh.' So, where have you been last night?" Jisoo asked, 
always the persistent one. 

"Dongdaemun," Jennie answered weakly with her eyes closed. 
There was no point not telling Chu about it, she thought. 

"What?? What on earth were you doing alone in Dongdaemun 
without a bodyguard?? And you drive all the way from 
Dongdaemun, drunk? Jesus!" Jisoo exclaimed with exasperation. 
She sounded so motherly that Jennie thought Chu was overreacting. 

"I wasn't alone, okay? I was with Lisa," Jennie said. "And please 
don't shout, Chu. You're making my headache worse than it already 
is. Oh god! I'm never gonna drink soju anymore!" 

"Who the hell is Lisa?" Jisoo demanded, sounding suspicious. She 
was now on her feet, with her hands resting on her both waist, 
pacing back and forth at Jennie's bed footing. 

"Remember the blond I told you about? We went there together," 
Jennie answered. 

Jisoo halted her pacing back and forth and stared at Jennie with 
an unreadable expression. 

"Oh," she muttered and went back to her sitting position. 

"Yes. 'Oh," Jennie said, a faint smile was cracking on her lips 

despite the throbbing pain that she was feeling on her head, which 
have already subdued a little, thanks to the aspirin. 
She remembered how funny Lisa was while singing a Beatles song 
inside her car and how Lisa's loud laughter had gained attention 
from the people inside the tent last night. That woman was 
definitely crazy. And fun. Lisa was absolutely fun to be with. 

"Well, that wasn't what I was expecting," Jisoo said thoughtfully 
after a moment of odd silence between the two of them. 

"What were you expecting? That I drunk all by myself in some 
cheap tent in Dongdaemun all night?" Jennie suggested. 


"No. More like, you picked up a hooker on the street, whom you 
found out later on that her name was Lisa, brought her to 
Dongdaemun, got drunk and hooked up," Jisoo said. 

"Ya! Kim Jisoo! Is that how you think of me? That's totally rude 
and unacceptable!" Jennie said irritably, her face was blotchy red. 
She threw a pillow towards Jisoo. Which only landed with a soft 
thud on the carpeted floor, missing Jisoo by a foot. 

"No. But you sounded...well, different and rebellious last night on 
the phone. I was afraid you'd do something stupid. You still did, by 
the way. Going to Dongdaemun and came home drunk? Aigoo! But 
at least you did it with a woman," said Jisoo. 

"At least with a woman? What's that supposed to mean? And we 
didn't do anything stupid, Chu, FYI. We just ate and drunk a few 
bottles of soju," Jennie said. "And talked. We talked a lot of random 
things. I kinda liked it." 

"Oh. That explains this--," she was waving and brandishing her 
arms in air, "--smell," Jisoo said, cringing her nose. "Anyway, women 
are gentle and nice. And less suspicious, given your social status, if 
you ask me. Do you think the press and the members of the board 
will just let you off the hook if anyone would see you drinking in 
some cheap tent away from Gangnam with some guy? Your mother 
would be livid!" 

"Yeah, you're right. Lisa was nice," Jennie said. 

Jisoo picked the pillow that Jennie threw at her from the floor 
and pitched it back to Jennie. It hit Jennie on the face. 

"Ya!" Jennie shouted but regretted it instantly. "Oh god! My 
head!" she groaned. 

Jisoo smirked and chortled. 

"Out of all the things I've said, that's the only thing you could 
say? ‘Lisa was nice'?" 

"Because she really was," Jennie answered. "But she wasn't gentle, 
though. She was a bit of a crass. And a dork. Which is what makes 
her nice, I think. She sang a Beatles song in front me without 
inhibition just to prove a point." 

"So, how did the two of you ended up in Dongdaemun together?" 
Jisoo asked. "I'm curious!" 

And so Jennie narrated everything to Jisoo. From the talk she had 
with her mother, to her being pissed at Jisoo, to which Jisoo 
responded with a "But I was just worried about you!" and Jennie 
retaliated with "I know! But it was still annoying." 

She also told Jisoo about the Orange and how she learned about 
it from a bunch of college students inside a convenience store. 

"You honestly went to a convenience store? Like, seriously?" Jisoo, 
yet again, interrupted Jennie's tale. 


"I went in and out to convenience stores in New York and 
Auckland all the time, Chu. What's so surprising about that?" asked 
Jennie. 

"Yes. But this is Seoul!" Jisoo said, to which Jennie ignored and 
went on with her tale. 

She told Jisoo about Chahee and Chahee's daiquiri and the pretty 
redhead, who was with Lisa that particular day at The Era, where 
Jennie saw the two women for the first time, who was singing 'I 
Can't Take My Eyes Off You'--' 

"Isn't that one of your personal favorites?" Jisoo interrupted, for 
the third time. 

"It is!" Jennie responded enthusiastically. "Isn't that weird? That 
someone was singing it, beautifully, if I may add, and then there 
was Lisa--," 

"Wait, let me get this straight first. The singing redhead was the 
same redhead you saw with Lisa at The Era that you told me 
about?" Jisoo asked curiously, interrupting Jennie for the fourth 
time. 

Jennie nodded. 

"You should hear her sing, Chu. She was so damn good. Her voice 
was eargasm. The crowd fell silent when she started singing," said 
Jennie. "So, anyway. There was Lisa..." 

And Jennie continued her tale. She told Jisoo about leaving her 
seat and went to the powder room. About Lisa sitying next to her 
without her realizing at first. About Lisa staring at her. About her 
getting pissed at Lisa for staring at her. About her finally 
recognizing Lisa's face. About Lisa's big, soft, round eyes looking at 
her in the eyes, smiling, recognizing her. And about how her heart 
was acting funny all over again. 

"Like the first time?" asked Jisoo, smiling. 

"Yes. And more. It was like it recognized her, Chu," Jennie 
answered, "this," pointing to her chest. "Her eyes. That smile of hers. 
It's like it was happy seeing Lisa again. And nervous. And excited. 
And scared, perhaps? It was like a snowball of emotions trapped 
inside a bird cage, wanting to get out. It was weird." 

"Okay, wait! You're not making any sense, Jendeukie. Because 
snowballs can't be trapped inside a bird cage, you know? They will 
just melt and turn into liquid unless it's freezing. And we all know 
that liquids don't stay still unless they're being contained. And bird 
cages cannot contain wat--," 

"Are we going to discuss how accurate my metaphor is? Or do 
you still want me to tell you about Lisa? Because I can seriously just 
go back to sleep," Jennie said irritably. 

"Oh, right. Yeah, sorry. Go on," Jisoo said, looking apologetic. 


"Why did I feel that way, Chu? It happened twice already. The 
first time, I can understand because she was practically a stranger. 
But last night..." Jennie trailed off her voice and stared at the beam 
of sunlight flooding on her bed covers, looking pensive. 

"Do you, maybe, like her?" Jisoo asked. 

"Do I like her? I don't know, Chu. I mean, I've always been 
straight, I thin I mean, yes, I haven't been to any relationship before 
but...do I start liking girls now? Or is this just a phase?" 

"Or maybe you like just one particular girl, perhaps?" 

"Maybe. I don't know," Jennie replied with a sigh, her eyes were 
closed. 

"What are you thinking right now, Ruby Jane?" Jisoo asked. 

"I'm thinking about how my stomach hurts after a good laugh last 
night. It felt so good. I missed that," Jennie said, now looking 
morose and about to cry. Jisoo wondered if Jennie was still in the 
state of drunkenness from last night. 

"If Lisa can make you laugh like that, then be with Lisa for God's 
sake! You know I've been praying for the day when you start 
opening up yourself to the world again, right? And if Lisa can help 
you with that, then just be with her and have fun," said Jisoo. 

Jennie laughed sadly. 

"You think it's that easy, Chu? I was even trying to get away from 
Lisa last night because I was afraid anyone from the company might 
recognize me. And...and what about Mom? What about the 
company? What about the society? I am a Kim. I am not allowed to 
make mistake. You know what I mean?" 

"I am also a Kim but I make mistakes from time to time," Jisoo 
said. "Ya, Jennie Kim! People make mistakes. We're bound to make 
mistakes." 

"Not me," Jennie said, shaking her head. "Especially not here in 
Korea. Especially with Mom around. You know how she's been 
trying to set me up with Yi Eun, right? If she'll hear about Lisa, it'll 
be the end of it." 

Because although the majority of 70% of the population in South 
Korea was showing acceptance to same-sex relationship, being gay 
was still a taboo. And majority of the queer people in South Korea 
were still closeted from their family, especially from their elders. 

"Then be the boss, Jendeukie," Jisoo said. "Take what's yours and 
be the boss. So that people will stop dictating you what to do or 
who to date. Accept the chairmanship already." 

"What if I fail?" Jennie whispered. "What if I can't do it?" 

"Hey! You don't know that," Jisoo said. "And you said it yourself. 
You're a Kim. You're Jennie Kim. The Jennie Kim I know isn't afraid 
of anything. Or anyone. Even with herself." 


Jennie crawled towards the spot where Jisoo was sitting and laid 
her head on Jisoo's lap. Only Jisoo could give her the best advice if 
she'll ever need one. And for that, Jennie was grateful. 

"What am I gonna do without you, Chu?" 

"I know, right?" Jisoo answered with a smirk. "So you better haul 
up your ass right now and treat me to lunch. I'm craving for 
skewered chicken--," 

"Ugh! But I'm still nursing a bad hangover!" Jennie protested. 
Jisoo was being Jisoo again. 

".-and you better introduce this Lisa girl to me, soonest!" Jisoo 
continued talking as if she did not hear Jennie groaned and 
complained about her hangover. 

Jennie sat up and smiled awkwardly, which Jisoo found highly 
suspicious. 

"Ah, about that, Chu. I think I might be needing a little help with 
your sleuthing skills?" Jennie said, biting her lips, raising her brows, 
looking like a puppy asking for a treat. 

"Why? What's the matter?" Jisoo asked with her eyes squinted. 

"I don't know Lisa's home address and I haven't got her phone 
number. I was too shy to ask her last night," answered Jennie. 

"Oh my god! You are such a helpless case, Jendeukie!" Jisoo said 
in exasperation. "Remind me again why we're friends?" 

"Because we're both Kims? And I'm your Jendeuk? Plus, you love 
me?" Jennie answered in her aegyo voice. 

"Ew! Spare me with your aegyo!" Jisso said, cringing. "You owe 
me. You seriously owe me big time, Ruby Jane! I'm telling you!" 

"TIl buy you lots of skwered chicken. I promise!" Jennie said with 
her hand up in the air. 

"Okay. Fair enough," said Jisoo, looking satisfied. "I'm just curious 
about something, though." 

"You're curious about everything, Kim Jisoo. What's new?" Jennie 
said as she plopped herself back to the soft mattress of her bed. 
"What is it this time?" she asked curiously. Because Jisoo's curiosity 
about everything was always contagious. And when Jisoo was 
curious, she was bound to ask the most awkward or weirdest 
question. 

"Did you, like, well," Jisoo hesitated, "you know, did it?" 

"Did it wha--," Jennie asked for a start and suddenly sprung 
herself up and looked at Jisoo accusingly with her eyes widened, 
after she realized what Jisoo was talking about. "Oh my god, Kim 
Jisoo! No! Of course, me and Lisa did not have sex! How dare you 
even think about that?" 

"Oh, right," Jisoo muttered. "But did you and Lisa even, like, 
kiss?" she asked with a smirk. 


Jennie was now looking murderous. But Jisoo was unaffected by 
it and did not even bother to wipe the smirk off her face. 

"Seriously? No. I mean, Lisa kissed me on the cheek before we 
parted ways. but that was it. Can you stop this already? This is 
making me awkward," Jennie said, now red on the face. 

"That doesn't make sense, though," Jisoo said thoughtfully. "Most 
people do it on first dates nowadays." 

"But I'm not 'most people’, Chu. And it wasn't even counted as 
first date," Jennie pointed out. 

"It still doesn't make sense to me," Jisoo responded stubbornly. 

"Is that necessary?" Jennie asked. 

"No. I don't know. I haven't dated anyone yet, Jendeukie. In case 
you haven't noticed," Jisoo answered. "That's why I said I'm 
curious." 


Chapter 12 


Dongpirang Village rests on a hill behind Jungang Traditional 
Market, in the middle of Hallyeoheasang National Park, in the city 
of Tongyeong. It was marked for demolition in 2007 but was saved 
by art students and local artists who started painting the walls of 
the houses and establishments with colorful and quirky murals all 
over the village. It eventually became one of the most visited tourist 
spots in Korea. 

Lisa, with her 35mm film camera in hand, was walking along the 
tight alleyways around Dongpirang Village, along with a pack of 
tourists--most of them foreigns, who, like her, have their cameras 
ready--who wanted to see the artistry being displayed in every walls 
and crevices of every houses in Dongpirang. 

She was following and pointing her camera at a little boy who 
looked Korean and was chase by a woman who was definitely not 
looking Korean at all, probably his mother, while jabbing in rapid 
foreign language, showing signs of concern and determination on 
her face. 

The little boy was laughing while carelessly waving his little arms 
in the air, his little feet running and sprinting one after the other, 
not minding the possibility of tripping or falling down in the 
concrete pavement. Lisa was patiently waiting for the perfect 
opportunity to press the shutter and immortalize the little boy's 
happiness inside a photograph. 

When the laughing little boy passed by a white wall that was 
painted with little boys and girls who were chasing the colorful 
balloons on the other side of the white wall, Lisa automatically 
released her shutter. The little boy looked like he was one of the 
little children in the murals in a sunny playground. Elevated by a 
couple of inch from the ground, his hands were raised in the air, 
looking as though he was trying to get a hold of the strings attached 
to the balloons, laughing. 

"Cute!" she muttered and smiled to herself while watching the 
little boy who finally stopped from running and was caught in a 
tight embrace by her foreign-looking mother who smothered the 
little boy with kisses all over his little face. 

Jennie, meanwhile, was already getting a little tired from all the 
walking that she had been doing eversince she arrived from an hour 


car ride from Busan. The air was a little chilly but she was sweating 
under the thick overcoat that she was wearing. Her hair was down 
and was blown softly by the chilly February air. Her face was 
slightly getting numb from the cold and her patience was wearing 
thin. 

She reached out for her phone inside the deep pocket of her black 
overcoat after she noticed it vibrating against the garment. It was 
Jisoo. 

"What?" Jennie greeted Jisoo as soon as she pressed the green 
telephone icon on the screen of her device. 

"Well, hello to you, too, Jendeukie!" Jisoo said sarcastically. "You 
sound impatient, Ruby Jane! Found her yet?" asked Jisoo. There 
was something about her voice that Jennie knew could only mean 
that Jisoo was silently laughing at her. 

"No. Can I just go home already? Or maybe find a hotel where I 
can stay? I'm sleepy!" Jennie complained with a pout and a yawn. 
She knew it was a bad idea to fly from Seoul to Busan in a 
commercial plane at six in the morning. At. Six. In. The. Morning! 
Plus an hour car ride from Busan to Tongyeong! It was too much for 
someone who usually wakes up at ten in the morning. It was Jisoo's 
idea, of course. And the thought that she agreed to it was the worst 
part. 

"Aigoo! But where's the fun in that? Huh? Tell me?" asked Jisoo. 
She was chuckling softly. 

"Tell me about it when you already tried walking all by yourself 
and craning your neck, checking every faces you encounter along 
the way while looking like an idiot in this little village, Kim Jisoo!" 
said Jennie irritably, rolling her eyes at the sight of a couple who 
was happily posing for a selfie in front of a mural that depicted a 
huge bright, red heart in the most middle part of the wall. 

Jisoo was laughing loudly on the other line. 

"God! You sound like a spoiled uptown girl, Jennie Kim! Can you 
at least subdue it a little? Like, maybe, loosen up?" Jisoo mocked 
her. "Anyway, I called to say that I have a gift for you," Jisoo said, 
singing the last three words. 

"Whatever that is, I don't need it," Jennie said impatiently. 

"Oh, really? You don't need Lisa's exact location right now and 
save you from yourself? Because I can just turn this computer off 
and go ahead with my day, you know?" said Jisoo. 

"Or you can just tell me Lisa's location ASAP so you can save 
yourself from me?" Jennie said, sounding murderous. 

But Jisoo responded with a maniacal laughter, which irked 
Jennie more. 

"Jesus! You're no fun, Jendeukie! Anyway, I have to go. Lisa's 


coming your way, says her tiny red dot on the computer. Don't 
forget to act normal! Bye!" Jisoo said and the line went dead. 

Jennie shook her head and looked around her, looking for the 
sign of Lisa. That's if Jisoo was not making a stupid out of her. 

That Chu! 

Jennie knew that Jisoo was talking about the red dot of a person's 
GPS. Jisoo have shown her how it works after she told Jisoo about 
Lisa. And after Jisoo told her that she could actually locate Lisa in a 
jiffy. Inside her father's office. Illegally. 

It was a special software created by Jisoo's dad's I.T. people from 
their detective agency to locate certain people. Only a few people 
from the agency were given a password to have an access to it. 
Jisoo said she wasn't allowed to use it, period. And since Jisoo was 
not technically part of the company and she wan't one of the "few 
people". 

But since she, Jennie Kim, Jisoo's bestfriend and Jisoo's dad's 
third most favorite person in the world (next to Jisoo and Jisoo's 
mom), needed a little help, Jisoo said, "Well, damn the rules! Let's 
go find this Lisa!" To which Jennie responded, "But what about your 
dad? He'll find out!" and Jisoo answered in her deadpan voice, 
saying: "At least he'll kill you first, and then me." It was a joke, of 
course. Because as far as Jennie knew, Jisoo's dad was the most 
gentle and the most calm person she have ever met. 

Lisa was already slightly panting when she reached the top plight 
of the steep concrete, narrow stairs that she was climbing on from 
the lower part of the village. She decided to go to the topmost part 
of the village, where one of the oldest pavilion was still standing, 
overlooking the scenic view of Tongyeong. 

She noticed a lot of people were scattered everywhere in the area. 
There were children running around, laughing and teasing each 
other, hopping from one corner to the other, marvelling at the 
beautiful scenery below. There were also couples who were basking 
in the cold February sun, taking snippets as souvenirs for their 
weekend getaway. Also present were older folks hanging around the 
area, with tumblers on their hands while conversing lightly with 
their companions. 

And there, standing in the middle of it all was Jennie, to Lisa's 
surprise. Clad in a fashionable black overcoat. She was stationary in 
the middle of the cacophony, looking around aimlessly. Her hair 
was looking like a beautiful mess, courtesy of the slightly windy 
February air. Her face was slightly blotchy due to the cold. Jennie 
looked lost in the middle of a crowd, Lisa thought. And oblivious to 
Lisa's presence, obviously. Still, Jennie looked excruciatingly 
breathtaking that it took every ounce of Lisa to tear her eyes away 


from Jennie. 

Lisa raised her camera expertly and aimed it towards the spot 
where Jennie was standing. She manually adjusted her shutter 
speed and f/stop buttons hastily, just enough to blur the moving 
people around Jennie, without compromising the lighting and the 
magnificent display of scenery around her and to emphasize 
Jennie's stature, because Jennie was an art, herself. And just when 
she was about to release the shutter button, Jennie's eyes flickered 
towards her direction, as if she was suddenly aware of Lisa 
existence who was standing just a few feet away from her. Jennie 
stared directly at Lisa's viewfinder, intently looking as if she was 
gazing directly at Lisa's deepest soul. 

Lisa released her shutter button immediately before the fleeting 
opportunity of a possible great photo and a display of such raw 
emotions on Jennie's eyes would pass by. 

There was recognition in Jennie's eyes when she saw Lisa. And a 
tiny bit of light was dancing on both of Jennie's irises, like an 
excitement or something. Jennie smiled widely, showing off her 
gummy smile that Lisa once said was cute when they were both 
drunk and talking random stuff inside a cheap tent in Dongdaemun. 
It's already been a week since she last saw Lisa. God, how she 
missed those soft, big, round eyes! 

"Hey!" Lisa said as she slowly approached Jennie, her camera was 
now dangling on her neck. She was smiling from ear to ear. She 
suddenly realized how much she missed Jennie and that gummy 
smile. It's already been a week. 

"Hey, stranger!" Jennie responded. She, too, was grinning from 
ear to ear. She was gazing at Lisa's brown eyes and tried to contain 
the excitement that she was feeling inside. Whatever will happen 
after this encounter with Lisa, Jennie made a mental note to thank 
Jisoo later for breaking in to her dad's office. 

"I didn't know you're here," Lisa said. She was now standing in 
front of Jennie. Far enough to contain her excitement, but close 
enough that she could sniff the deliciously expensive scent of 
Jennie's eu de perfume. It was teasing her senses. 

"I..." Jennie startes and subtly cleared her throat, "I didn't know 
you're here, either," she said. "What a coincidence!" 

"I know, right? Twice in a row, if my counting skill is correct," 
Lisa said jokingly, raising two fingers in front of her and added, 
"The universe must be telling you something," and laughed softly. 

It suddenly became a melody to Jennie's ears, Lisa's soft chuckles. 
It made her smile a little wider. It made her heart a little lighter. 
She wanted more of it, she realized. God! She must be going crazy! 

"Probably," Jennie responded coyly. "What are you doing here, by 


the way?" she asked Lisa, although she already had an idea. 

"Oh, you know, stuff," Lisa said, unable to wipe the smile off her 
face, and held up her camera and gestured it to Jennie. "What about 
you?" 

"Oh, you know," Jennie started, mimicking Lisa, "I'm trying to do 
normal things," she said, putting a slight emphasis on the word 
'normal' which made Lisa laugh out loud. She remembered their last 
conversation about Jennie not being "normal". 

"Ha! So, how is it working for you? Feeling a little normal yet?" 
Lisa asked. Her big, brown eyes were sparkling with the embers of 
her laughter. 

"Do I feel normal?" Jennie muttered thoughtfully. "Hmm..." 

Was she feeling normal? Absolutely not! Her heart was still 
beating madly against the walls of her chest. Her pulse was racing. 
She was sweating under her overcoat, and it wasn't because of all 
the walking and climbing up steepy narrow stairs and inclined 
alleyways. She was feeling anxious, awkward, giddy, exhilarated 
and weak on the knees. Which she thought was unfair because Lisa 
looked perfectly fine and beautiful and definitely normal and steady 
while standing in front of her, looking perfectly cool in her black 
tight pants, black leather boots and thick brown overcoat, with her 
camera dangling on her neck. Her long hair was softly dancing in 
harmony with the chilly breeze and her brow-length bangs was, 
well, non-locomotive. 

But then again, this was how she would "normally" feel whenever 
Lisa was around. Whenever Lisa would find her on her solitary and 
caught her offguard. Was she feeling normal? 

"Definitely," Jennie said with a smile. 

"Good, good," Lisa said, nodding her head, "No. I mean, that's 
great to know," she added. 

"So, uhm, who are you with?" Jennie inquired. She wanted so bad 
to engage Lisa in a conversation, casual or not. Nonsensical or with 
profundity. Whatever. She would not care. Just as long as Lisa 
would talk to her. She just missed talking to Lisa. 

Lisa shook her head and smiled. 

"No one. I usually travel alone. I mean, I don't want to bother 
anyone, especially since I do a lot of stops for you know, this," she 
said, pointing her camera. "What about you?" 

"None. I'm on my own," Jennie said quickly. 

"Hmm. No bodyguards? No personal driver waiting at the gate?" 
Lisa asked jokingly. But deep inside, she was silently hoping that 
there was no one waiting for Jennie at the gate of the village. Or 
anywhere near Tongyeong. 

"Nope. Not everyone from Gangnam carries an entourage with 


them, Lisa. That's, like, a highkey kind of thing already," Jennie 
answered, thinking about the number of times that she would tag 
along an entourage with her whenever she goes. Her mother's 
doing, of course. And her entourage would mostly consist of a 
couple of bodyguards and a driver on a typical day. 

"But you're not like 'everyone,' though," Lisa blurted before she 
could stop herself. 

"Thank you. But I don't think that's a normal thing to say to 
someone who's still trying desperately to find her normal spot in a 
normal world, Lisa," Jennie said, laughing. 

"Oh, right. Sorry," Lisa said, laughing shyly. 

"It's okay. I was just teasing you, anyway," Jennie said, unable to 
wipe off the gummy smile on her face. 

And then there was silence. Not an awkward kind of silence. Nor 
a nagging kind. But more like a calculating kind. Like, they both fell 
quiet at the same time. Synchronically. Both anxiously waiting for 
the other to break it for the both of them. And both were looking 
away from each other's eyes. 

Lisa chose to stare at the overlooking view of the Hallyu Park, 
while Jennie was staring at Lisa's mouth and noticed how it was 
shaped like Angelina Jolie's. Jennie loved Angelina. The Hollywood 
star was a consistent candidate of being the best dressed female on 
the fashion magazine where she used to work in New York. Which 
already felt like eons ago, Jennie thought. 

"So..." Lisa did the favor. So sudden that Jennie had to avert her 
eyes away from Lisa's mouth as quickly as possible. 

"So..." Jennie mimicked, her heart was racing. She was now 
nudging the small crack on the pavement on the spot where she was 
standing, using the nose of her boot. Her hands were tucked inside 
the deep pockets of her overcoat, sweating. 

"Do you, maybe, want to--," 

"Sure!" Jennie responded without further ado, her face lit up. 

"I was about to invite you for a cup of coffee," said Lisa, amused 
at how Jennie was too quick to accept a half-formed invitation 
without even thinking. 

"Lisa, I said sure. Let's go find a place to eat. I'm starving!" Jennie 
said and grabbed Lisa's hand without thinking and led them to 
another narrow slopey alleyway which would lead to where the 
coffee shops and snack bars were located. 

After a few minutes of walking back and forth and discussing 
which shops they would go in and what food to it, like they've been 
doing it for years already, Jennie and Lisa both agreed that they 
should try a local delicacy called ggulbbang first and a heavy meal 
later on. 


Ggulbbang is a soft, chewy doughnut-like honey bread dipped in 
syrup and filled with either sweet paste of red bean, sweet potato or 
yuzu. They were told that it was best to compliment it with a hot 
drink. So, Jennie ordered a cup of latte while Lisa ordered her 
favorite chocolate milk. 

Jennie chuckled softly while staring at Lisa's large cup of 
chocolate milk. 

"What?" asked Lisa, wondering what Jennie found amusing. 

They were inside a small cozy cafe at the top of the village, that 
offered the famous ggulbbang, cakes and some other pastries. Also 
offered were cold and hot beverages and ice creams of different 
flavors. 

"Nothing. I just remember the look on the old waitress' face back 
in The Era when you ordered choco milk," Jennie said. 

"Oh, she was pissed at me that day. She told me, herself," Lisa 
said, laughing. 

"She actually looked like she was about to poke you in the eye 
with her pen for a moment back there," Jennie said. 

They chose a two-seater table beside a glass window that would 
give them access to the overlooking view of the Gangguan Port 
below. The cafe was already decorated with small cut-outs of heart- 
shaped art papers that were hung on the ceilings with thin red 
strings like tiny heart-shaped raindrops. Valentine's Day spirit was 
already hanging in the air. No wonder the cafe was filled mostly of 
couples who were making a big deal out of the tiny hearts hanging 
above their heads, looking all giddy and lovey dovey. 

"She's so grumpy!" Lisa said with her aegyo voice which made 
Jennie laughed out loud. 

"Oh god! I'll pretend that I did not hear that!" said Jennie with a 
grimace with a laugh because Lisa's aegyo was cute. 

"Sorry, can't help it," Lisa said, laughing. "Anyway, have you been 
to The Era lately?" she asked while fishing off the chocolate foams 
on the surface of her drink using the tip of the red drinking straw. 

"No, I haven't. Why?" Jennie responded and took a sip from her 
cup. 

"Nothing. I was there the other day," said Lisa. 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. I handed the owner his hard copy. I took a snap of him 
once before and I promised him I'll give him a copy once I've 
printed it," Lisa answered. 

"Seriously? Wow! You must be the first one to have lured William 
away from his kitchen and took a picture of him. He's mostly shy." 

"You know him?" asked Lisa, wondering vaguely if what the 
waitress said about Jennie being a mafia boss was true. 


"Of course. He's a friend of Dad's. My father used to hang out at 
The Era when he was still, you know, healthy and alive. William 
and I met at the funeral. I like him," Jennie answered. 

"Oh," said Lisa. Relieved that Jennie was not a mafia boss or 
whatever. "Is that why you've spent a lot of time in there, too?" 

"Have you been stalking me, Lisa?" Jennie teased Lisa. 

"No! Well, maybe a little," Lisa answered, laughing and blushing. 
"The waitress told me about it. I told you I did look for you after 
that day, haven't I?" 

"You really did, huh?" Jennie muttered, beaming. "Anyway, I was 
told that he would order the same black coffee whenever he's at The 
Era, my father, and would sit at the same table everytime. The table 
that I was sitting when you first saw me. So, I thought I'd like to see 
what he used to see everytime he was there when he was still 
around," Jennie explained and looked at Lisa curiously. "You must 
think I'm stupid?" 

Lisa shook her head vigorously. 

"No. I think that was sweet," Lisa answered truthfully. "I've never 
lost anyone important in my life yet, so I don't know how it's like. 
But I think what you did was sweet. Do you miss him?" 

"Everyday," Jennie said. "But life has to move on at some point, 
right?" 

"Right. But it doesn't mean we have to totally leave the past 
behind, I guess?" 

"I guess so," Jennie said. "Anyway, enough about me. Tell me 
more about yourself." 

"Like what?" Lisa asked, starting to get shy. She was never used to 
telling people more about herself. 

"Like, what's on your mind right now?" 


Chapter 13 


Lisa smiled behind the tall glass of chocolate milk, on the 
pretense of the red straw in between her lips, because Jennie's 
question, she realized in an instant, was a no brainer. 

What's on her mind at the moment? 

Jennie. 

Jennie and the way her cat-like eyes would chink and lit up 
whenever she would laugh. And the way her jet black hair was 
emitting a brownish light color because she was leaning a little 
closer to the glass window and the dull beam of sunlight was 
playing tricks on her mane. Or the way Jennie would brush up her 
hair with her hand habitually and how the million silky strands 
would lazily fall back in place in a perpetual slow motion. 

And that gummy smile! Who could ever resist and wouldn't melt 
on that one? Lisa had never seen anyone so exquisite and 
sophisticated like Jennie but would smile like a baby. Because 
Jennie definitely looked so squishy like a baby whenever she would 
show off her gummy smile. And oh, yes. The singular mole below 
Jennie's left brow was sexy. 

But she could not just tell Jennie about that, about all of that, 
could she? Lisa thought. Because that would be weird. And because 
she was never really the type to wear her heart on her sleeves. 
Especially if it's something as beautiful and confusing and galvanic 
as her liking everything about Jennie. 

"This chocolate milk is delicious," Lisa said, unable to meet 
Jennie's eyes, because she was afraid that Jennie's cat-like eyes 
would see right through her and would be able to read her like a 
book. 

Lisa was frightened of the possibility that Jennie might possibly 
knew that she, Lisa, was appreciating every aspect and every corner 
of Jennie's pulchritude. They said that the eyes are the windows to 
the soul. Well, Lisa wasn't ready to bare her soul to the woman 
sitting in front of her just yet. Especially if her soul was dancing the 
conga while secretly wishing that Jennie's soul would dance 
alongside hers. The thought was weird in itself,Lisa realized, 
because Jennie, with her chaebol persona doesn't look like someone 
who dances the conga. A waltz would be more appropriate. 

Lisa heard Jennie chuckled softly which brought her back to 


earth. That melodic, tingling kind of tittering that would shower 
stardusts of warm fuzzies to anyone within earshot. And within 
earshot meaning her, Lisa. 

"I thought you'd be talking about those little hearts up in there 
and how cute they seemed to you," Jennie said as she pointed the 
little heart-shaped cutouts above their heads. 

It had been a week since Lisa last saw Jennie. It wasn't like she 
did not notice the number of days but Lisa was never really the type 
to count days or months or years. But still, she noticed the absence 
despite the busy days she had on her studio. But she was simply 
hanging on to the last memory of her drunk-kissing Jennie on the 
cheek before she got off from Jennie's Porsche the last time. And 
the hope that she would meet Jennie again somewhere, sometime, 
like the last time. 

And maybe talk to her a little more longer. Because she liked 
talking to Jennie. She liked the way Jennie would look at her 
intently and listen attentively while she talks. As if there was 
nothing more important in the world than for Jennie to catch every 
word that Lisa says. At least, that's how it all seemed to Lisa on her 
drunken state of mind when they were inside a pojangmacha last 
week. 

"Why did you think so?" Lisa asked curiously. 

"Because you've been looking at it the very second we stepped 
inside this cafe, Lisa. Plus you have that look on your face," 
answered Jennie. 

"Look? What look?" 

"The happy kind of look? You're smiling while looking at those 
tiny hearts," Jennie said. 

"I did that? Really?" Lisa asked in disbelief and astonishment. 
Never had she known anyone in her life who have payed attention 
to her that much, in a span of just a short period and noticed the 
details keenly. She was impressed and flattered. 

Jennie nodded and brought a ggulbbang on her mouth casually. 

"Really," said Jennie in between chews. 

"I just..." Lisa started, wanting badly to deny Jennie's allegation, 
but failed. Because Jennie was right. "Okay, fine. You're right. I 
think they're ridiculously cute," Lisa said truthfully and smiled 
apologetically. "Sorry," she added hastily. 

"Why are you apologizing?" Jennie asked, looking confuse and 
curious at the same time. 

"I don't know. Maybe because I think you find those little hearts 
up there offensive?" Lisa answered with uncertainty. 

Jennie laughed. Lisa thought it should be banned sooner, the 
velvety sound of it. Because it's making all the butterflies in her 


belly do cartwheels every time. It made her feel woozy and queasy 
at the same time. And Lisa thought it was a ridiculously quirky, 
happy feeling, the way her stomach would do flips and turns 
whenever Jennie would laugh. Or smile. Or pout. Or look at her. Or 
just about everything that Jennie does. She's going crazy, Lisa 
concluded. 

"Quite the observer, aren't you?" Jennie was teasing her, raising 
her brows to Lisa. 

Lisa grinned and flushed. She was, of course, an observer. Hence, 
the love for photography. Hence, her love for art. She have always 
been a keen observer, even before she knew she wanted to pursue 
something that needed keen eyes, like photography. 

So, no. Lisa was not blushing because Jennie said she's quite an 
observer. She was blushing because of the way Jennie was looking 
at her and teasing her with those cat-like eyes, while Jennie's chin 
was resting on one of her hand, her elbow was resting on top of the 
table, and staring at her as if Jennie was assessing the level of her 
sanity. 

"So are you," Lisa quipped and swallowed a mouthful of her 
choco drink to calm her nerves. 

"Hmm, depends," Jennie answered. "Anyway, you don't have to 
be sensitive around me, Lisa. You can say what you want to say, 
whatever that is. It's okay." 

There were, like, a million things that was going through Lisa's 
head at the moment. Things that she would want to tell Jennie. 
Things that she thought might interest Jennie; that would probably 
make Jennie laugh, because Lisa loved hearing Jennie's laughter. It 
was addictive. But she narrowed down her choices to just one most 
fundamental reason of all the why's she just couldn't take her eyes 
off Jennie the moment she first saw her. 

"I think you're beautiful," Lisa blurted out and almost choke on 
her chocolate drink immediately. 

"You think?" Jennie asked, brows raised, smirking and playfully 
stroking the tip of her hair with her fingers. 

"No. I mean, you're beautiful. And you're worth a roll of film, if 
you ask me," Lisa said. "Free of charge," she added jokingly to ease 
her going crimson in the face. 

"Thank you," Jennie beamed. "Is that how you invite people for a 
photoshoot or something, Lisa?" 

"Normally, no. I usually hand out my card. But I'll have my studio 
ready in case you might want to drop by anytime," Lisa replied, 
trying to sound all business-like when the fact of the matter was she 
was screaming internally and turning into a jelly inside. Because 
how awesome would that be to do a photoshoot with Jennie? The 


mere thought of it excited Lisa. 

And that's one of the many things that Lisa realized why she liked 
being around with Jennie and talking to her. The way they would 
exchange banters casually, as though they've been exchanging 
banters for a long time, felt like...well, normal. But still excited her. 
It's as though they've known each other for a long time that talking 
to Jennie and exchanging banters and ideas and whatnots with her 
already felt familiar. When in fact, it was only their second time 
hanging out. 

And Lisa liked that. She liked the fact that she doesn't have to act 
cool or pretend to be anyone or anything when she's around Jennie, 
even though it's only been twice that they've seen one another. 
They were acting like two long lost friends meeting for the second 
time after being reunited after a long time because the first time 
was never enough and they both knew that there were still so much 
to talk about. About themselves. About random stuff. About why 
the universe have brought them together. And conversing was made 
easy because they both felt like they were just picking up the pieces 
where they left them. 

And it was good. It felt good being in a company of a stranger 
who didn't feel like a stranger at all because the familiarity and 
comfort were already there. And all that they had to do was to 
plough and tread deeper towards the unknown allyways of each 
other's roadmaps in order to slowly understand why the universe 
decided to cross their fates. 

"Well, then, perhaps I should drop by one of these days," Jennie 
said thoughtfully. 

"Really?" Lisa asked excitedly, almost spilling the contents of her 
glass on the table. "I mean," she said, clearing her throat, "really? 
You'd do that?" 

Jennie nodded enthusiastically. 

"Uh-huh. I think that would be fun. So you better give me the 
address before this day ends," Jennie said. 

"TIl do that," Lisa said, beaming while thinking of all the things 
that she must do to tidy her studio before Jennie would decide to 
drop by. "Anyway, hey, Jennie? Can I ask you something?" 

"Sure, Lisa. What is it?" 

"I mean, I really don't mean to pry and everything but I'm just 
really curious, because this might just be the first time that I get to 
mee--," 

"Lisa, you can ask me anything without explaning to me why you 
want to ask me something. It's okay, I won't mind. Really," Jennie 
interrupted gently. 

"Right, yeah. Okay. So, why do you hate those tiny hearts up 


there?" Lisa asked while looking up at the draping tiny sea of red 
cutouts above their heads. 

"Hate is a strong word," Jennie replied after a moment of 
contemplation. "Maybe I just don't like it, the idea behind it. I 
mean, they look cute and all, but maybe I just don't like the idea of 
people jumping into Valentine's Day mood just because everyone 
else does, you know what I mean?" Jennie said. "Or maybe I'm just 
really not into this kind of stuff anymore, I think." 

"Or maybe they're just really looking forward to celebrating 
Valentine's Day? So much that when they see a thing or a person, 
even, that reminds them of it, like those tiny hearts up there, they 
get excited or whatever," Lisa said. 

"Do you?" asked Jennie. 

"A little, I guess. I'm not being romantic or anything, though. I 
just think they're cute and done with so much effort. The owner 
must have spent the night hanging all these," Lisa said, eyeing the 
cut-out hearts with affection. 

"Or maybe this is just marketing strategy to lure costumers inside 
this cafe," Jennie said nonchalantly, "Business owners do that a lot, 
Lisa. Especially on places like this." 

"Maybe. Or maybe the owner was simply too excited for 
Valentine's Day?" Lisa suggested. 

Lisa thought they could go on like that until the sun will set in 
Tongyeong. And the evening lights would start to illuminate the 
area, especially in the overlooking Gangguan Port. They could talk 
about all the maybe's in the world over another set of ggulbbang and 
latte and chocolate drink and would laugh about their 
ridiculousness and their stubbornness later when they would call it 
a day. But Lisa was curious about something else. 

"Anyway, how did you spend your Valentine's Day last year?" 

Jennie looked at Lisa hesitantly and let out a sigh after. 

"I didn't, actually," Jennie answered, looking serious. "I was in 
Auckland, in New Zealand. Alone. I can't even remember what I did 
that day, now that I think about it," she let out a hollow laugh. 

"What were you doing in Auckland?" Lisa asked curiously. 

"Nothing, basically. I just wanted to get away from everybody 
else that time. I was still grieving about Dad's death, you see. So..." 
Jennie's voice trailed off. 

Lisa brought her hand to her mouth and looked at Jennie 
apologetically. 

"Oh my god. Jennie, I'm so sorry," Lisa muttered while internally 
regretting what she did. She should have known there was a certain 
reason why the smile on Jennie's face have faded and how her eyes 
have turned somber while she was talking about Auckland and 


Valentine's Day, Lisa told herself. 

"No, Lisa. Please, don't be," Jennie told Lisa, shaking her head, "I 
hate it when people say they're sorry when they hear about my 
father's passing. I mean, it's nobody's fault." 

"Oh, right. Yeah. Sorry," said Lisa, which earned her a chuckle 
from Jennie. The light on Jennie's eyes have come alive again, 
which was a huge relief on Lisa's part. 

"So, what did you do on Valentine's Day last year?" Jennie asked. 

"Oh, I was FaceTime-ing with Chipmunk. I was somewhere in 
Thailand that day with my parents and she called to show me tiny 
hearts like these,"--Lisa waved her hand above her head--"inside the 
Orange after she and her crew decorated it for the occassion--you 
know, the bar in Hongdae where we met last week?--because she 
thought I might like it, which I certainly did, and greeted me a 
Happy Valentine's. It was fun." 

"Who's Chipmunk?" Jennie asked. 

"Park Chaeyoung," Lisa answered. "My bestfriend in the world. I 
call her Chipmunk because she loves to eat and she's unbelievably 
cute. You saw her already. She was with me that day at The Era." 

"The singing redhead?" Jennie inquired, thinking about how 
sultry the voice of the redhead was while singing a Frank Vinilli 
classic, her favorite. 

"Yeah, no other," Lisa beamed with pride. "'The singing redhead.' 
That's a nice way to describe Chaeng. She'll love that." 

"She's pretty," said Jennie. 

"Oh my god! Yes, she is! And the sweetest, especially to my 
parents. I sometimes think that my parents deserve a daughter like 
Chaeng," Lisa joked. 

"So, how long have you been friends with her?" Jennie asked. 

"Hmm. Since sixth grade, I think? We were neighbors when my 
parents and I moved here in Seoul for the first time. Chaeyoung 
helped me with my Korean and everything. She still does, actually." 

"You're lucky. My bestfriend is..." Jennie started but paused. "I 
honestly don't know how to describe Chu," she said, laughing. "She's 
most of the time funny and sweet. She's smart but would sometimes 
act dumb just for the heck of it and a full-time nagger. Like, she 
would annoy the hell out of me when she's in the mood. And she's 
always in the mood, to be honest. I don't even know where does 
Jisoo get all her energy, seriously. But despite all that, she's a good 
person. She helps a lot of people. She feeds hungry children through 
charity. And she has my back. I could count on her, always, " Jennie 
said. "I love her for that." 

"Wow! I think she's cool," Lisa said. "Wouldn't it be great if we'd 
hang out sometime? Like, the four of us? Is that even possible?" 


"Why not? Chu will definitely love that," Jennie said. She almost 
told Lisa how eager Jisoo was to meet her. "So, anyway, tell me, 
Lisa: Why Dongpirang of all places? I mean, I understand that 
photographers such as yourself are fascinated with beautiful and 
interesting places. But there are other more beautiful and more 
interesting places to explore, aren't there?" 

"Oh, I love it here! This place is actually gold for photography 
lovers. This is my second time here, by the way. The first one was 
two years ago, for a photoshoot for an art magazine. And I was told 
by one of the local artist here who I've done a shoot with, that 
they're bound to re-paint the walls every two years. So, I thought I'd 
check out the murals this year," Lisa explained. 

"You love art, huh?" Jennie sound fascinated. 

"Yes, I do. But who doesn't?" Lisa quipped. "I seriously cannot 
think of anyone who wouldn't be fascinated with any form of art. 
Do they even exist?" 

"You should meet my mom, then. She actually exists," Jennie said, 
laughing and suddenly turned serious. "I sometimes think that's the 
reason why she was never really ecstatic when I went to New York 
to pursue my interest in fashion. She wanted me to follow Dad's 
footsteps and study business. She's more of an academic type, you 
see." 

"That's impossible! Maybe she's just not showing it? After all, art, 
like love, is a many-splendored thing. And I personally believe that 
we all have an artist inside us. Frustrated and struggling most of the 
time. Just waiting to be prodded on, waiting to be unleashed," Lisa 
said. 

"I don't think so. My mom is a different breed," Jennie quipped. 
"And I grew up watching her getting more concerned about being 
the perfect wife to Dad when he was still alive and the perfect 
daughter to my grandparents. And now that Dad's gone, she now 
sets her eyes on me and my social activities, especially on the 
dating department," Jennie said, laughing. 

"Like a mat-seon kind of thing?" Lisa asked. 

"Exactly. But Gangnam-style mat-seon. She has her eyes set on a 
particular boy already. She thinks that Yi Eun is the perfect match 
for me. But I really don't want to talk about that right now," Jennie 
said. "What's your mom like?" 

"Definitely not a fan of mat-seon," Lisa answered, laughing. "She's 
Thai and totally not the conventional type. In fact, she doesn't even 
care who I date or whatever," Lisa laughed. "Just as long as I'm 
happy and eating well. She and my dad stress on the ‘eating well’ 
part, by the way. They're both chefs." 

"You're mom is cool. I think I like her already," Jennie said, 


stopping herself from asking Lisa if she's dating anyone right now. 
Or if Lisa has ever dated anyone at all. 

Because if Lisa did, then Jennie would not be surprise at all, 
Jennie thought. Lisa was beautiful and charming. She's funny, witty 
and she's seriously making Jennie weak in the inside. And 
apparently, tall, beautiful, artistic blond women with a camera was 
the new favorite nowadays, based on the glances and attentions 
that Lisa was getting from the people inside the cafe and from the 
passersby alike. Clearly, Lisa was a head-turner, especially because 
she looked like a living doll. 

But Lisa was either oblivious about it or was already so used to 
the attention she's getting that she was paying no mind to it. 
Because Lisa had only got her eyes fixed on the woman sitting in 
front of her. 

"She is. But, you still haven't met her yet, though," Lisa said. 

"Exactly why I like her," Jennie said. 

"Because you haven't met her yet?" 

"No, Lisa," Jennie chuckled. "I think I like your mom because even 
though I haven't met her yet, you talk about her with genuine 
fondness, which made me think that she's a cool and likable person. 
And because you're cool. I guess that says a lot about how cool your 
mom is." 

"Oh," Lisa muttered, blinking her large, round eyes. "That's...that's 
one of the nicest things anyone has ever said to me about my mom, 
to be honest. Thank you so much," Lisa said, getting shy all of a 
sudden. Because Jennie said she's a cool person, right? 

"You're welcome," Jennie smiled affectionately. 

Lisa then stood up so suddenly and offered her hand to Jennie. 

"Come on. Let's go," she said. 

"What? Go where?" Jennie wondered but still put her hand on 
Lisa's. And a sea of tingling sensation came gushing over her the 
moment the soft tissues of their palms met. 

"We can't just be sitting around inside a cozy cafe all day, 
discussing some maybe'’s and comparing our moms, when it's your 
first time here in Tongyeong," said Lisa and pulled Jennie up. "This 
is your first time in Tongyeong, is that correct?" 

Jennie nodded. 

"Yes. But, where are we supposed to be going?" 

"Anywhere our feet and our curiosity will take us, I suppose?" 
Lisa answered with a laugh. 

They stopped by the counter where the cashier was sitting so Lisa 
could pay their bill. Jennie insisted that she should pay but the 
cashier doesn't accept credit cards and Lisa had a handful of bills on 
her pocket. Plus, Lisa insisted. 


"You have to let me pay next time, Lisa. I'm serious," said Jennie 
as they stepped out of the cafe and welcomed back again by the dry 
February air in Dongpirang Village. 

A pack of tourists who passed by them could not help but took a 
glance at them both. Appreciation and admiration were visible on 
their eyes. Both Lisa and Jennie possessed undeniable beauty and 
characters that they're causing quite a stir and second glances. 

"Does that mean there will be a next time?" Lisa asked. Again, 
oblivious to the attention she and Jennie were getting because she 
got her eyes set on Jennie. 

"Of course. And you will let me pay when that happens. Deal?" 
Jennie answered. 

Lisa grinned from ear to ear and nodded. 

"Deal!" she said and took Jennie's hand again and holding it 
gently but tightly enough towards the main street that would take 
them outside the village. 

Jennie's hand against hers was soft and warm and comfortable 
and everything nice, Lisa thought, as the chilly February air blew 
yet another cold breeze. They were striding past the quirky and 
colorful murals on the walls, which Lisa was gushing over, while 
Jennie's heart was beating synchronically with their every footsteps. 

"Hey, Jennie," Lisa whispered all of a sudden. An idea have struck 
on her mind. "Do you, maybe, want to do an impromptu 
photoshoot?" 

Jennie's face lit up curiously and laughed. 

"What? As in here?" she asked. The spontaneity of Lisa have never 
ceased to surprise her. 

"Here, there and everywhere!" Lisa answered, singing the last 
word with an off tune voice and laughed awkwardly, "That's a 
Beatles song, by the way." 

"Oh my god, Lisa! You're such a dork sometimes!" Jennie said and 
pulled her hand away from Lisa's grip. 

"So?" Lisa asked, frowning, looking at Jennie who was now 
walking ahead of her. She looked a little hurt and offended. 

Jennie halted a few steps away from Lisa. She then turned around 
and looked at Lisa with a straightface. 

"I love dorks," she said with a coy smile before resuming her 
steps, sauntering along the concrete pavement, leaving Lisa alone-- 
immobile and smiling from ear to ear like an idiot. 


Chapter 14 


When you're scared of falling and you're at 1,512 feet above sea 
level, it would ultimately feel like the death of you. It would be like 
riding a ferries wheel and the wagon you were riding on was 
suspended in midair, just about a mere angle away from the 
topmost point of the circumference, counterclockwise, because 
more people were filling in on that one empty wagon below. And 
when the operator decided to push the button, he had forgotten 
that somebody's wagon was suspended in midair but decided to 
make the wheel turn in full speed, anyway. And you screamed with 
your lungs out and would cry like crazy, and you'd felt like all your 
intestines and all of your visceral were spilling out from your body 
you'd soon be wishing for death to just come inside your wagon and 
take you because you felt like you're already dead anyway, and 
there was really no need to prolong your agony. 

That was exactly what Jennie was feeling while she and Lisa were 
on their way to the Mireuksan Mountain. Only, she wasn't 
screaming and crying loudly like a maniac. She was too scared to 
open her mouth, anyway. And that was aside from the fact that she 
felt like puking and opening her mouth to scream would mean that 
she might actually puke and that would a total shame. Especially 
when there were two kids riding with them and they didn't look 
scared or tearing up at all. What a bunch of strong human beings. 

The cable car that they were riding on was made of thick fiber 
glass, rubbers and metals and was loaded with eight people. Four 
adults, two children and then Jennie and Lisa. They were 
transported from the Hallyeosudo Cable Car towards the Ropeway, 
where the observatory was located. Where they were heading. 

The cable car ride should only last for ten minutes maximum, 
having to cover the distance of two kilometers from the cable car 
station to the Ropeway. But Jennie already felt like the whole ten- 
minute ride would last until eternity. Until her heart would stop 
beating and all her insides were already revealed on the cold floor-- 
dignity included--when in fact they we're still going halfway. 

She was keeping her eyes tightly shut and was holding on the 
side railings for support because she was feeling really dizzy and 
her knees were wobbling and about to give up any second. 

Lisa, on the otherhand, was standing casually beside her. She was 


leaning on the thick glass nonchalantly and was looking at Jennie 
with a concern look on her face. She did not even took her camera 
out to take some snaps because she was more worried about Jennie 
and the possibility that Jennie might pass out in front of her amd to 
be honest, she had absolutely no idea what to do if that happens. 

"Jen, are you okay?" Lisa asked. 

Jennie shook her head. She hadn't said a word eversince she and 
Lisa hopped inside the cable car. And the worst part of it was that it 
was really her idea to try the cable car ride because she wanted to 
see Tongyeong City from a different perspective. She wanted to 
bravely climb the peak of Mireuksan Mountain when she saw an ad 
poster about it when they passed by Jungang Market, after she and 
Lisa had spent an entire hour wasting Lisa's rolls of film all over 
Dongpirang Village. 

"You might want to open your eyes, Jennie," Lisa suggested 
encouragingly. "The view is breathtaking. You seriously don't want 
to miss this." 

"I can't, Lis--a.  I'm...basi...phob--ic,” Jennie mumbled 
incoherrently due to fear. Her breathing was hitching up and down 
and up and up and plummeting downwards until she could no 
longer breathe properly. 

She was shaking all over. Her head was spinning round and 
round until she felt like throwing up all over the floor of the cable 
car. What made her think that she could endure a ten-minute cable 
ride four hundred and sixty-one meters from the sky when she 
couldn't even survive being on carnival rides, Jennie didn't know. 
But she was really looking forward to the adventure the cable car 
ride would offer her that she had forgotten the one crucial fact that 
she was basiphobic. 

"Hey, it's okay. I'm here," Lisa said almost delicately as she 
touched her hand on Jennie's tensed shoulder. 

"How...c--ould I e--ver have fo--forgot--ten that I...I h--ate this k-- 
ind of th--ing!" Jennie said, her breath was now sharp and uneven 
and she was turning pasty every passing second. She was even 
furiously sweating amid the cold interior of the cable car and the 
wintery air outside while her hands were getting colder and clamier 
by the minute. "Oh my g--od! I fe--el 1--ike p...pa--ssing o..ut al-- 
read...y!" Jennie was mumbling and shaking on the spot she was 
standing. Her panic attack was getting worse every passing second. 

"Jennie, it's okay. Come here. I got you," Lisa said,and gently took 
Jennie by the hand and pulled Jennie's quivering body closer, 
paying the least bit of attention to the six people they were riding 
with; the two children were looking at Jennie funnily. 

Jennie unknowingly allowed Lisa to do what Lisa was thinking of 


doing because she could not think straight anymore at the moment. 
Her fear was already taking over her entire system and thinking 
straight was the least bit of her concern. 

Jennie felt Lisa's body shifted around her and was now standing 
behind her a second after. Lisa's hot breathing was blowing at the 
back of her neck, making the tiny hairs on her nape stood erectly. 
She still couldn't open her eyes due to fear and dizziness. But she 
knew that something else was taking over her whole system, slowly 
but surely overshadowing whatever fear and nervousness she was 
feeling. 

Jennie held her breath when she felt Lisa's hands smoothly 
gliding on her arms and laced their fingers together in an intimately 
intertwining manner. She finally lost all her wits when Lisa gently 
pulled her body closer and Lisa's arms wrapped around her waist 
warmly, hugging her from behind. Providing her security and 
assurance that everything was going to be okay and there was really 
nothing to fear about. 

"Now, open your eyes, Jennie. I can't let you to miss the view," 
Lisa whispered on Jennie's ear. 

The sheer sensation of Lisa's warm breathing touching the 
sensitive skin on her earlobe was more than enough for Jennie's 
fears to fade away. She felt hot and warm and fuzzy and slowly 
turning into a jelly while being inside Lisa's reassuring embrace. 

"Oh my god!" Jennie gasped as soon she allowed her eyes to 
marvel at the sight below her. 

Everything Jennie saw was a sea of luscious green sprinkled 
unevenly with little white snows, like powder sugar on top of 
Christmas cookies. Thick fog was obscuring some parts of the 
mountain, making the landscape view a living representation of a 
painting on a canvass. It was so beautiful! 

Jennie looked around and finally saw Tongyeong City from the 
sky. Lisa was right. The view was breathtaking! 

The bluish white ocean surrounding the harbor and the 
neighboring islands was a sight to behold. Dots of islets were 
scattered clumsily like little breads on the surface of the ocean and 
the grayish white clouds were so low it seemed almost reachable by 
the bare hand from the aerial perspective. 

On the overlooking view of the distant harbor were dozens of 
fishing vessels and private yacht lining up at the dock, moored with 
thick ropes to keep them from drifting away. The minute version of 
the people in the harbor looked like little working ants from bird's 
eye view. Shuffling and scurrying with their businesses. 

The area where the traditional market was located still looked 
lively and busier even from the aerial view. And as Jennie tilted her 


head a little upward, she saw in awe the towering and intimidating 
peak of Mireuksan veiled with fogs and haze, looking grand and 
proud. 

"Don't look down now, Jen," Lisa whispered and started dragging 
Jennie away, gently and carefully, from their spot so Lisa could take 
her on the other side of the cable car. Where all Jennie could see 
was the vast ocean. Where the legendary navy man named Admiral 
Yi once navigated his fleet of turtle ships and sunk down more than 
a hundred Japanese war ships. 

"How are you loving it so far?" Lisa asked. 

Jennie could hear the smile on Lisa's voice. It was warm and 
tender. It soothed her nerves. It made her feel comfortable and 
secure. It felt like a distant long forgotten lovely feeling slowly 
resurfacing back again, reminding her of something once special. It 
felt like home. 

Sure, she was still feeling a little dizzy due to motionsickness 
caused by the moving speed of the cable car and her insides were 
still twisting a little. But all of that was shrouded by the fact that 
her heart was seriously beating fastly and madly against the wall of 
her chest because of how Lisa was holding her at the moment. It 
was calming her agitation due to her unnecessary fear. 

"I love it so much!" Jennie answered and leaned the back of her 
head on Lisa's shoulder. Finding the perfect spot for her head to lay 
comfortably "Thank you, Lisa," Jennie muttered. 

"You're welcome," Lisa whispered on Jennie's ear, touching her 
chin on Jennie's mane that smelled of strawberry. 

Jennie then felt Lisa's warm embrace tightened around her body. 
And she felt her body reacting to it. The shaking have subsided. The 
dizziness and the nausea were ebbing away. The anxiety and the 
fear, that unknown fear of falling into an abyss, of plunging a 
thousand feet in a free-all gravitational fall from the sky, have 
evaporated. And all that was left was the now-steady and slow 
rhythm of her heart while she was snuggling comfortably on Lisa 
as they were both marvelling at the vastness of the world around 
them. Jennie was suddenly wildly thinking of birds and how 
liberating it would feel to be up in the sky and fly and not scared of 
falling and crashing with broken wings. Because in that moment, 
Jennie felt like she was flying. 

"How are you feeling?" Lisa asked. 

"Better," Jennie answered with a shy smile on her lips. 

"That's good enough to hear. You honestly scared the hell out of 
me a while ago, you know that?" Lisa said. 

"I'm really so sorry, Lisa. I got too excited to ride a cable car that 
I've totally forgotten that I panic easily when I ride something like 


this," Jennie said ruefully. 

"Haven't you tried a cable car before?" Lisa asked curiously. 

"I did. Once, when I was a kid. And that's when I realized that it's 
not good for me." 

"And yet you're here. It's so brave of you, Jen. That's something to 
be proud of, really," Lisa said, smiling. Congratulating her for 
something that she knew would never be possible if it wasn't 
because of Lisa. 

And in that moment, something hit Jennie square in the face that 
left her dumbstruck and in awe. A sudden realization. 

She knew that it was still too early to decide on things, to 
conclude hastily about things. But she knew and she understood it 
now why she missed Lisa when she wasn't around. And why her 
heart would skip a beat everytime she looked at those soft, round 
eyes. And how her heart would gush warmly whenever Lisa would 
smile at her. Her soul, she knew now, have finally found what it 
had been looking for all this time. All those years she spent 
searching and waiting for that one thing that would excite and calm 
her soul at the same time. 

How was it possible, Jennie could still not fathom. It was beyond 
her imagination. Beyond all that was written on the textbooks about 
love. 

Love? She sniggered at the idea. She's not in love, wasn't she? 

Was she??? 

Jennie asked herself as she was feeling Lisa's steady heartbeat 
against her back. Tu-dud tu-dud tu-dud. It sounded like all the 
normal heartbeats in the world. Slow, calm and steady. But there 
was something about the calmness of it that sent Jennie into a 
sudden frenzy. The resonance of it was reverbrating through her 
entire being. She wanted to be a part of it, she ascertained. 

"Alrighty, we're finally here," Lisa proclaimed as the cable car hit 
the platform of the Ropeway. It was their cue to get off from the 
cable car. 

"Already?" Jennie asked in confusion and let out a groan. She was 
so lost on her train of thoughts that she did not notice that the 
skyride she swore she would never get into again after today, a 
while ago, have finally made its stop. She didn't want it to stop 
anymore, she realized. 

"Already," Lisa replied, as the other six people riding on the cable 
car with th have started to fill out. "Come on. Let's get moving or 
we won't get a good spot outside," she said and loosened her grip 
around Jennie's waist. 

Jennie wanted to protest. She wanted to pull Lisa's arms 
instinctively and wrap it back around her. Her soul, her spoiled 


chaebol soul was stomping its feet. Protesting and whining. Wanting 
to tell Lisa to not let go of her. She particularly loved the snuggle. 

But before she could form her mouth into a pout, and before she 
could even release her breath, marred with protest and complain 
and indignation, Lisa's hand was already holding hers. Intertwining 
their mittens-wrapped hands between them. Warm and gentle and 
comfy and fuzzy. It melted Jennie's heart again. Like a hot cheese in 
a fondue. Deliciously warm and tempting. Jennie could no longer 
suppress her grin. 

"How long are we going to stay up here?" she inquired chirpily, 
despite the chilly air. Despite the anxiety that was slowly bubbling 
up inside her again now that she fully realized that she was literally 
standing in the sky and the wind pressure was stronger. 

"Hmm. As long as you like," Lisa said with the warmest smile 
painted on her beautiful face and pulled Jennie towards the 
pavilion that served as an observatory for visitors like them. 

"Don't spoil me, Lisa. This is only the second time that we hang 
out and yet you've been spoiling me a lot already," Jennie said and 
permitting Lisa to guide her. 

Lisa laughed and shook her pretty head. 

"I'm not. I just thought you deserve it because you were brave 
enough to conquer your basi-something," said Lisa and started 
sprinting towards the railings, pulling Jennie with her. 

The smell of pines, hotdogs and hot drinks and the chattering and 
laughters of the people of differrnt race and colors filled the air. 

"No, Lisa! Wait, wait!" Jennie protested but couldn't stop herself 
from laughing while sprinting along with Lisa. They earned curious 
looks from the other visitors. 

"Alrighty! Here, stand on this spot. This is a going to be great," 
Lisa said and positioned Jennie in the farthest end of the pavilion, 
her back was leaning on the railing behind her while the majestic 
view of Tongyeong below was serving as her background. The dry 
and chilly February air blew yet another breeze. 

Lisa was about to let go of Jennie's hand to take her camera out 
but Jennie was gripping it tightly. 

"Don't. Please," Jennie said, looking vulnerable all over again as 
the wind blew a little too harshly, causing her to fumble and sway a 
little on her spot. 

"Jen, hey, it's okay. I'm just here," Lisa comforted Jennie. 

But Jennie's panic attacks were back at it again to torment her. 
She couldn't even move her body anymore because she was afraid 
that one wrong move might make everything she felt worse. 

"No, Lisa! Don't let me go, please? I...I'm sc--scare--d!" she was 
practically begging now. The Jennie Kim who never begged for 


anything to anyone in her life was now holding on to Lisa as if her 
dear life was depending on it. 

Lisa took a huge step forward and instinctively hugged Jennie 
tightly. 

"Hush, now, Jennie. I got you," she whispered, running her hand 
up and down on Jennie's back to console Jennie's hysterics "I got 
you. I'm here. I'm just here." 

Jennie clung to Lisa and buried her face on the soft garment of 
Lisa's overcoat. 

"I'm so sorry if I'm such a mess right now, Lisa," Jennie said. Her 
voice was barely audible for Lisa to hear. 

But Lisa heard her clearly. And Lisa nodded and snaked her arms 
around Jennie a little tighter. 

"No, you're not. You're just scared, Jennie. It doesn't make you 
anything less," said Lisa. 

"I think I ruined the mood already," Jennie said regretfully. "This 
should have been a beautiful day for you, Lisa. I'm sorry that you 
have to see me like this." 

Lisa pulled herself a little from Jennie. She looked at Jennie with 
those soft, round eyes of hers and smiled. 

"You've set the mood, alright," Lisa said, nodding. "But you don't 
have to be sorry about it, Jen. Honestly. We all have our bad days." 

"You really have to let me pay next time, Lisa. I mean, not for 
anything, but I think that's the only way I can repay you for all the 
good things you've done for me today," Jennie said. 

Lisa squinted those large, round eyes of hers. The corners of her 
mouth was twitching and half-forming between a smirk and smile. 

"You know you really don't have to, Jen. But if you insist, I think 
I know exactly how you can do that," Lisa said. 

"What? Repay you? How?" Jennie asked and started looking at 
the stalls and snack bars erected at the other side of the 
observatory. "What would you like to eat?" 

Lisa laughed out loudly. 

"I wasn't talking about food, silly," Lisa said and fished out the 
small Polaroid camera from the deep pocket of her overcoat. "I'm 
talking about this. Let's take a picture together." 

"Oh," Jennie muttered while staring at the Polariod cam. 

And before she could ready herself and smile for the camera, Lisa 
was already taking the shot. She released the shutter before Jennie 
could even say a word. 

"This is going to be great," Lisa said while shaking the Polaroid 
film between her fingers with enthusiasm. 

"Can I have a look?" Jennie asked. 

But Lisa shook her head, laughing. 


"No. Not yet. I'll give this to you when we call it a day later," 
answered Lisa. 

Jennie groaned in protest. 

"Ah, but I don't want this day to end, though," she said before she 
realized that she was giving herself away too much already. 

Jennie expected Lisa to feel awkward about it. But instead, Lisa 
grinned widely. Her brown eyes sparked with glee. And Jennie 
could only assume that maybe, just maybe, Lisa didn't want this day 
to end too soon, too. Because as far as she was concerned, today 
was one of the best days she's ever had since her father's passing. 
She's happy. Her heart was full. 

"Can I take you somewhere else after we're done here, then?" 
asked Lisa, her voice was hopeful and excited. 

"Where? No crazy altitudes and cable cars required?" Jennie 
asked jokingly. 

Lisa laughed and nodded. 

"Definitely no crazy altitudes and cable cars required. I don't want 
you to go all pasty and clammy in front of me ever again," Lisa said. 
"You might pass out next time and I honestly don't know anything 
about first aid." 

"That's not funny!" she said with a pout and pinched Lisa in the 
arm. 

Lisa responded with a laugh that echoed across the observatory. 

"God, how come you're never not cute?" Lisa whined jokingly. 

Jennie pouted even more and looked at Lisa with piercing eyes. 

"Are you trying to tell me that I looked cute a while ago when I 
felt like almost dying, Lisa?" she asked with her eyes squint. 

"Honestly? Yes, Jennie. I would have told you that when you 
were all white and about to drop dead in front of me a thousand 
feet from the sky, but I thought that would be inappropriate since 
you were in a very bad state," Lisa answered, laughing. 

"You're so mean!" Jennie pouted. 

"Oh, god. Don't tell me you like mean people, too?" 

"No. Forget that I said I like dorks," Jennie said, pouting. 

"Hey, you can't take that back!" Lisa said, laughing. 

"Anyway, thank you, Lisa. Really. For helping me get through 
this, that crazy fear. I mean, it's still there but you kind of keep 
them at bay," Jennie turned serious now. 

"I didn't even do anything extraordinary, to be honest. I just 
thought you might need someone to hold on to while you're dealing 
with it," Lisa said. 

"I know. And that's probably how you keep the fear at bay. Thank 
you," Jennie said with all sincerity. 

"You're welcome. And I know you haven't got the time to smile 


positioned her mobile phone using her long arm for support in front 
of them. 

"Wha--!" 

Again, Lisa pressed the button before Jennie could even said a 
proper word. 

"I should post this on my personal account on Instagram. I can't 
even remember the last time I updated that thing," Lisa said, talking 
to herself. 

"I bet you anything I look horrible and stupid on both pictures," 
Jennie said. 

"No, you don't. That's why I'm posting this on Instagram," Lisa 
said, grinning from ear to ear. 


Chapter 15 


"Oh, wow! Lisa finally updated her Instagram!" Chahee choked on 
her drink while sitting in one of the high chairs in front of the bar. 

She was taking a rest after she and Jiyeon were distributing the 
bottles of wine and brandy in the shelf behind the counter for the 
night. 

It was another Saturday night. Another weekend to pull through. 
Another night for gigs, music and booze inside the Orange. 

"Another artistic display of photography genius by our Lalisa?" 
Jiyeon asked. She was rearranging some of the bottles of Bailey's 
and gin according to sizes and colors because Jiyeon was OC about 
arranging things neatly. 

"Maybe. I still haven't seen the picture yet, though," Chahee said 
while still browsing on her phone, "But knowing Lisa, she would 
never post anything bland and ordinary on her Insta--oh, wait! 
Who's this?" Chahee asked curiously while staring at her phone's 
screen. 

"Who?" Jiyeon asked and left the shelf hastily. There was 
something in Chahee's voice that spelled trouble. 

She stood in front of Chahee, the bar counter was between them, 
and grabbed Chahee's phone. 

"Who's the girl?" Jiyeon asked while staring at Chahee's phone 
screen. 

"I don't know. But she looks familiar," Chahee said. "I think I've 
seen her before." 

"Whatever happens, do not tell Chaeyoung about this," Jiyeon 
said. She looked worried and concerned. 

"Tell me what, guys?" Chaeyoung butted in. "God, it's so cold 
outside!" she shivered. 

She just arrived at the Orange. Her guitar bag was strapped on 
her back, while her everyday bag was hanging on her right 
shoulder. She was carrying a box of donuts and a cup of smoking 
hot coffee on her hands. Her cheeks were flushed and puffy and her 
nose was a little red due to the cold weather outside. 

"Nothing!" Chahee and Jiyeon answered in unison. 

Chahee quickly snatched her mobile phone from Jiyeon's grasp 
and slid it inside the pocket of her coat. They exchanged 
meaningful looks, Jiyeon and her. 


"Donuts and coffee, huh? Is that what you're having for dinner, 
Chaeng-ssi?" Chahee asked, diverting Chaeyoung's attention. 

Chaeyoung laughed and placed the cup of coffee and the box of 
donuts on the countertop. She then took off her oversized benie and 
carelessly ran her fingers through her red mane. 

"No. A-yeon still owes me dinner. She lost a bet last night," 
Chaeyoung answered. "So, what were you two talking about before 
I came in?" 

"Oh, you know, nothing important. Jiyeon and I are just talking 
about the weather," Chahee answered, gritting her teeth. She have 
never lied in front of Chaeyoung before. It left a nasty taste on her 
mouth, the lying thing, Chahee realized. 

"Oh, yeah? I heard my name, though?" Chaeyoung insisted but 
never looked suspicious. Instead, she was smiling. As if she was 
coaxing the two women to involve her, whatever Jiyeon and 
Chahee were up to. 

And that's what her crew loved most about Chaeyoung. She was 
always sweet, positive and never suspicious. She always leave 
rooms for doubt for anyone on any and every situations. 

"We were worried about you, Chaeyoung-ssi. We know you hate 
this kind of weather," Jiyeon replied. 

"I see," Chaeyoung muttered, nodding. "Thank you, guys. But I 
should be fine. Don't worry too much about me." 

"Is, uhm, Lisa coming over tonight?" Jiyeon asked all of a sudden, 
earning a sharp gasp from Chahee. 

Chahee gave Jiyeon a murderous look. Good thing Chaeyoung 
was now busy munching on her donuts that she did not notice the 
silent exchange of meaningful looks between her two friends. 

Chaeyoung had never treated the two women as her employees. 
They built the Orange together, along with her bandmates. The only 
bragging right she had with the Orange was that she spent her own 
money acquiring it. The rests were contributed efforts from her 
friends and the rest of the crew. 

"No. I think she won't make it. She's still in Tongyeong right now 
to see the new murals in Dongpirang. Why?" 

"Nothing. She was, you know, a ray of sunshine when she was 
here last week. Causing a stir. The uni people kept asking me about 
her," Chahee replied. 

The uni people Chahee was talking about were the students from 
Hongik University in Hongdae who would flock in the Orange 
during the weekend who saw Lisa last week. They thought Lisa was 
beautiful and they wanted to see that Thai beauty again. 

"They did, didn't they? Lisa is always a head-turner, anyway. It 
would be a surprise if nobody would ask about her," Chaeyoung 


said. There was pride and affection in her voice. 

"Oh, my god! It's freezing outside!" Jin-Ah yelled as she entered 
the premise of the Orange. 

She, too, was wearing winter clothes and her cheeks were puffy 
and red, like Chaeyoung's. 

"Wait, I'll prepare you guys a drink. Something that will warm 
your system," Chahee said and uprooted herself from the high chair 
she was sitting on and went around inside the bar--her domain, to 
prep up a drink for the two musicians. 

"Oh, no need, Chahee. Thanks, but I have my coffee. Besides, it's 
still too early for a drink," Chaeyoung said. 

"Speak for yourself, Park Chaeyoung. Can I have a brandy, 
please?" Jin-Ah said. 

"Sure thing!" Chahee replied with a wink. 

"Oh, by the way, Chaeng? Have you seen Lisa's latest post on 
Instagram?" Jin-Ah said. 

Both Chahee and Jiyeon signaled her to quit talking about it but 
to no avail. Jin-Ah ignored the two women and turned to face 
Chaeyoung. 

"No. I haven't been online today," Chaeyoung replied. "Which 
account?" 

They all knew that Lisa was handling two Instagram accounts. 
One for her photography while the other was for her private use. 
Lisa seldom used the latter. 

"Her private account. She posted something a while ago," Jin-Ah 
answered. 

"She updated her private account? Really? Wow! That must have 
been something important?" Chaeyoung wondered. 

All of them knew that Lisa only updated her private account once 
in a blue moon. In fact, the last update was five months ago, when 
Lisa was river cruising somewhere in Italy. 

"Wait, let me check it out for you," Jin-Ah said and fished her 
mobile phone from her pocket. "Here, have a look," she said and 
handed the device to Chaeyoung. 

Both Chahee and Jiyeon fell silent. They were both staring at 
Chaeyoung, anxiously waiting for Chaeyoung's reaction. But they 
saw nothing. Chaeyoung's face remained unbothered. Jiyeon 
thought Chaeyoung might have pursed her lips a little tighter but it 
only lasted for a matter of a millisecond. 

"Who's she with?" Jin-Ah asked callously. "A model?" 

"That's, uhm..." she cleared her throat. "That's probably Jennie." 
Chaeyoung answered. 

"Jennie? So, you know her, too?" Jiyeon could not help herself 
from asking. For she, too, was curious. 


"Yes. Well, no. Not really," Park Chaeyoung replied. "Lisa and I 
saw her at The Era a couple of weeks ago. She was, uhm, she was 
also here last week." 

"Really? During the open mic?" Jin-Ah asked. 

"Uh-huh," Chaeyoung nodded and looked at Chahee. "She was the 
girl Lisa was chasing outside that night. If you remember?" 

Chahee tilted her head in furrowed brows. She was scanning her 
memory bank from last week. Trying to recall the face of the girl 
who almost tripped on her way out. 

"Oh! The Chanel girl?" Chahee said finally. 

"Probably. I mean, I don't know why you're calling her that, 
Chahee-ssi, but Lisa told me her name was Jennie. So anyway, if 
anyone will look for me, please tell them I'm in the office. I have to 
sign a ton of papers for the revenue collection," Chaeyoung said and 
left the group. 

Chahee, Jiyeon and Jin-Ah were staring at her wake. And when 
they were sure that Chaeyoung was already out of earshot, Jiyeon 
faced Chahee curiously. 

"Chanel lady? What's that supposed to mean?" 

"She was wearing a vintage red Chanel jacket when she was here 
last week. A pretty one. Lisa was even harping about it," Chahee 
answered. 

"So, how come she's with Lisa right now? Are they even friends? 
And Lisa even posted a photo with her on her private account. 
That's odd," Jiyeon said. 

"Very odd. We all know Lisa have never posted anything on her 
private account about someone. Not even about Chaeng," Jin-Ah 
replied. 

"She's pretty, though. That Jennie woman," Chahee said. "She 
looked...expensively stylish from head to toe. Like a chaebol 
daughter. She totally looked out of place that night." 

"Was that why Lisa chased her? Because Lisa found her 
interesting?" 

"No, I don't think so. But I thought they recognized each other, 
the way they looked at each other--Lisa and that girl, Jennie. There 
was something like an unspoken recognition between them," 
Chahee answered. 

"I hope Chaeng is okay though," Jiyeon said, looking at the closed 
door of Chaeyoung's office. 

"Well, she didn't look okay after seeing that picture," Jin-Ah 
pointed out. "I mean, Chaeng looked fine on the outside but her 
eyes couldn't lie about it. Did you notice?" 

"Of course, she didn't. I wouldn't be okay if it was me," Jiyeon 
said. 


"Imagine looking at a picture of the love of your life looking 
happy with someone else? Yep. That would probably hurt pretty 
bad," Chahee said thoughtfully. 

Lisa was smiling widely. She crinkled her nose a little. An 
indication that she was happy. Her head was tilted a little to the 
right; just a couple of centimeters away from touching Jennie's 
forehead. Her arm was wrapped comfortably around Jennie's 
shoulders. And her eyes... Those soft, brown eyes were sparkling 
and dancing even on the still photo. 

Meanwhile, Jennie looked unprepared, but still emitting the air of 
elegance and sophistication. She was looking up at Lisa with wide 
eyes, but there was a ghost of laughter painted on her pretty face. 
Her arms, half-shown in the picture, were resting around Lisa's 
waist. 

They were standing so close to each other, Chaeyoung was 
wondering if Lisa was sniffing to her heart's contents those 
strawberry scents on Jennie that she told Chaeyoung about. 

Park Chaeyoung had been staring at her phone's brightly-lit 
screen for quite a while already, inside the recluse of her office. 

Her heart was torn between being heavy and feeling light. She 
loved the way how Lisa was smiling in the picture. It was the same 
pretty smile that made her fall in love with Lisa. Unbothered, 
genuine, excited. But she hated the fact that it was because of 
someone else. No, she didn't want to be jealous. Nor mad. Nor sad 
about it. Lisa deserved all the happiness in the world. But still, it 
was painful. There was this shard of pain slicing through the 
tenderness of her heart. 

"You're having quite an adventure today, haven't you, 
Shutterbug?" Chaeyoung asked, smiling sadly. 

There was a knock on the door. Soft but urgent. Chaeyoung 
hastily wiped the saline off her face and heaved a deep breath 
before speaking to the yet unknown intruder of her solitary. 

"Come in!" Chaeyoung called out, trying to sound as normal as 
she could. 

The door handle was twisted, the door was pushed slightly and 
the head of Ji-in popped in. 

"Can I come in?" Ji-in asked. 

Chaeyoung nodded and said, "Sure. Come on in. You came early 
today. Is this a miracle or what?" she tried to laugh. 

"I was worried about you. Are you okay?" Ji-in asked immediately 
as she walked in towards Chaeyoung's table. 

"Yeah. Why wouldn't I be?" Chaeyoung answered. 

"I saw Lisa's post. Who's the girl she's with?" Ji-in asked. 


It seemed to Chaeyoung that everyone was curious about Jennie. 
And why Lisa was with her. And why Lisa posted a picture of them 
together on her private account. The Shutterbug definitely knew 
how to cause a stir, alright. 

"Her name is Jennie. Lisa and I met her a couple of weeks ago," 
Chaeyoung answered, wondering how many times would she repeat 
that same line today. 

"So, you know her?" Ji-in asked the way how Jin-Ah asked about 
Chaeyoung being acquainted with Jennie. 

Chaeyoung shook her head. 

"No. We haven't been introduced formally. But Lisa told me about 
her," replied Chaeyoung. 

"Lisa looks happy," Ji-in said, pointing out the obvious. 

"Yes, she does," Park Chaeyoung nodded in agreement. 

"And you? What about you, Chaeng?" Ji-in asked, looking intently 
at Chaeyoung. As if she was trying to get through Chaeyoung's 
facade. As if she was trying to break down Park Chaeyoung's wall. 

Ji-in, being the eldest and most sensitive of the rest of them 
would always act like the big sister that she was. She never failed to 
be there for anyone of them. The others, especially A-yeon, would 
tease Ji-in as having the sixth sense. Because Ji-in could sense 
anyone in distress and she would try so hard to make the person 
feel a little better. Particularly if it was Park Chaeyoung. 

"It doesn't matter," Chaeyoung answered. 

But Ji-in would never take that as an answer. So, she insisted. 

"Of course, it does, Park Chaeyoung. This is your happiness we're 
talking about here. Everyone knows you're--," 

"Everyone knows I'm in love with Lisa. I know. You don't have to 
repeatedly remind me about how transparent or...or an open book I 
am when it comes to Lisa. Thank you," Chaeyoung interrupted. 

"Why don't you tell her about it?" 

Chaeyoung sighed. They've been on this situation before. They 
talked about this kind of stuff before. When Lisa was about to leave 
to pursue her dreams and Ji-in found Chaeyoung inside a cheap 
cafe drowning herself in soju and tears. 

"So that I might lose her? No, thank you. It's better this way. 
Besides, what good will it do?" Chaeyoung said. 

"It will set you free, perhaps? Haven't you thought about that? 
That you need to set yourself free from it? From this, Chaeng?" 

But Chaeyoung stubbornly shook her head. 

"No. I don't want to lose my bestfriend, Ji-in. And you know that. 
Everyone knows that. I don't understand why you guys keep on 
insisting that I should...I should declare my foolishness in front of 
Lisa or something," she said. "Can I be any fooler?" 


Ji-in sighed in frustration and with concern. 

"Look, Chaeyoung. You can't keep this from Lisa forever. She 
deserves to know the truth. And I cannot allow you to just sit here 
and wallow and cry alone when we all know there's something that 
you can do about it." 

"I wasn't wallowing and crying alone, okay? I was just...I was 
trying to just..." 

"Please, don't ever try to lie and make a fool out of me, Park 
Chaeyoung. I've known you long enough that I can tell when you're 
crying," Ji-in said. 

Chaeyoung sighed in defeat. 

"Have you seen the way Jennie's eyes were looking at Lisa, Ji-in? 
She likes her. She likes our Lisa. That sparkly shimmering light 
something that was dancing on her eyes? That's how I used to look 
at Lisa before, when I started to realize that my feelings for her 
have started to grow deeper," said Chaeyoung. 

"So? You came in the picture first. Aren't you going to fight for it? 
For your spot? For your love?" 

Chaeyoung shook her head. 

"This is not a competition. Besides, Lisa likes her, too. It's written 
all over her face. In fact, if it isn't too early to tell, Lisa is starting to 
slowly fall in love with Jennie. She might not realize that yet, 
but...there you go." 

"How can you tell?" asked Ji-in. 

"Because that's probably how I look everytime Lisa's with me. 
Happy, excited, contented and unbothered. I've never seen that look 
on Lisa before, now that I think about it," Chaeyoung said. 

"So, you sure won't do something about it?" 

"You can't win an already lost cause, Ji-in-ssi. Besides, aren't you 
excited for Lisa? Jennie might even make her stay for good. I'm 
tired of watching that shutterbug leave whenever she feels like it. 
I'm tired of missing her when she goes off and leave us all with her 
stupid absence," Chaeyoung said. 

"Oh, Chaeng..." 

"I'm fine, really. You honestly don't have to worry about me, Ji- 
in-ssi. You can tell that to the others, too. I know they're just outside 
the door, eavesdropping," Chaeng said, smiling. 

But even though she was smiling, Ji-in was still unconvinced. She 
knew how much Chaeyoung loves Lisa. She have watched that love 
grow. Chaeyoung nurtured it all these years. And no matter how 
many times Chaeyoung would tell all of them that she was okay, 
there was no way those almond eyes of her could ever hide the 
truth. 

"How long have you been staring at it?" Ji-in asked, pointing at 


Chaeyoung's mobile phone, where the screen was still showing 
Lisa's recent Instagram post. 

"Long enough for me to understand that I love Lisa so much I'd be 
willing to support her in every possible way," Chaeyoung 
responded. 

"Even if it hurts?" 

"Whatever it takes, Ji-in-ssi. I'm her bestfriend before everything 
else. She'll be needing me," Chaeyoung said. "And I made a promise 
to support her and her happiness." 

"But what if you're mistaken, Chaeng? What if Lisa's not in love 
with Jennie? Or what if she doesn't like Jennie at all?" 

Chaeyoung laughed, to Ji-in's surprise. 

"Look. Lisa has been keeping this brown envelope that contains a 
hard copy of Jennie's picture which she took that day when we first 
saw Jennie at The Era. She even tried to see Jennie again, carrying 
that brown envelope with her and hung around The Era for a week, 
waiting for Jennie to show up so she could personally give it to 
her," Chaeyoung narrated. 

"Oh my god! Our Lisa did that?" Ji-in asked, laughing. "Wow!" 

"Uh-huh. That fool," Chaeyoung said and joined Ji-in's laughing, 
despite the pang of jealousy slowly burning inside her. 

"She likes her," Ji-in said after the laughter have subsided 

"She definitely does. They like each other," Chaeyoung concluded. 

"I can't wait for Lisa to introduce Jennie to us. She must be nice. 
Otherwise, Lisa wouldn't like her," said Ji-in. 

"She must be," Chaeyoung answered and stood up. "Come on, Ji- 
in-ssi. Let's go back to the girls. I need a stronger drink. My coffee's 
gone cold already," she said and headed towards the door in heavy 
footsteps. Leaving Ji-in alone. 

Ji-in looked at Chaeyoung's phone screen one last time. She could 
not imagine how hard and painful it must be for Chaeyoung to see 
Lisa with someone else and act unaffected about it. 


Chapter 16 


"Are you sure you want to do this?" Lisa asked again. 

They were walking away from the premise of the private art 
museum near the foot of Mireuksan of the late painter Jeon Hyuck 
Lim, where Lisa took Jennie after their short but "eventful" 
excursion a thousand feet above the mountain. 

Lisa wanted badly to try to climb the wooden stairway towards 
the peak of Mireuksan but she didn't want to leave Jennie behind 
on the observatory all by herself. She ditched the idea after she saw 
how messed up Jennie was because of her basiphobia. So, after they 
talked about Jennie's unknown fear of falling and standing on 
higher grounds over a heartful amount of sandwiches and cups of 
hot drinks offered at the snack bars around the observatory, Lisa 
decided she'd take Jennie down to the museum five minutes away 
from the foot of Mireuksan. Where they had fun counting the small 
ceramic tiles covering the house that made the large mosaics on the 
walls. 

"Lisa, you've asked me the same question, thrice, already," Jennie 
said, now sounding exasperated, "Yes, I'm sure. And yes, let's do it." 

Lisa took a glance sideways towards Jennie, who was walking 
casually beside her, hands tucked comfortably inside the deep 
pockets of her overcoat, extending her steps a little longer to keep 
up with Lisa's long strides. Her jetblack hair was blown softly by the 
wind, exposing the delicate skin of her pearly white neck . 

"But..." Lisa sighed. "Would you like to grab some snack or 
something first? We sure need all the protein and energy we could 
get before we..." Lisa suggested. 

There was hesitation on her voice, silently regretting why she 
overeagerly and overenthusiastically suggested and invited Jennie a 
while ago, while they were inside the museum, to do something she 
thought was the greatest idea she could come up with. And now, 
while looking at Jennie's determination and eagerness painted all 
over her face, Lisa wasn't sure anymore. She wanted to stall their 
leaving Tongyeong. She wanted to sit down and discuss with Jennie 
about how absurd the idea was in the first place. 

"No, I'm still full," Jennie answered and halted her steps. "Can you 
please tell me why you look so worried all of a sudden?" Jennie 
asked curiously. 


"What? Me, worried? No, I'm certainly not," Lisa denied, shaking 
her head, faking a smiling that made her look like she's suffering 
from a bad toothache and trying so hard to hide the worried, 
confused and rueful look on her face. 

Jennie smiled and then chuckled and casually maneuvered her 
hand towards Lisa's arm, linking their arms together, still keeping 
up with Lisa's long strides. 

"You didn't have that look when we were standing a thousand 
feet up in the sky and I was a mess," Jennie said. "What troubles 
you, really?" 

Lisa halted her steps this time and turned to face Jennie, looking 
serious. 

"It's a 4-hour drive, Jennie. Five, if we make a lot of stops--," she 
paused, spreading her hand open, showing Jennie her five long 
fingers and held her breath. 

"And?" 

"And my car, well, my car...it's not a Porsche and it doesn't smell 
strawberry and spring at all. I don't want you to feel uncomfortable 
or whatev...er?" Lisa answered, biting her lower lip, looking like she 
just confessed a deadly sin. 

Jennie laughed loudly as if Lisa have just told her the funniest 
joke in her lifetime, which bewildered Lisa. 

"Does my car smell strawberry and spring? Really?" 

Lisa nodded and said, "Yes. Don't you know? It's your car." 

"Wow! I didn't notice that at all," Jennie said, laughing. "I ride 
that car everyday and doesn't even notice anything special in it 
other than it's my car and it's special to me." 

Lisa thought Jennie looked beautiful when she laughs. Those 
tingling, chimey sound of Jennie's laughter that tickles Lisa's 
eardrums. And how that gummy smile of her looked cute and 
magnetic. It's like pulling Lisa closer and keeping her drawn into it, 
keeping her moored in place. But now wasn't the time to admire 
Jennie's wonders, Lisa thought as she tried to shake off that weird 
convulsion of feelings slowly forming inside her chest. 

"Jen, I'm dead serious. Are you sure you want to do this?" Lisa 
asked for the fourth time, which earned her an overdramatic rolling 
of eyeballs from Jennie. 

"Ask me again one more time, Lisa, and I swear I won't talk to 
you ever again," Jennie said, extracting her arm from how she 
linked their arms together, now looking slightly pissed and started 
walking away from Lisa. 

"Oh, shit!" Lisa cursed under her breath and ran after Jennie. 
"Hey, Jennie! Wait up! I'm sorry, alright? I'm just..." 

"You're just being silly, honestly. What are you so worried about, 


Lisa? That I might complain and whine a lot during the ride?" 
Jennie asked. 

"No. I don't know," Lisa answered, looking abashed. 

"Would you rather I'll take a cab and head straight to the airport 
and hop in a plane?" asked Jennie. She felt the need to take the 
matter in her own hands already. The Kim in her jumped out. 

Lisa shook her head quickly. 

"No. Would you?" 

"No. I can't let you drive alone," Jennie answered. "I mean, I'm 
not really much of a good company for a long drive but at least I'm 
company." 

"Is that all? Because, you know, I'm fine driving alone. I've been 
doing that for a long time. You don't have to worry about me." 

Jennie shook her head, a smile was plastered back on her face. 

"No, Lisa. I'd really love to go for a long drive with you. Now stop 
asking me the same boring question everytime you get the chance 
and let's keep moving. I thought you said you want to make it to the 
Orange before midnight, at least?" 

It was a quarter past four in the afternoon. The sun was still up 
and the sky was still decorated with thick, gray clouds. The dry 
February air would occassionally blow a chilly breeze, sending 
shivers to anyone within its range. And they were standing in the 
middle of the district, while everyone around them was still 
bustling about their itineraries, especially the foreign visitors. 

"Well, if you're sure, then let's go. We should leave before sunset," 
Lisa mumbled and started to resume her steps towards where she 
parked her car. Jennie was striding along beside her, looking 
triumphant. 

"So, uhm," she hesitated as she halted her steps after a good walk, 
"this...this is my car," Lisa said while standing beside a candy apple 
red 1967 Impala, whose body was gleaming gorgeously despite the 
gloomy February sun. 

Jennie's jaw dropped. She was gaping in total shock. 

"Wow! Lisa, your car is gold!" Jennie whispered in total awe. Her 
eyes were marvelling all over the classic beauty im front of her. 
Admiration was evident on her face. 

"Last time I checked, it's red. And did you mean old? Don't be too 
modest, Jennie. My car would probably look like a joke next to a 
Porsche," Lisa said, laughing at Jennie's reaction. 

"Are you kidding me? This is better than my Porsche!" Jennie 
groaned. 

"You're kidding, right?" 

"No, I'm not. I've always wanted a car like this, you know? Old, 
classic, dreamy. Alicia Silverstone in Clueless kind of thing." 


"So, why didn't you?" asked Lisa with amusement. 

"My mother doesn't like the idea at all," Jennie said while running 
her hand on the hood of the Impala. 

"I thought chaebol kids get to pick whatever they want?" asked 
Lisa. "Can you please hold this for me for a second? I just need to 
find my keys," she said, handing her camera bag to Jennie while 
fumbling inside her leather bag, searching for her car key. 

"Not everyone," Jennie answered as she accepted Lisa's camera 
bag. "Especially when you're handed down with a book of chaebol 
guidelines the moment you were born." 

Lisa ceased from rumaging the inside of her bag and looked up 
with wide eyes. 

"Is there really, like, a book of guidelines or whatever?" 

"No, Lisa. But you get the point," Jennie answered, laughing and 
leaned casually on the cold hood. 

"Yeah, I think I do. And that's sad, right?" said Lisa, who resumed 
her fumbling inside the hollows of her leather bag. 

"Totally. And then you just suck it all up and go along with it 
until you turn eighteen." 

"Eighteen?" Lisa mumbled distractedly and exclaimed, "Ha! There 
you are!" in relief when she finally got a hold of her set of keys 
inside her bag, which included the car key. 

"Yes. Adulthood. To me, at least. That's when I was given the 
chance to decide something for myself," said Jennie. 

"Decide for whatever you want to do with your life?" 

"No. For college. My parents were hoping that I would do their 
bidding. Go to the US, attend business school, take up my masters, 
return to Korea and join the company." 

"But you didn't?" Lisa asked, now fumbling on the set of keys on 
her hands. 

"Uh-huh. I still went to the US, though,after I finished my 
education in Auckland. My mom was disappointed when I told her I 
was accepted in NYU but not in the business program. But my dad... 
He was all-out supportive. I miss him. He would have liked you, 
Lisa." 

"Really? Why is that?" Lisa asked as she inserted the key on the 
hole and unlocked the door beside the passenger's seat so Jennie 
could settle first. 

"Because you have a really nice car," Jennie said with a wink 
before she settled herself comfortably inside Lisa's car. 

"Your father would have had disapproved about you riding on 
this box," Lisa said, looking embarrassed, as soon as she seated 
behind the steering wheel and placed her leather bag and camera 
bag in the backseat. "I'm sorry about all the clutters. I haven't got 


the chance to clean this up before I came here." 

The clutters Lisa was talking about were the empty cartridges of 
film rolls littering on the carpeted floor of the car and the stacks of 
CD's and cassette tapes scattered all over the back seat. There was 
also a leather jacket hanging behind the driver's seat, a spread-out 
map and a couple of books and magazines about photography lying 
above the upholstered seat, and a stab of toll way tickets and some 
other insignificant receipts on the dashboard. 

"Your car smells nice," Jennie said. 

Lisa was about to revved the engine of her car but stopped 
midway and inhaled all the possible dusts and elements inside her 
car. But all she could smell was Jennie's scent beside her. Sweet 
strawberry, a little bit of honey and spring. 

"My car smells just like you," Lisa blurted out without thinking. 

She heard Jennie stifled a laughter. 

"I was thinking about vanilla and chocolate and a little bit of 
cinnamon, actually," Jennie said. 

"Is that how I smell?" Lisa wondered, sniffing the garments of her 
jacket, after she finally started the engine and strategically 
maneuvered the Impala away from the tight parking space. 

"Kind of. You actually smell like Christmas Eve, Lisa. You know, 
when you sit beside the tree with a hot chocolate drink with melted 
mallows in your hand and vanilla-flavored sugar cookie sprinkled 
with cinnamon dust on the top? You smell like--," 

"Food?" Lisa quipped and started laughing. 

"No. You smell like home on Christmas, actually. Warm and cozy 
and everything nice," Jennie smiled while picking up a tiny trinket 
that looked like Father Christmas lying on the dashboard. 

"I love Christmas," was the only thing thay Lisa could come up 
with because her mind was so full of Jennie's warm words about 
her and the surging waves of emotions was clouding her mind from 
thinking straight. 

"Yeah. Me, too," Jennie mumbled and fell silent, holding the 
Father Christmas trinket between her fingers and looking at it as 
though Jennie was thoroughly studying how such big hands could 
sculpture something as tiny as a trinket. 

Sitting beside Jennie inside the silent and warm refuge of her car, 
sniffing Jennie's scent as if it was slowly envading the amount of 
space that hasn't been envaded with by that sweet, tangy 
strawberry scent and listening to the rhythm of silence that was 
embracing them both, while she was driving on 80kph, was 
something that Lisa have never dreamed about. 

They were both listening to the humming sound of the car engine 
and the occassional whistling of the wind outside. The northern 


part of Korea was blurring passed behind them. 

"So, what's your favorite color, by the way?" Lisa asked out of 
curiosity. 

She had only seen Jennie wearing something dark everytime they 
would see each other, except when Jennie was wearing that classic 
red Chanel jacket that looked undeniably hot on her. But Jennie 
didn't look like someone who was fascinated with the darker side of 
every shades in the spectrum, Lisa thought. Because there were 
parts of Jennie that wasn't still tarnished by the gloomy memories 
that Jennie have been keeping in store within her world. And they 
sort of showed up everytime Jennie would laugh and smile. 

"I love the color of the rainbow," Jennie answered earnestly. Like, 
it was the most honest and vulnerable information about herself 
that she had ever divulge to Lisa. 

But Lisa couldn't help but scoff loudly. 

"What?" Jennie asked, slightly taken aback by Lisa's scoffing. 

"Nothing," Lisa shrugged, unable to contain the bubble of 
laughter that was slowly forming inside the hollows of her throat. 

"Lisa! What's so funny?" Jennie groaned, this time without the air 
of curiousity but more on jumping in to Lisa's amusement. She was 
chortling, herself. 

"Is rainbow a color? I thought it's a set of colors. Like, ROYGBIV?" 

"Well, it's a product of a white light in a prism or something, so I 
think that counts as a color? I don't know," Jennie answered, 
laughing. "A set of colors by a color, I guess?" 

"Mine is red," Lisa said. "Any shades of red, actually. I like how it 
sort of symbolizes life. To me, at least." 

"I haven't seen you in red, though?" Jennie quipped. 

"I haven't seen you wearing a rainbow dress or something, either," 
Lisa retaliated, laughing. 

"Touche." 

They both said it at the same time and started laughing at each 
other at the same. They were laughing heartily. The sound of their 
laughters soon filled the sizable amount of space inside Lisa's classic 
car. 

"I have a red dress, actually," Lisa offered, after the last thread of 
their laughters have died out. "It's decorated with small white 
circles, like polka dots. My mom bought it for me. I haven't got to 
wear it, though." 

"Why?" Jennie asked, wondering inside her mind how Lisa would 
look in a red polka dot dress. 

"Because that dress looks so beautiful, that I feel like I'm going to 
ruin it if I'm going to wear it on the wrong occassion. It's like I'm 
waiting for the right moment for me to finally wear it." 


"But, how would you know if it's the right moment?" Jennie 
inquired. 

"I don't know, honestly. But I'm keeping it ready just in case," Lisa 
said, chuckling about her absurdity. 

"I don't have a dress or any clothing that's rainbow-colored," 
Jennie said. "I mean, I used to have this favorite onesie, a unicorn 
one but painted in rainbow colors. I've outgrown that one already." 

"I can't imagine you wearing a rainbow overcoat or something," 
Lisa said, which earned her a funny glare from Jennie. 

"Hey, Lisa. Can I tinker the dial?" Jennie asked, leaning forward 
and checking the set of dials around the built-in music player. 

"Sure. Go ahead," said Lisa. "We need some music for the road, 
anyway." 

"You still listen to cassette tapes, really?" Jennie asked after she 
noticed the cassette tape stuck inside the player. 

"Yep. I'm a dork, remember?" Lisa said jokingly. 

Jennie rolled her eyes on Lisa before she pressed the play button 
and soon the inside of the car was filled with the sound of a 
prelude, to which Lisa was humming along. Her long, slender 
fingers were tapping on the leather cover of the steering wheel, 
along with the beat of the sound of the guitar plucking. 

"Oh my god! I love this song!" Jennie exclaimed and turned the 
dial of the volume up. 

And soon, Tracy Chapman's voice filled the interior of the car. 
And Jennie and Lisa were singing along with Fast Car to the top of 
their lungs. Each of them finding their own version of the beat, 
their own version of the musical notes, as Lisa was tapping her 
fingers on the steering wheel, while Jennie was drumming her 
hands carelessly on her knees. Both heads bobbing rhythmically in 
harmony with the song. 

There were times when one of them would pause and laugh 
because they couldn't get the lyrics right, especially during the 
chorus, when Tracy was singing about being wrapped by an arm 
around her shoulder, while the city lights were laid before them, 
whoever Tracy was with inside the fast car. And then sang back 
again, belting out the words and the symphony. Their voices, which 
was off-beat and out of tune, were blending and drowning Tracy's 
velvety voice. 

And then the song was over before Jennie and Lisa knew it and 
Tracy Chapman ended it in G. 

"God, that was good!" 

They both said it at the same time, like in sync, and out of breath 
and they laughed at how they both said it. 

"Okay, next!" Jennie said, expecting to hear another familiar 


song. 

But she looked at Lisa when an intro of bass guitar and cymbals 
were playing and she didn't have any idea what it was. 

"It's called Saint Bowie, by The Royalty," Lisa said, smiling like an 
idiot because of how Jennie looked cute and clueless. 

"Bowie? As in the David Bowie?" Jennie asked with wide eyes. 

"Most probably. Listen to the lyrics. It's quite catchy," she said. 

And so Jennie did. Her head was slowly banging and her hips 
were slowly swaying against the soft upholstered seat she was 
sitting on while Nicole Boudreau's voice made her look like she was 
in a trance, because her eyes looked dreamy and her mouth was 
slighty hanging open while a small smile was playing on her lips. 

"I love her already," Jennie said as she listened to Nicole's 
soothing voice singing about making Bowie proud. 

"Glad we're on the same page," Lisa said proudly as she belted out 
the some part of the song while shooting glances at Jennie who was 
still looking pretty and dreamy. 

Later on, they spent the whole drive singing to mutually familiar 
songs and Lisa explaining to Jennie why she chose to include some 
unfamiliar songs on her mixtape and what they meant to Lisa. 

They belted out to Paramore and sang a duet with Lauryn Hill 
and Carly Simon. Jennie was singing her heart out to a classic song 
by Bruce Springsteen and Heart and Lisa was making a fuss about 
how she's falling madly in love with everything about Of Monsters 
And Men. And at one point, after they stopped by a gasoline station 
to fill up their gas, Jennie and Lisa were dancing to The Wombats 
and Joy Division and swayed along with Hungry Eyes, rolling their 
windows down occasionally for air. And they made another stop at 
the next gas station because Jennie wanted to take a pee and Lisa 
wanted to buy chocolate bars and a large bottle of water, which 
they take turns to sip and drink while they were discussing about 
the realm possibilities of a parallel universe. 

They spent their energies singing and talking and dancing and 
stopping to take pictures, that when they hit the freeway, Jennie 
was already fast asleep on her seat, covered with Lisa's spare leather 
jacket, while Lisa was still humming along with the music on her 
playlist. It was Snoh Aalegra's sultry voice's turn to keep her 
company and awake while on the road. 

Lisa was shooting glances at the sleeping Jennie every second or 
so and noticed how Jennie's lips were parting a little and her 
breathing was steady and calm, looking peaceful and unperturbed, 
while she was in slumber mode. 

Tell me why I 
I can't keep my eyes off you 


The feeling is new 
Yeah, the feeling is you 

Lisa knew that it was too early to tell. But Jennie definitely made 
her feel things, weird and intangible feelings that she had never felt 
before to anyone or anything. Unless, she would count the extra 
weird feelings she's had whenever she's holding a camera and 
chasing her magnum opus. 

The past hours that she was with Jennie, doing and talking about 
silly things like they were two teenagers who went out for a road 
trip, while discovering the intricacies of one another, made Lisa the 
happiest. And thinking about how Jennie succumbed to her on her 
most vulnerable state made Lisa feel protective of Jennie, because 
she have finally come to terms that she never wanted to lose sight 
of Jennie and that gummy smile of hers again. She wanted to see it 
all the time. She wanted to be part of it. To be part of Jennie's 
enigmatic persona. 

Tell me how 
I can't resist this love 
My mind's saying, "No" 

Lisa didn't care anymore that she knew nothing much about 
Jennie. Except that Jennie would occassionally step out from her 
secured, wealthy life to try and live a normal life from time to time, 
because she was bored and because she was sad. 

I get in all this time 
Our emotions diffuse 
Only when I'm with you 
But I just feel like... 

"Damn, Jennie. You got me," Lisa whispered as she was staring at 
Jennie's face, while Snoh Aalegra was repeatedly singing the words 
that Lisa have just uttered. 

Jennie stirred and fidgetted on her seat. She slowly opened up 
her eyes, looking sleepy and disoriented. The bright lights of 
Hongdae were reflected on her eyes. Her face was shining along 
with the bright neon lights and Lisa thought Jennie looked the most 
beautiful when she was letting her guard down. 

"Did you say anything, Lisa?" Jennie asked after letting out a 
dragging yawn and stretching her tired limbs. 

"We're here," Lisa answered and pulled her Impala to a halt beside 
a curb. 

"I'm sorry I fell asleep," Jennie apologized. 

She parked her car outside the Orange, next to a shiny, huge 
black Rover that looked slighty intimidating and out of place. 

"No, it's okay. I was--," 

"Oh my god!" Jennie gasped and hastily opened the door beside 


her without so much as looking at Lisa before stepping out of the 
car, while staring at the woman who, Lisa finally noticed, was 
standing beside the hood of the Rover. 

"Chu!" Lisa heard Jennie exclaimed before slamming the car door 
behind her, leaving Lisa in a confuse state. 

"Chu?" Lisa mumbled while staring at the woman who was 
wearing a beret hat beside the humongous Rover. 


Chapter 17 


"Chu!" Jennie gasped when she stepped out of Lisa's car and 
walked straight towards where Jisoo was standing. "Oh my god! 
What are you doing here?" 

"Aigoo!" Jisoo breathed disapprovingly. "You should at least ask 
me how I am doing, Jendeukie. I've been waiting here for, like, an 
hour already. No, two hours to be exact," she said, raising two 
fingers and brandished it on Jennie's face. 

"Wae? Is there a problem?" Jennie asked concernly. She pulled 
Jisoo towards the back of the Ranger Rover, away from Lisa's 
earshot. 

"Your mother was looking for you. She was bugging me all day 
about your whereabouts?" Jisoo replied. 

"And? Did you tell her?" Jennie asked, sounding worried. 

She wasn't worried about her mother knowing where she was or 
what she did all day. She was worried about her mother finding out 
about Lisa. She didn't want Lisa to be dragged into her world. 
Because her world, her boring, uptight world was nothing close to 
Lisa's fun and colorful conundrum. She didn't want to ruin it for 
Lisa. No. She didn't want her mother to ruin it for Lisa. 

"Of course, not. Why would I even?" answered Jisoo quickly, as 
though the thought of betraying Jennie was offending her loyalty. "I 
told her I don't know where you are. But, you know your mother 
better than anyone, Jendeuk. She's persistent. So, she asked Mr. 
Young to trace you..." 

"And Young-seonsaeng did. Right?" Jennie said weakly, sounding 
and looking deflated. 

Mr. Young, the head of security of the Kim household was the 
most loyal to Jennie's mother. It wouldn't surprise Jennie at all if 
her mother would reward Mr. Young a golden plaque for his loyalty 
and unwavering service to the Kim's on his retirement day. 

"No. My father intervened. Dad told Young-seonsaeng that he will 
trace you, himself. But he never did, of course. Because my abeoji 
loves you, Jendeuk. He said he respects your privacy. I guess he 
found out about our "little secret" because he mentioned the word 
‘mural’ in passing." 

"Your father is a cheonsa, Jisoo!" Jennie gushed, but was still 
looking worried. "And so, how did you know I'd be here?" 


"Actually, I didn't. I was just kind of hoping that you'd be here," 
Jisoo answered. 

"You didn't trace me? Or Lisa?" Jennie inquired. 

"Why do you sound so suspicious, all of a sudden? Aigoo! No, I 
did not. I didn't had the chance to sneak back inside Dad's offi--," 

"Jennie?" Lisa called after she stepped out into the cold Hongdae 
air, unintentionally interrupting Jisoo. 

"Oh gosh! So, that's Lisa?" Jisoo whispered to Jennie. Her eyes 
suddenly shone brightly in excitement while she was tiptoeing to 
have a better look at Lisa. 

"Oh, crap! I've totally forgotten about her!" Jennie whispered 
back, now looking anxious, and glare at Jisoo who was eyeing Lisa 
with interest and curiosity. "Yes, that's Lisa. Be nice to her, Chu. I'm 
warning you. Do not intimidate her," she hissed on Jisoo's ear. 

"Ya, Jennie Kim! Since when did I ever intimidate anyone?" Jisoo 
hissed back and glared at Jennie before she turned her attention to 
Lisa. A wide smile was painted on her lips. "Hi! You must be Lisa?" 
she said brightly, elbowing passed Jennie, causing Lisa to falter on 
her steps. 

"Uh, y--yes?" Lisa answered reluctantly, cautiously averting her 
eyes from Jisoo to Jennie, and back to Jisoo. "And...you are?" 

"I'm Jisoo. Jendeuk's bestfriend," Jisoo said brightly, extending 
her arm towards Lisa, offering her hand for a handshake. "Hello! It's 
so nice to finally meet you, Lisa. Jendeuk told me so much about 
you," she added with a mischievous grin. 

Jennie suddenly felt hot in the face, melting the frosty air away 
from her radius. Never had she ever felt more embarrassed in her 
whole life. She badly wanted to kick Jisoo in the shin. Or drag Jisoo 
away from Lisa before Jisoo will say anything that might jeopardize 
Jennie's reputation and dignity. Or worse, her growing feelings 
towards Lisa. 

"Oh, really? That's, uhm, that's...that's nice, I guess? It's a pleasure 
to finally meet you, Jisoo," Lisa said courteously while shaking 
Jisoo's hand. "Jennie told me about you, too." 

"She did, didn't she? I hope she didn't say ugly things about me?" 
Jisoo laughed. 

But Jennie knew better. She wanted badly to just disappear in 
thin air right in that very moment. She had been thinking, 
imagining scenarios in her head, what it would be like when Lisa 
and Jisoo would finally meet. She thought about all the good things 
it might do to her. But now... Now that it's finally happening, she 
regretted everything almost instantly. 

Watching Jisoo laughing manically while talking to Lisa, and Lisa 
awkwardly laughing along with Jisoo, Jennie knew better. One 


false move from her and Jisoo might actually spill out everything to 
Lisa. Everything that Jennie said about Lisa. Jisoo was that kind of 
bestfriend. 

"No, she didn't," Lisa replied with a modest smile, shaking her 
head and then turned to Jennie. "Anyway, 'Jendeuk'?" 

"Jisoo has been calling me 'Jendeukie' for years now," Jennie 
quickly answered, trying to laugh as if being called "Jendeukie" was 
the funniest thing in the world, but she ended up grimacing, when 
Jisoo said: 

"Because she's so clingy," Jisoo interjected, saying it nonchalantly. 

"Because she thinks I'm clingy," Jennie corrected and glare at 
Jisoo. Which Jisoo responded with a don't-play-with-me-Jennie- 
Kim-or-I-will-tell-Lisa-you-like-her grin. 

"Right. So, what does Jennie call you?" Lisa asked Jisoo, playing 
along. An amused smile was painted on her face. She was having 
fun, obviously. Much to Jennie's disappointment. The odds were 
obviously on Jisoo's favor. 

"Nothing. She doesn't want to be called anything other than her 
name," Jennie provided the answer before Jisoo could say anything 
stupid. 

But Jisoo will always have a say on anything. And she's obviously 
having fun making fun of Jennie in front of Lisa. 

"That's not true, Lisa. Jendeuk calls me a lot of names, actually. 
But she settles with Chu because that's the closest to my real name 
and certainly the most ‘decent’ from all the other names she made 
up about me," Jisoo answered, pouting her lips. 

"Ya, Jisoo Kim!" Jennie exclaimed in protest and then turned to 
Lisa. "Don't believe her, Lisa. I only call her Chu because that's her 
nickname and everyone's calling her Chu." 

"You called me 'chikin' once, remember?" 

"That's because you love to eat skewered chicken!" Jennie was 
livid. 

"Yes, but chikin with two 'i's' and one 'c'?" Jisoo said more lividly. 

"You two are too funny," Lisa said, laughing. "Anyway, shall we 
get inside? It's cold in here." 

"Sure! Let's go!" Jisoo said immediately, sounding as though 
Jennie and her didn't had a heated discussion seconds ago. She 
walked passed Lisa, leading the way towards the entrance. "I need a 
drink. God knows I've been standing in the cold for hours, I 
would've turned into ice had you two arrived a second later." 

"Uhm, no, wait," Jennie said, quickly pulling Jisoo back. "Lisa, do 
you mind if Chu and I will stay behind a little? I just have to talk to 
her about something really important." 

"Yeah, sure," Lisa said, nodding. "I'll see you both inside, then?" 


"Okay. Grab us a table and some drinks, please? Thanks!" Jennie 
said. 

"And a platter of skewered chicken, too. Please, Lisa?" Jisoo said 
in her aegyo voice. 

Lisa smiled and nodded and said, "Sure!" before she left Jisoo and 
Jennie in the parking space. 

"See you, Lisa!" Jisoo shouted, waving her arm to Lisa's wake and 
then turned to face Jennie when Lisa was finally out of earshot. "So, 
did you, two, kiss?" 

"Wha--no!" Jennie answered, taken a back by the question. 

"But you tried to kiss her, right? Like, in the movies? Where two 
people were about to kiss because they obviously like each other, 
but stopped midway because they thought it was too early to kiss?" 

"Jesus, Chu! No, I did not try to kiss Lisa. Drop it already," Jennie 
responded. 

"Bummer," Jisoo told Jennie, looking disappointed. "What's the 
point of you going all the way to Tongyeong to find Lisa and you 
did not even try to kiss her?" 

"Okay, about that. You cannot tell Lisa or anyone that it was 
planned, the way we met today in Tongyeong. You can't tell her we 
traced her. I don't want her to think that I'm obsessing over her," 
Jennie said. 

"Aren't you?" Jisoo asked with a smirk, crossing her arms across 
her chest and raised a brow to Jennie. 

"No, I'm not obs--," 

"Really?" 

"I don't know, okay? Not yet, anyway." Jennie answered. 

"She's pretty. Lisa is quite a stunner. No wonder you're crushing 
on her, big time! So you better get that girl, Jennie Kim. And do it 
fast, before someone else will," said Jisoo. 

"You're making me sound like a...a predator or something!" 
Jennie said, rolling her eyes. "Anyway, Lisa's bestfriend is a 
stunner, too. You might want to meet her." 

"Oh, no, no, no. I mean, no offense to your newlyfound gender- 
preference, self-realization or whatever, but I'm straight as a ruler. 
You know that, Jendeuk," Jisoo said, laughing. 

"What are you even talking about? I wasn't asking you to date 
Lisa's bestfriend, Jisoo Kim. What makes you think that way?" 

"Oh! Nothing. I was just saying that I'm straight and no matter 
how a stunner Lisa's bestfriend is or whoever, I can't date them," 
Jisoo replied. 

"Yeah. And I thought I was straighter than all the rulers in the 
world, too, until I met Lisa. Nobody's safe anymore, Chu." 

"Not me. I can't like girls. That would be weird," Jisoo said, 


shaking her head. "Besides, if I should date a stunner, I might as 
well date myself," Jisoo added. 

"So, you think I'm weird because I like Lisa?" Jennie asked hotly. 

"No. I think you're weird because I know you like Lisa but you 
didn't even try to kiss her," Jisoo said with a smirk. 

"Why are you obsessing over a kiss that never happened, Chu? 
Can we just talk about something else?" 

"Sure. What about the chairmanship? Your mother almost 
practically begged me to convince you to accept it already. As if I 
can do something about it. But we already talked about it right, J? 
When are you going to tell your mom about your decision?" Jisoo 
said. 

"I don't know. I can't talk to you about that right now, Chu," 
Jennie said. 

"Fine. Then we'll talk about it later on our way to Gangnam. I'll 
take you home since you did not bring your car," said Jisoo. 

"We'll talk about it tomorrow. I'm not going home tonight," 
Jennie replied. 

"What? But where are you going to--oh no! Holy crap, Jennie 
Ruby Jane! You're not going to do to what I think you're going to 
do, are you?" 

"I'm not going to spend the night with Lisa, if that's what you're 
thinking," Jennie said. 

"Oh, right. So, what's your plan?" Jisoo asked. 

"I don't know yet. I just don't want to think about going home and 
ending this day yet. Besides, Lisa might have other plans for later. 
Who knows." 

"Aigoo!" Jisoo said, shaking her head, scanning Jennie from head 
to toe and then looked at Jennie in the eyes. "You're not in love, are 
you, Jendeukie?" 

"I don't know, Chu. Do you think I'm in love?" Jennie asked 
helplessly. 

"I don't know, Jendeuk. You tell me." 

"I...1 don't know, either. But Lisa...she... Everytime I see her, she 
makes my heart...flutter," Jennie said with a smile. "Is that love?" 
Jennie asked. 

"No. But I think you're surely heading straight towards that 
direction," Jisoo said knowingly. 

"Oh," was the only sound that came out from Jennie's mouth. 

"It's a trap, Jendeuk. Love is a trap," Jisoo said and started 
walking towards the Orange's entrance. "Now, we better get moving 
before we both freeze to death in here." 

Meanwhile, inside the Orange... 

"I thought Chaeng only do lives on open mics?" Lisa asked Jiyeon, 


while the latter was busy taking Lisa's order of a bucket of beers 
and a platter of skewered chicken. 

Lisa was sitting in one of the high chairs in front of the bar while 
looking over at the small podium, where Chaeng and her band was 
playing live music before the somber Saturday night crowd. 

The atmosphere inside the Orange was unlike how it was last 
week during the open mic. The crowd was surprisingly quiet and 
the booze wasn't as overflowing. The air was still thick with smoke 
but downcasted. Because Chaeyoung Park was singing her own 
rendition of a Pearl Jam classic, in a way that made her audience 
people fell silent to her melancholic voice filling the interiors of the 
Orange. 

I know someday 
Youll have a beautiful life 
I know you'll be a star 
In somebody else's sky 

Chaeyoung, clad in all-black fashion, looking as though she was 

mourning especially since she was singing a sad song, was sitting on 
a high chair in the middle of the stage; her long, slender legs were 
crossed. She had her eyes closed. Her red of mane was casted, 
covering half of her face. She wasn't playing her guitar. Her one 
hand was holding the mic stand while the other was holding a 
bottle of beer. 
Her voice... Her velvety, sultry voice was reverberating its sadness 
against the walls of every hearts inside the Orange. Her pain was 
echoing across the recess of those who have been sharing the same 
kind of emotion that Chaeyoung was trying to convey through the 
song. 

But why 
Why 
Why can't it be 
Why can't it be mine 

The audience erupted when the song ended. They were 
applauding and wolf-whistling when Chaeyoung raised her bottle of 
beer and yelled, "Cheers!" To which the crowd replied, "More! 
More!" 

"The audience requested for her. They want to hear her sing," 
Jiyeon said coldly. 

"She looked sad. Why?" Lisa inquired with concern. 

"She'll be fine," Jiyeon said curtly. "Are you with a group? You 
can't be drinking all these beers alone, are you?" Jiyeon asked 
scathingly. 

"Oh, I brought company," Lisa smiled. 

"Does Chaeng know you're here?" Jiyeon inquired, sounding 


crossed. 

"No. I haven't told her yet. Why?" Lisa asked. 

"I'm just asking. Shall I inform Chaeng that you're here?" 

"Yes, please, Jiyeon-ssi. There's someone I want her to meet," Lisa 
said. 

Jiyeon nodded curtly and left. Lisa thought there was something 
off about Jiyeon. She even noticed the coldness in Jiyeon's 
demeanor towards her. But maybe Jiyeon was just having a bad 
night, Lisa thought and shrugged. 

"Hey, Lisa!" Jisoo said brightly, tapping Lisa's shoulder. Jennie 
was standing behind her, who smiled at the sight of Lisa. 

"Oh, hey! I reserved us a table. It's over there," Lisa said, pointing 
at an empty table at the farthest end of the floor. "Shall we?" 

Jisoo nodded and again, leading the way. Lisa walked beside 
Jennie. Jennie automatically snaked her arm around Lisa's arm, like 
it was the most normal thing between them. 

"I'm so sorry about Chu. I didn't know she'd be here. She's a 
handful sometimes," Jennie apologized. 

"No, it's okay. I'm glad that she's here and gets to join us," Lisa 
responded. 

All eyes were on them as the three of them walked in the isle 
between the tables and passed by. Most of the onlookers were 
fascinated by the three beauties gracing their night. 

Jisoo, looking like the goddess that she was, was wearing a beret 
hat and a dark overcoat that wrapped comfortably on her body. 
And there was Lisa who was stunning as ever. Tall, slender, 
beautiful, like a living Barbie. Her long, blond hair was tied on a 
high ponytail, exposing the delicateness of her slender neck. And 
Jennie, the petite head-turner, looking regal and expensive, was 
clinging to Lisa. Her beauty was radiating amidst the gloomy lights 
of the Orange. 

"Hey, Lisa!" a young college dude who recognized Lisa from last 
week greeted Lisa. 

"You're famous?" Jennie asked teasingly, softly nudging Lisa's side 
with her elbow. 

Lisa laughed and said, "I'm not." but still said hi to the guy 
politely. 

They settled themselves in the soft,cushioned chair surrounding 
the four-seater table. Jisoo was busy looking around the interior of 
the place. Her curious eyes were wandering around, assessing and 
forming ideas inside her head, when the tall Chaeyoung came over 
and blocked her entire view. 

"Chipmunk! Hey!" Lisa raised herself from her seat and 
instinctively wrapped her arms around Chaeyoung's lovingly. 


Chaeyoung touched her lipstick-stained and beer-flavored lips to 
Lisa's cheek. Her eyes flickered towards Jennie, who was looking at 
Lisa affectionately. It was an internal battle for Chaeyoung to not 
roll her eyes. 

"Hey, Shutterbug! You made it! You brought company? 
I'm...impressed," Chaeyoung said, forcing a smile on her face. 

"Oh, yeah. Chipmunk, this is Jennie and her friend, Jisoo," Lisa 
said giddily, unaware of Chaeyoung's dilemma. "Girls, I want you 
meet my bestfriend, Chaeyoung Park," she said and wrapped her 
arm around Chaeyoung's shoulder. 

"Hello! Welcome to the Orange," Chaeyoung said, her head was 
spinning mildy but she was still able to stand on her ground. "Please 
enjoy the rest of the evening. If you need anything, whatever, just 
tell Lisa. She knows the way around here." 

"Thank you. It's a pleasure to meet you, Chaeyoung," Jennie said, 
raising herself from her chair and offered her hand to Chaeyoung. "I 
was here last week and I heard you sing. You were brilliant." 

"Thank you, Jennie. The pleasure is always mine," Chaeyoung 
said while shaking Jennie's hand. 

"So," Jisoo cleared her throat and looked at Chaeyoung, an 
amused laughter was visible on her face, "who decided to call this 
place 'Orange' when there isn't anything orangey in here at all?" she 
asked, stifling a chuckle. 

"I did. I named it after my first pet fish. Do we have a problem?" 
Chaeyoung answered coldly, raising her brows to Jisoo. Her stance 
have slightly changed, like she was in between the defensive and 
offensive mode. 

"No. Do we?" Jisoo replied curtly, taken aback by Chaeyoung's 
hostility. Gone was the ghost of amused laughter on her beautiful 
face. 

Lisa casually pulled Chaeyoung away from Jisoo and shifted her 
body and stood between the two. She found it unusual for 
Chaeyoung to be rude. 

"Have you been drinking, Chipmunk?" Lisa whispered on 
Chaeyoung ear. 

"No. Well, yes. Kind of. The girls and I were celebrating," 
Chaeyoung giggled, smiling from ear to ear. Lisa's hot breath on her 
earlobe was tickling her senses. 

"Really? About what?" Lisa wondered because it was so unlikely 
of Chaeyoung to have a drink before midnight. 

"You know, life!" Chaeyoung laughed. "Hey, can I leave you and 
your friends for a second? I just have to talk to Chahee. She's in the 
office. Jennie, do you mind?" 

"Oh, no. Certainly not," Jennie said politely. 


"TIl be right back," Chaeyoung said and extracted herself from 
Lisa's arm. "And I'll bring company. And I still have a set to finish. 
See you later, bitches!" she added and stumbled a little as she 
walked away from their table. 

It took Lisa a couple of seconds to recognize entirely that 
Chaeyoung was drunk and she wasn't herself. Especially when she 
saw Chaeyoung accepting a high five from one of the male audience 
and took a swig from somebody else's beer. 

"I hate her," Jisoo hissed at Jennie's ear so that Lisa couldn't hear 
her. 

"What? Why?" Jennie asked who was taken aback by Jisoo's 
sudden declaration of animosity against Lisa's bestfriend. "I like her. 
She seemed cool." 

Jisoo looked sullen and turned her attention towards the platter 
of skewered chicken and the bucket of cold beer in front of her. 

"I don't like her," she said and took a swig of her cold beer before 
taking a bite on the grilled meat. 

"Plus, she's pretty. And she can sing. You told me once that you 
like to be surrounded with people who can sing?" 

"T still don't like her," Jisoo said. 


Chapter 18 


"So, Jennie. What do you do?" A-yeon asked after five bottles of 
beer and all the inhibitions were gone. 

They were sitting around the three tables they gathered together 
in the middle of the floor, to accomodate all the ten of them. 

There was Jisoo and Jennie, sitting beside each other, feeling 
slightly intimidated and out of place, Jisoo most especially. And 
then there was Lisa who was sitting cozily beside Jennie, and both 
couldn't keep their hands to themselves. They would either lazily 
touch each other's hairs or Lisa would drape her arm on Jennie's 
shoulders and Jennie would automatically rest her head on Lisa's 
shoulder. There were times when they would held hands under the 
table and would then exchange lazy smiles. 

Chaeyoung, meanwhile, was sitting across Lisa, silent and 
observing, taking occassional swigs on her own bottle, her eyes 
were somewhat droopy. She was seated between Chahee and 
Jiyeon, and both were still not over the fact that Jennie was sitting 
with them at the wee hour, drinking with them and tagging along a 
friend who was equally pretty and intimidating. Jiyeon have been 
staring at Jisoo because she still could not fathom how someone 
could be as mind-blowingly beautiful as Jisoo. 

Then there were Chaeyoung's bandmates--A-yeon, the outrageous 
drunken master, Ji-In, the silent drunk type and Jin-Ah, who 
couldn't stop humming and singing classical piano pieces. They 
were eyeing at the two new additional company with curiosity and 
were particularly eyeing with Jennie and how she was slightly 
leaning her body towards Lisa and would then sneak a peek at 
Chaeyoung and how their redhead friend would react to it. 

The body language of Lisa and Jennie obviously spoke volumes, 
the three of them agreed in silence. There was tension between 
Jennie and Lisa and it was emitting through their stares and the 
way they gravitate towards each other. Like, each of them would 
adjust to the slight motion of the other, to compliment each other's 
movements. They'd have been squealing and teasing the two about 
it, but Chaeyoung was their friend and they knew exactly what 
Chaeyoung was going through at the moment. 

"Oh, for god's sake, A-yeon! You can ask Jennie anything other 
than that. What she does should never be our business to deal with. 


Seriously!" said Jin-Ah with her eyes closed, who was getting drunk 
every passing minute. She was humming an old Mozart tune. 

It was already almost four in the morning. The Orange closed at 
two. Jisoo and Jennie stayed, albeit Jisoo's persistent refusal, 
because A-yeon insisted and everyone agreed, including Chaeyoung 
although hesitantly, and because Jennie didn't really want to leave 
just yet because of Lisa. She wanted to spend more time with her. 

"You don't have to answer that, Jennie," Chahee butted in gently, 
sounding almost motherly, which earned her a stern look from 
Chaeyoung. 

"What?" A-yeon mumbled. "I just want to know Jennie better, you 
know, since she's going out with our Lisa and--," 

"Oh, no. Lisa and I aren't dating..." Jennie went crimson in the 
face. 

".-yet, officially," Jisoo interjected drearily. 

".-and Lisa is our friend and it's imperative that we should know 
the kind of person Lisa is hanging out with. Right?" The drunk A- 
yeon continued, slurring on her words. 

"Well, I'm a...a...I'm the--," Jennie started with a stammer but 
Jisoo cut her off. 

"Jendeuk's private life should never be anybody's business unless 
she wants to," Jisoo interferred yet again, sounding bored. She had 
been stiff and acting distant and reserved all night, eversince she 
and Chaeyoung had a tensed exchange of unfriendly conversation 
few hours ago. 

"What are you? Her spokesperson?" Chaeyoung mocked. Hostility 
was still on her voice. And because she was too drunk to even act 
civilly. 

Chaeyoung Park had been eyeing Jisoo Kim with obvious dislike. 
Half of the reason behind it was that she, too, could not deny the 
fact that Jennie and Lisa were acting all cozy and soft all night. It's 
as though they were on their own little world right in front of them. 
Flirting right in front of her. It was a sickening sight, according to 
her clouded judgement. 

Chaeyoung really didn't want to be jealous or whatever, but there 
was this persistent severe throbbing on her head and her heart felt 
like had been consistently punctured with a long, sharp needle and 
both were just so much to deal with that she felt the need to lash it 
out to anyone. 

Maybe that's the reason why Jiyeon and Chahee chose to 
sandwich her. Probably to pull her away in case she would 
suddenly sprung forward and latch her claws on Jennie. But Jennie 
was too sweet and nice and friendly that Chaeyoung couldn't find a 
fault against her. Except that Lisa obviously liked her. So 


Chaeyoung directed her hostility towards Jisoo. Because the woman 
was wearing a stupid beret hat. She didn't have a problem with 
beret hats, in general. Only that Jisoo was wearing one and that 
awfully annoyed her for some reason. 

"What do you know?" Jisoo replied with the same amount of 
mockery, which annoyed Chaeyoung more. 

"Why don't we play a game?" Ji-In said loudly to ease down the 
tension that was rising between Lisa and Jennie--the sexual tension 
between them was clear as the daylight, probably because of the 
alcohol and the cold weather outside and probably because they 
both like each other, obviously--and between Jisoo and Chaeyoung, 
who obviously hated each other. 

"I love games!" Jin-Ah screamed and raised a bottle in the air. 
"Cheers for all the players out there! May they burn in hell!" she said 
and drank her beer. 

Jiyeon stared at Jin-Ah with disgust and shook her head. "Why 
don't we play 'Spin The Bottle'?" she suggested. 

"The last time we played 'Spin The Bottle', A-yeon broke at least 
ten bottles. So no!" Lisa said, laughing. Ji-In and Jin-Ah laughed 
with her. 

"Why?" Jennie asked incredulously. 

"Because she was too drunk, she sent those bottles flying instead 
of spinning it," Ji-In answered. 

"In my defense, I was too drunk to even remember anything 
about it," A-yeon said. 

"Truth Or Dare' perhaps?" Chahee pitched in. 

"What are we? Pre-schoolers??" A-yeon protested. "Why don't we 
play "Never Have I Ever'?" 

"No!" Jisoo blurted out before anyone could speak. 

"Definitely not!" Chahee and Jiyeon agreed at the same time. 

"What a bunch of pussies! We probably won't even remember any 
of this tomorrow when we wake up," A-yeon snorted. 

"Still no. Leave me out of this," Ji-In said. 

"What do you think, Lisa? You love this game, right?" 

"I'm cool with it," Lisa said and again, turned her face towards 
Jennie who was already looking at Lisa endearingly. "Jennie?" 

"I don't know. It should be fun," Jennie said apprehensively and 
then turned to Jisoo. "Chu? What do you think?" 

"Spill my secrets and get drunk? No way, Jendeuk," Jisoo said. 

"Chaebol kids probably don't have any sense of fun," Chaeyoung 
said coldly and turned to A-yeon. "Let's do it, A-yeon." 

Jisoo suddenly stood up, knocking down her chair backwards, 
furiously looking at Chaeyoung. 

"Wait a minute! Who are you calling kids?" she demanded to 


Chaeyoung, who was smirking at her with mockery. 

"Whoa whoa! Chill, you guys! We're just trying to have some fun 
here," Chahee said, also standing up. Her hand was already on 
Chaeyoung's shoulder. 

"Sit down, Chu! What's the matter with you?" Jennie hissed 
cautiously while looking at Chaeyoung apologetically and tugged 
Jisoo's overcoat. 

Jisoo flopped back on her chair and looked at Chaeyoung with 
ardent dislike. "Fine. Let's do it!" she said, earning a drunken cheer 
from A-yeon. 

"Alright! Who wants to go first?" A-yeon asked excitedly. A bottle 
of beer was ready on her hand. 

Jisoo, to everyone's surprise, raised her bottle first, and said, 
"Never have I ever felt jealous in my entire life," Jisoo said, staring 
straight at Chaeyoung's mocking eyes, who have gone cold for a 
fraction of a second. 

"Lucky you," A-yeon jested, raising her own bottle to Jisoo and 
said, "Cheers to your sheltered chaebol life, gorgeous!" 

Chaeyoung's bandmates laughed and copied A-yeon and they all 
took a swig on their bottles. Including Chaeyoung and Lisa. 

The rule of the game was simple: Each of them must confess 
something that they have not done yet in their entire life. It doesn't 
matter if it was absurd, trivial or controversial and scandalous it 
would be, and if the other players knew that they have done exactly 
the same thing that the person have confessed not doing, they 
would take a swig on their bottles. 

There would be no losers or winners. The purpose of the game 
was to simply get drunk gradually during the course of the game 
and knowing each other's secrets without obliging anyone to 
confess the full details of it. 

"Never have I ever been not shoved up in a wall and kissed real 
hard," A-yeon confessed with a drunken grin on her face, followed 
by a dragging sensual moan that echoed throughout the interior of 
the Orange. She even acted like she was straddling on her chair and 
grind her lower body against the cushioned seat. 

"Oh my god! It's started!" Jiyeon said, covering a palm on her face 
and picked her bottle up along with everyone else. 

Everyone took a swig on their bottles except A-yeon with a 
triumphant look on her face. Jennie was giggling and Jisoo was 
looking like someone have hit her in the face. They both didn't have 
seen anything as vulgar as what A-yeon did, ever. 

"Okay, my turn," Jiyeon said. "Uhm, never have I ever been drunk 
and wasted, even though I work in a bar?" 

Ayeon and Jin-Ah groaned in protest. Ji-In shook her head in 


disbelief and whispered, "Unbelievable!". Chahee burst out laughing 
and Chaeyoung decided to pat Jiyeon in the back, saying, "I'm so 
proud of you, Jiyeon-a." 

"What?" The innocent Jiyeon asked. 

"You're too precious, Jiyeon-a!" Lisa teased Jiyeon and raised her 
bottle and said, "Cheers!" 

All of Chaeyoung's crew said it aloud along with Lisa, particularly 
A-yeon, raising their bottles to Jiyeon who went red in the face. 

All seven of them, Chaeyoung included, was laughing out loud 
after. While Jennie and Jisoo, the sheltered and cultured chaebol 
daughters of the city of Gangnam, kept their mum and looked 
slightly offended with the idea that they were clearly outnumbered 
and the lack of drinking experience was starting to get obvious. 

"Jennie, your turn," Jin-Ah said, nodding to Jennie. 

"Step up your game, chaebols," A-yeon mumbled. "Let's all get 
dirty here!" 

"Okay," Jennie started and cleared her throat. "Never have I ever, 
uhm, been kissed?" 

"OH MY GOD," A-yeon screamed in disbelief and spilled her beer 
on the table. 

Everyone erupted and burst out laughing, even Lisa and 
Chaeyoung. Jisoo shook her head due to embarrassment. 

"What?" Jennie asked Lisa in disbelief. But she, too, was laughing 
so hard because she found it appealing and totally amusing how 
everyone was laughing at her and how she didn't feel offended at 
all. Like, she belonged with them. If this was what Lisa was talking 
about being normal, then she wanted to be part of it. 

"You're so cute I could kiss you right now!" Lisa cooed on Jennie's 
ear out of drunkenness. 

"Ya! Get a room!" A-yeon screamed. 

Jennie giggled from being besotted and everyone groaned 
because they thought they looked cute together, when Chaeyoung 
decided to step up her game, big time, and rain on the parade. 

"Okay, my turn," she said boorishly and stood up, raising her half- 
empty bottle, swaying on her spot and said, "Never have I ever not 
been kissed by a girl." Chaeyoung dropped the bomb and everyone 
became still and silent. 

Each one of them was waiting for someone, anyone within the 
group to raise their bottle. Nobody did. Except Lisa, A-yeon and Ji- 
In. 

Ji-In did not come as a surprise. She have always been a loud and 
proud lesbian. She and A-yeon had a short thing in the past, so A- 
yeon had to drink on her bottle, too. 

So, all eyes turned from Chaeyoung to Lisa, who was staring hard 


at Chaeyoung. Gone was the cooing laughter on her face. She 
looked bewildered and sobered up a little. 

Their was a sudden change in the atmosphere. It was as though 
the time have stood still. Frozen. Calculating. Waiting for the bomb 
to finally explode. If there was ever any. 

"Why don't you tell them, Lis?" Chaeyoung said with a smirk. She 
was daring Lisa to detonate the bomb she created. 

"Uhm, it happened a long time ago," Lisa started. She was 
particularly looking at Jennie. "Chaeyoung and I...we shared a kiss. 
On the lips." Everyone gasped except Jennie. She was smiling at 
Lisa, as if she found the confession amusing. "It was a dare, actually. 
We played 'Truth or Dare' with some friends from school and..." 

"It lasted for five minutes. Lisa was a good-kisser," Chaeyoung 
confessed with a triumphant grin on her face. She looked too drunk 
and sleepy, Chahee and Jiyeon were holding her to stop her from 
swaying and falling on the floor. "We were each other's first kiss. 
Right, Lis?" 

"Yes, we were," Lisa said, still looking at Jennie. Wondering why 
Jennie was still smiling at her, a strange spark was playing on her 
cat-like eyes. Jisoo beside Jennie was tutting and whispered, "Why 
am I not surprised?" 

"What did you just say?" Chaeyoung demanded. 

Jisoo scoffed and stared directly at the drunk Chaeyoung. She 
raised her bottle and said, "I said, never have I ever seen anyone so 
pathetic in my entire life." 

And everything happpened in a blur... 

Chaeyoung smashed her bottle of beer angrily on the tiled floor 
and tried to climb and crawl up on the table. All the bottles of beer 
above the table came tumbling down, spilling the contents on the 
table. Some even rolled down and came crashing on the cold floor. 
Chahee and Jiyeon was pulling Chaeyoung, trying to stop her from 
getting her hands on Jisoo. 

Lisa pulled Jennie, who was forcibly pulling Jisoo away from 
Chaeyoung's grasp. 

Ji-In was clutching her hair, begging desperately for everyone to 
calm down. Tears were on her eyes. Jin-Ah was too drunk to even 
give a damn about what's happening around her and continued to 
drink the remaining contents of her bottle in silence. And A-yeon 
was looking at the whole ordeal with curiosity and amusement and 
said, "What a great time to be alive and drunk!" 

Lisa then walked around the table and pulled Chaeyoung on the 
waist away from everyone. 

"Calm down, Chipmunk! Please!" she said, because the drunk and 
angry Chaeyoung Park was still writhing and fuming inside her 


arm. 

"Let me go, Lisa! Let me go, now!" Chaeyoung screamed, trying to 
release herself from Lisa's embrace. 

"Only if you will calm down!" Lisa hissed on Chaeyoung's ear. 
"Will you calm down?" 

"Fine! Fine! I will! Let me go now! I can't breath!" Chaeyoung 
responded and pulled herself away from Lisa's grasp. 

She was still fuming and shaking. She was breathing heavily. Her 
face was livid. Her eyes were glaring. She ran her hands on her 
messy hair. She was crying. 

"This is all your fault, Lisa!" she said angrily in between sobs. 

"I'm sorry, Chipmunk," Lisa said. "I should have asked first if it 
was okay with you if I tag Jennie and Jisoo along. I apologize." 

"It's not like that!" Chaeyoung whimpered. 

Lisa, unable to think of any words to console Chaeyoung, tried to 
pull Chaeyoung for a hug. But Chaeyoung pushed her away. 

"Just go away, Lisa!" Chaeyoung said. 

"Chipmunk, please?" Lisa begged. 

"Lisa, Jennie asked me to tell you that she and Jisoo are leaving," 
Chahee told Lisa when she and Jiyeon came over to pacify the 
unstable Chaeyoung Park. 

"But Chaeng--," Lisa started. 

"Just go! Talk to Jennie! Just leave me alone!" Chaeyoung said, 
now wiping the saline off her face and walked straight towards the 
door of her office. Leaving Lisa, Chaee and Jiyeon staring at her 
wake. 

"Take care of her. I'll be right back," Lisa said and stalked off 
towards the exit of the Orange. 

She found Jennie standing beside Jisoo's car, both hands were 
hidden deep in the pockets of her overcoat, bracing the cold 4 AM 
air. 

"How is she?" Jennie asked as soon as she saw Lisa walking 
towards her. 

"Not fine. I've never seen Chaeng like that before," Lisa answered. 
She halted her steps and was now standing half a foot from Jennie. 

"I'm so sorry about what happened, Lisa. I've already talked to 
Chu," Jennie said. 

"How's she doing?" Lisa asked about Jisoo who was sitting inside 
her car, waiting for Jennie to hop in so they could leave already. 

"She's still livid. Honestly, I've never seen Jisoo acting like that 
before. She was always nice and funny. Well, maybe a little bully, 
but she had never ever talked to anyone like that before," Jennie 
said sadly. 

"Well, I guess there's always a first in everything," Lisa said. 


"Like your first kiss?" Jennie asked. 

"About that--," 

"No, no. It's okay," Jennie interjected, a smile was suddenly 
creeping on her face. "Lisa, it's okay. Really." 

"What on earth are you even smiling about at four in the 
morning?" Lisa asked curiously. 

"Nothing. I just thought that at least one of us have already got an 
experience," Jennie said, stifled a laughter. 

"What do you mean?" Lisa inquired. 

"Nothing," Jennie laughed and opened the car door beside her. 
"We'll go ahead. You should probably get inside and talk to 
Chaeyoung. She needs you right now." 

"Hey, Jennie. When can I see you again?" Lisa asked before 
Jennie would disappear inside Jisoo's car. 

"Soon," Jennie answered with a smile. 

"But how soon is 'soon'?" Lisa asked. 

Jennie leaned herself closer towards Lisa. She tiptoed and planted 
a warm kiss on Lisa's frosty cheek, just centimeters away from Lisa's 
mouth. It only lasted for a couple of seconds but it was enough to 
set Lisa on fire. The alcohol was still kicking in. 

"You'll know. Bye, Lisa! I had a great time!" she said before finally 
getting inside Jisoo's car. 

Jisoo honked once, probably her way of saying goodbye to Lisa, 
before she maneuvered her huge Range Rover away from Lisa. 
Away from the Orange. Away from the drama that she and 
Chaeyoung have created. 

Lisa was still standing on her spot, the part of her face where 
Jennie's lips landed was still burning. She was waiting for Jisoo's 
car to take a turn on the first corner and disappear from her sight 
before she walked back inside the Orange. 

She and Chaeyoung have a lot to talk about. 


Chapter 19 


"Is the coast clear or I have to come back again tomorrow?" Lisa 
asked, holding a white handkerchief on her hand and waved it 
inside Chaeyoung's half-opened door. 

"What one earth! Come in, you silly!" Chaeyoung said from inside 
her office. She stifled an awkward laughter. A good omen, Lisa 
hoped. 

"About time!" Lisa exclaimed as she stepped inside Chaeyoung's 
small office. "You know, if you still wouldn't want to talk to me 
today, I would have seriously break down your door and barged in, 
whether you like it or not. How are you?" Lisa demanded before 
looking around at all the mess that Chaeyoung created and halted 
on her steps. 

There were balls of crumpled papers scattered on the floor, 
around the half-empty tin waste basket at the corner. Her table was 
unorganized, the little plant that Chaeyoung have nurtured was 
dying and Chaeyoung, herself, was a mess. 

Her hair was dishevelled. Her clothing was unmatched. Dark 
rings were visible around her eyes. She haven't even put a makeup 
on. And she looked sad, exhausted and embarrassed. 

"Okay, don't answer that," Lisa said and walked towards 
Chaeyoung's table, where a huge sketch pad was lying open, 
showing Lisa an unfinished artwork of a flower that seriously 
looked like an eyeball from another angle. An empty cup was 
placed next to it, surrounded by pens and pencils of different colors. 

"Why don't you sit down, Lis?" Chaeyoung suggested, pointing at 
the empty chair in front of her table. Even her voice sounded 
exhausted and hoarse. 

But Lisa walked towards the small, red sofa on the other side of 
the room, barely a couple of meters away from Chaeyoung's table 
and flopped herself on the soft upholstery. 

"Thanks, but I'd rather sit here. I love this sofa," Lisa said, intently 
looking at Chaeyoung, trying to catch her bestfriend's eyes. 

"Of course, you do. You bought that, anyway," Chaeyoung 
responded, rolling her eyes. 

It's been a week since Lisa saw Chaeyoung. A week after the 
scuffle that took place inside the Orange between Chaeyoung and 
Jisoo. 


Chaeyoung have been intentionally avoiding Lisa. She would 
always have an excuse not to see Lisa when Lisa would pay a visit 
in her office, in the bar or in her residence. She did not even bother 
replying Lisa's messages and answering Lisa's calls. 

"What have you been doing lately?" Lisa asked, trying to start a 
conversation. 

"Thinking, I guess," Chaeyoung answered, staring at the white 
ceiling. Her interlaced fingers were resting above her abdomen. 

"That doesn't look like you were just thinking," Lisa said, pointing 
at the balls of crumpled papers on the floor. 

"What do you want me to say, Lisa? Repenting? Regretting? 
Lamenting? Because that's actually what I have been doing exactly 
for a week now and it still hasn't done me any good, to be honest," 
Chaeyoung said in a boring voice. 

After Lisa went out to talk to Jennie before they--Jennie and Jisoo 
left that night, Lisa went back inside the bar to talk to Chaeyoung. 
But Chahee and Jiyeon stopped her, telling her that Chaeyoung 
wanted to be alone. That even Chahee and Jiyeon and everyone 
were told to leave her alone. 

"I was actually wondering why you're avoiding me, Chaeyoung-a. 
Were you mad at me? Are you still mad at me?" Lisa asked, 
sounding hurt and pleading. "Is that why you can't even look me in 
the eyes right now?" 

The strain on her voice was enough for Chaeyoung to stop staring 
at the empty ceiling and look at Lisa with wide eyes. 

"Don't be silly, Lisa. You know I can't be mad at you," Chaeyoung 
said. 

"Then why? Why are you shutting me out, Park Chaeyoung? Why 
are you shutting everybody out?" 

Chaeyoung sighed and stood up. She walked towards the sofa and 
sat beside Lisa. 

"Because I'm still mad at myself, Lis. I'm mad at myself for losing 
my self-control that night, for allowing the alcohol and my 
emotions to take over my sobriety. I'm mad and embarrassed of 
myself for what I did. Don't you get that?" Chaeyoung explained 
and sounded so exhausted, it made Lisa feel heavy in the chest. She 
had never heard nor saw Chaeyoung so sad and tired before, the 
sight of Chaeng now was new to her. 

"Then why shut me out? Me, of all people, Chaeng? I'm supposed 
to be your bestfriend, remember? We made a promise, didn't we? 
About not shutting the other out?" Lisa confronted the issue that 
had been bugging her for a week now. Because, while she, too was 
taking the blame to herself about what happened, she couldn't 
understand why Chaeyoung would chose to deal with all these 


alone. 

"I think that's exactly the point, Lis. Because you're my bestfriend 
and I chose the perfect time to act like a demented loony in front of 
your friends. I'm too ashamed of myself that I can't even look at 
you, Lisa. I did what I did and I'm not proud of it. I'm not proud of 
the person I was that night. Do you get me?" Chaeyoung said. 

"You know what, Chaeng? I'm supposed to be mad at you. I was 
mad at you for a fleeting moment back there, to be honest. Yes, you 
embarrased me in front of them, Jennie and Jisoo. They were my 
guests. I brought them in that night because I wanted you to meet 
them. I wasn't expecting you'd hate them that much. Jisoo, 
especially," Lisa said. 

"But, Lisa! I don't--!" Chaeyoung butted in but Lisa waved her off. 

"No, let me finish. Because I'm so done not talking about what 
happened, Park Chaeyoung," Lisa continued. "I did hate you, a little. 
And I badly wanted to ask you why. Why you did what you did? 
Why were you so furious that night, that you kind of went like a 
loose firecracker or something? But, seeing you now. Talking to you 
now? I'm just...glad you're talking to me again. Because I missed 
you, Chipmunk. You can't go on like this forever, you know?" 

"I know. And I missed you, too. I'm so sorry, Lis. I'm sorry for that 
night and I'm sorry for shutting you out these past days. I was just 
too ashamed and scared that you might not want to talk to me 
again," Chaeyoung said, she started crying. 

Lisa scooted over and pulled Chaeyoung closer for a hug. 

"But we all make mistakes, Chipmunk. I make a lot of mistakes, 
like, all the time. But I still choose to see you and talk to you and 
laugh with you about it because you're my bestfriend and I cannot 
not talk to you, you know?" Lisa said while hugging Chaeyoung, her 
hands running up and down on Chaeyoung's back. Comforting and 
assuring. 

Chaeyoung tilted her face up and looked at Lisa incredulously. 

"Who are you and what did you do to my Lisa?" she asked with a 
contorted face. 

"Oh, shut up. I'm serious, Chipmunk. Let's just move on from it, 
alright? The girls are missing you," Lisa said. 

"I missed them, too. I haven't talked to any of them," Chaeyoung 
said. She was still engulfed inside Lisa's embrace. 

She missed that. She missed the warmth that Lisa's hug could give 
her. The assurance that Lisa was hers alone for the moment. God, 
how much she loved Lisa. How much willing she would give up her 
own happiness for Lisa's sake. 

"I know, silly. Chahee told me," Lisa said, pinching Chaeyoung's 
cheek. 


"So, you've been talking to them behind my back? How rude," 
Chaeyoung pouted. 

"Don't be stupid. I talk to them everyday. I drop by here 
everynight after I close the studio, asking about you and giving a 
hand running your business while you're hiding in here trying to 
shoot a ball of crumpled paper on a waste basket," Lisa said and 
sniggered. "I didn't know you fancy basketball, Park Chaeyoung? 
You were never the athletic type, were you?" 

"Shut up. I've been trying to write a song, actually," Chayoung 
said, her arms were still around Lisa's waist. 

"And have you been successful?" 

"No. I was too sad and angry at myself that I couldn't even think 
straight," Chaeyoung answered. "Hey, have you talked to Jennie and 
Jisoo lately?" she asked nonchalantly. As if Jennie's name won't 
inflict another wound to her heart and Jisoo's name won't stir the 
embarrassment inside her. 

"No. I haven't seen any of them for a week now. Why?" 

"Nothing. I'm just wondering," Chaeyoung hesitated. "But why, 
though? Jennie, especially? I thought you like her?" 

She felt the need to ask that, Chaeyoung realized. Maybe that was 
all she needed for her to slowly but fully accept the reality. Lisa's 
confirmation. It would hurt, obviously. But she couldn't just deny 
herself the truth. She wanted to hear it straight from Lisa. 

"Well, I just--hold on, Park Chaeyoung! How did you know about 
that?" Lisa asked, bewildered and red in the face. 

"What with the two of you flirting all night that night? You both 
couldn't even keep your hands from each other. It doesn't take a 
genius to realize what's going on between the two of you, actually." 
There, she said it finally without sounding bitter. 

But it was painful, Chaeyoung thought. Beyond words. Beyond 
her imagination. Beyond every lyrics and melodies. But she had to 
act like the bestfriend that she was to Lisa. Never mind that talking 
to Lisa about her feelings for Jennie was slowly but surely killing 
her on the inside. 

"Really? But I haven't yet told Jennie that I like her, though," Lisa 
said, sounding unsure. 

That was one of the most endearing things about Lisa, Chaeyoung 
realized. The way Lisa was unsure of almost everything in her life. 
Her passion, her capabilities, her emotions. Maybe that was why 
Chaeyoung have fallen so hard for Lisa. Because Lisa needed 
someone to guide her, to tell her that she was good enough. And 
Chaeyoung was there. 

"Trust me, Lisa. She's probably work that one out already. So, 
why didn't you talk to her?" 


The pain was slicing her into pieces. It was still right there. 
Staring at her straight in the face. But she had to accept and 
embrace it gradually. Because not embracing it would only mean 
that she needed to escape from it again. And escaping it would 
mean it would take her longer to heal, to pick up her broken pieces 
and to be whole again. 

"Because, 1. I still don't have her number. 2. I don't know her 
address. And 3. I was waiting for you to talk to me again," Lisa 
explained. 

"But why? I mean, the number 3? What does talking to me again 
have anything to do with you stalking Jennie again?" 

She should maybe start keeping her hopes up. That Lisa might 
have realized during their one-week hiatus that it was really her 
that Lisa wants. But then again, Lisa would never ever crossed the 
boundary. She knew Lisa too well. 

"I don't know. I just thought that if you don't want me to hang out 
with Jennie or Jisoo or the both of them ever again, especially Jisoo 
because you obviously hate her, then I won't. I can't lose you, 
Chipmunk. You're my bestfriend." 

Chaeyoung wanted to say something dramatic. Something that 
she had been rehearsing on her head for a confrontation like this. 
But she was so taken aback by Lisa's assumption that she hates 
Jisoo, that it made her mind do a double flip and forgotten what 
she was about to say. 

"Okay, first of all: I don't hate Jisoo," Chaeyoung said. 

"Of course, you do!" Lisa insisted. 

"What? I don't, okay? Why would I even hate her? I barely know 
her," Chaeyoung reiterated but suddenly looked unsure of herself. 
"Do I look like I hate her?" 

"Let me see: You were sarcastic to her all night, you smashed 
your bottle before you tried to climb and crawl on the table to get 
to her, when you can just walk around it--less hassle. Plus, you were 
mocking her all the time. So, yep. You did look like you hate her," 
Lisa said, nodding her head. 

"I don't hate her, Lisa. Honest!" Chaeyoung insisted and looking 
pissed all of a sudden when she remembered something. "But why 
does she have to be that beautiful, though? It's so annoying!" 

"Oh, is that why you hate her? Because she's stunningly 
beautiful?" Lisa asked, laughing. 

"Lisa, for the fourth time, I. Don't. Hate. Jisoo! Well, maybe a 
little. But that still don't validate why I did what I did, though," 
Chaeyoung said, looking morose and remorseful all over again. 

"Okay, enough of that already," Lisa said before Chaeyoung would 
start crying again. "Hey, are you up for a little walk?" 


"Walk where?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"Outside. I have to show you something," said Lisa and stood up, 
holding both Chaeyoung's hands and tried to heaved her up from 
the sofa. 

"Okay, sure. But let's not go too far. I have a lot of things to do 
here," Chaeyoung said 

"Liar. You weren't even doing anything important when I came in 
a while ago. Unless you count staring at the ceiling," Lisa sniggered. 

Chaeyoung squinted her eyes and kick Lisa on the shin. Not hard 
but enough to cause Lisa to stumble on her steps backward, 
grimacing in pain. 

"Ouch! That hurts!" Lisa whimpered but was laughing. "But at 
least you're back to your old self now. So, truce?" Lisa said and 
offered her hand for Chaeyoung to shake. 

Chaeyoung rolled her eyes at Lisa. She took Lisa's hand and shake 
it and said, "Truce. But no more teasing! Or I will kick you again." 

"Okay, fine. No more teasing," Lisa said who chose to stand 
behind Chaeyoung and placed her palms on Chaeyoung's eyes. 

"Lisa! What the hell?" Chaeyoung protested but Lisa shushed her. 

They walked slowly to accomodate Chaeyoung as she waded her 
way through the narrow hallway that would lead them to the main 
hall. And when they reached the centermost part of the Orange's 
floor, Lisa released her hands on Chaeyoung's eyes and said, "Ta- 
dah! What do you think?" 

"Lisa, what's goi--OH MY GOD!" Chaeyoung exclaimed while she 
was looking around the transformation of the Orange. 

A large disco ball was hanging in the middle of the ceiling, 
surrounded by small light bulbs and series lights. Heart-shaped red 
and black balloons were randomly scattered all over the ceiling 
while red and white balloons were scattered all over the floor. 

The tables and chairs were pushed on the sidelines and on the 
stage was a huge banner with a "HAPPY VALENTINE'S!" printed on 
it in bold letters. 

"Chahee and the rest of your crew wanted to ask you for this 
year's concept. But since you were too busy doing a Stephen Curry, 
shooting crumpled papers inside your office, I had to take over as 
your reliable bestfriend," Lisa said. 

"I don't know what to say," Chaeyoung whispered. 

"How about: Do you like it? Do you not like it? Do you want to 
change it into something contemporary?" 

"No. No, I like it, Lis. You know I love Saturday Night Live. But I 
didn't know that it could be a concept for a Valentine's Day special. 
I mean, I was thinking of a laid-back, chill night of accoustics and 
wine kind of Valentine's in here but this is more interesting!" 


"So, you better prep up for tonight's show, Chipmunk. Ji-In said 
they already prepared a set list for later and they want to rehearse 
with you later at two. I was tasked to deliver that message," Lisa 
said. 

"Thank you so much, Lisa. For this. For taking care of everything 
when I wasn't around. I owe you, big time. But where's everybody?" 

"Outside, handing out flyers. Chahee wanted an 80's theme. So, 
expect people to show up tonight in big hairs and bright, colorful 
clothes. It's going to be fun!" 

"Will you be here later?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"Of course! I can't miss the party. I'm bringing my cameras," Lisa 
said with a grin. 

But Chaeyoung suddenly looked somber. She held Lisa's hand and 
looked straight into Lisa soft, brown eyes. 

"Hey, Lisa. You do know that your happiness means so much to 
me, right?" Chaeyoung started. 

"Look, Chaeyoung. If this is about Jennie again, just don't push it. 
Okay? I mean, yes. I like her. A lot. She makes me happy in ways I 
can't even fathom. But if it makes you uncomfortable..." 

"No. I can see that you're happy with her, Lis. It's all over your 
face when you're with her. And I want you to be happy. Like, really 
happy." 

"Chaeyoung-a, I know you will never admit it to me. But I know 
what you feel. I know you're jealous of Jennie. I can see it in your 
eyes. It was written all over your face that night. The thought of it 
still haunts me on my sleep, to be honest." 

"Lisa..." 

"I hurt you and I'm taking all the blame that night. But I want you 
to know that I love you so much and you will always be my 
bestfriend, Park Chaeyoung. And no one, not even Jennie or 
anyone, can ever replace you on that role." 

"I know, Lisa. I'm your bestfriend but it doesn't give me the right 
to interfere with your happiness. I mean, if you really like Jennie, 
then go for it. I will support you all the way," Chaeyoung said. 

"Really?" Lisa asked. 

"Really. So, if you're coming tonight, you better bring Jennie 
along with you. And Jisoo, too. I have to apologize to them in 
person." 

"But, I don't know were to find them," Lisa groaned. "Besides, 
they might even have a date or something later. I heard that mat- 
seons are in-demand during Valentine's," Lisa said with a shrug. 
"Anyway, will you be okay here? I need to get going and open the 
studio. I have a list of clients who want their pictures taken today." 

"Oh, sure. Yes. Don't worry about me," Chaeyoung said. 


"Call me when you need anything. Okay?" Lisa said as she was 
heading towards the exit. 

"TIl be fine, Lisa," Chaeyoung insisted. "Besides, Chahee and the 
rest might be coming back anytime now." 

"Right. I'll see you tonight, then. Bye!" Lisa kissed Chaeyoung's 
cheek before heading out. 

The distance between her studio and Chaeyoung's bar was 
reachable by foot. So, Lisa decided to just walk and stopped by a 
shop to order choco milk. 

When she reached her block and took a turn, she saw a red car 
parked outside her studio, reserved for her client's vehicles. 

"Oh, shit! I'm late," Lisa whispered to herself and started to jog. 
She was never late for a photoshoot. 

As she jogged closer, she noticed the familiar car logo gleaming 
under the 10 AM sun. 

Lisa smiled widely. Her heart was racing with her feet. And when 
she finally came to a stop, she felt her heart lurched forward, 
missing a beat by a second. 

Sitting inside the car, behind the wheel, was Jennie. Her hair was 
tied in a high bun, her ears decorated with big, red earrings, her 
lips was full red. She was wearing a red turtle neck, looking 
beautiful as ever. 

Jennie didn't notice Lisa because she was busy typing away on 
her mobile phone. 

Lisa softly knocked on Jennie's window. 

Jennie looked up and instinctively smiled widely at Lisa. Her 
gummy smile was showing off again, making Lisa's heart skip a beat 
again. 


Chapter 20 


"Hi!" Lisa said breathlessly and waved her hand and greeted 
Jennie. Although she wasn't sure if Jennie could hear her from the 
inside. 

Jennie quickly put her phone away and rolled her window down. 
Lisa was greeted with the familiar scent of strawberry and spring 
and Jennie's gummy smile. Bright, warm and jovial. She missed 
that. It's been a week. 

"Hi!" Jennie said sunnily, despite the gray skies and cold weather, 
and casually leaned her body on the window chrome. 

Lisa had to stoop lower and hunched her back to accomodate the 
height difference between her and Jennie's car window. She could 
almost smell the delicious, expensive smell of Jennie's shampoo. 

"Hey! How did you--I mean, what are you doing here?" Lisa 
asked, mentally cursing herself because she couldn't wipe that 
stupid, wide grin off her face. 

"Three things, actually. But first, I want to ask you about 
something," Jennie said with a serious face. 

"Oh," Lisa muttered, taken aback by Jennie's seriousness. "Maybe 
we should talk about it inside? I mean, it's freezing in here," Lisa 
suggested and gestured the front door of her studio. 

"Oh, yeah. Sure. I'm sorry," Jennie said and rolled her window up, 
grabbed her things from the backseat and stepped out from her car. 

Lisa instinctively placed her palm on Jennie's lower back. Jennie 
did the same. They then walked together towards the front door 
that was made of wood and square glass panels, where a "CLOSE" 
sign was hanging from the inside. 

"Just a second," Lisa mumbled as she fished her keys inside the 
deep pocket of her jacket. 

Jennie was welcomed with a comfortable, warm scent of Lisa's 
studio when Lisa had finally pushed the door open. The door chime 
made a tingling sound that cut through the homey silence of Lisa's 
studio's receiving area. 

"Come on in," Lisa said and stood beside the door frame to let 
Jennie walked in first. 

Jennie walked in and looked around. The room wasn't spacious 
but enough to accomadate at least ten people. 

The ceiling was somewhat low and bare, painted with midnight 


black and on its surface was a seemingly endless aesthetically- 
designed crisscross of electrical moldings. Light fixtures were placed 
strategically, emitting dim and low lights, their beams pointing 
directly at the framed photographs being hung on the walls on the 
either side of the receiving area. Like a mini-gallery of some sort. 

A set of unmatched sitting chairs were situated on the left side of 
the room. A Compass square ottoman was placed in the middle of it 
and above it was a black book with the word "EVIDENCE" written 
across it. Beneath the furnitures was a round African carpet spread 
across the wood-designed vinyl floorboard, claiming half of the 
floor area. And across the furniture set was a small counter made of 
glossed waferboards and beside it was a built-in shelf that carries 
books about photography, including Bill Burke's I Want To Take A 
Picture, a small leafy plant inside a small white vase and some 
other trinkets from Lisa's travels. 

"Can I look around?" Jennie asked, pointing at the framed 
photographs on the wall. 

Lisa nodded and said, "Yeah, of course!" looking slightly anxious 
but still managed to put a smile on her face. 

She was tailing on Jennie's wake, standing just about a 
convenient distance behind Jennie, towering over the petite figure, 
as Jennie started with the first picture nearest to her. 

"She's beautiful!" Jennie gasped in awe as she was staring at the 
black-and-white close-up photograph of a beautiful Gypsy woman. 
Her large, dark eyes were staring intently at the lens. Her hair was 
long and wavy and a set of hoop earrings were hanging on her both 
ears. 

"That's, uh," Lisa started and cleared her throat and said, "Thank 
you." 

Lisa suddenly felt awkward and conscious. She suddenly realized 
that it was the first time that she and Jennie were standing in an 
enclosed room together. The strawberry scent on Jennie seemed to 
emit a stronger fume that it made Lisa anxious about the 
approximate distance between the two of them. 

"Where did you take this?" Jennie asked, oblivious of the fact that 
Lisa was starting to feel uncomfortable and edgy behind her. 

"In Paris, actually. Two years ago. She's a Romani Gypsy, asking 
for money from people along Rue de Seine. I had to give her ten 
euros just so she would allow me to take a snap of her," Lisa 
answered. 

"Was it safe to do this? I mean, they're not violent people, are 
they?" Jennie asked. She have read stuff about Gypsies and how 
they were good at swindling money from people. 

Lisa stifled a laughter and asked, "Have you been to Paris, 


Jennie?" 

"Actually, I just came home from Paris yesterday. My mother 
asked me to attend an event on her behalf," Jennie answered. 

Lisa thought that that sort of explained Jennie's weary look. The 
result of the long travel must have crept in on Jennie's petite body. 
And yet, Jennie was here on her studio, instead of taking a rest after 
a long flight 

"And you haven't been bothered by beggars on the Parisian 
streets, have you?" Lisa inquired with a half-amused look written all 
over her face. 

Of course, Jennie wouldn't have experienced being approached 
by strangers on the Parisian streets, asking for money or anything 
that they could benefit with. She's a chaebol. They don't strut along 
the crowded Parisian streets wearing their luxuries on their sleeves 
and being bombarded by Romani Gypsies. 

"To be honest, no. I haven't," Jennie answered. She didn't sound 
proud and haughty. If anything, she felt embarrassed for admitting 
how secured and sheltered her life is in front of Lisa. She didn't 
want Lisa to look at her differently. 

"Figures," Lisa said kindly and smiled. "They're everywhere on the 
streets, actually. Not just Gypsies, but also refugees from war-torn 
countries." 

"And they're allowed to beg for money? Publicly, in broad 
daylight?" 

"Begging in Paris is legal, Jennie. At least, that's what I've read. 
So, yes. I guess, they're allowed," Lisa answered with a shrug. 
"Anyway, what was it that you wanted to ask me?" 

"Oh, yes," Jennie said and dug her hand on the pocket of her 
plaid overcoat. And when Jennie's hand came back to the surface, it 
was already holding a Polaroid picture. 

Jennie raised it and showed it to Lisa. It was the Polaroid picture 
of them together while they were standing at a thousand feet high 
from the ground in Mireuksan Mountain. The Tongyeong harbor 
was behind them, looking meek and shadowy. 

Under the squared photograph was Lisa's scrappy handwritting 
that says, "Proud of you!" with a tiny heart, lopsided on the upper 
right, scribbled beside the exclamation point. 

"I want to ask you about this," Jennie started. 

Lisa was already mentally preparing a logical explanation about 
why she had to draw a small heart beside the exclamation point. Or 
why she had to write the words that she had written on the 
Polariod and put a small heart on it. Maybe she just have to say that 
it was done as an afterthought, for artistic effects or whatever. That 
she should have put a smiley on it, rather than a heart, but a heart 


was more artistic than a smiley. Because she was sure that those 
were what Jennie wanted to ask about. Because what else could it 
be? 

"I found this inside my pocket when I got home that night," 
Jennie said, holding the Polaroid between her fingers. 

Lisa could not help but grin stupidly, despite of herself. She was 
staring at the Jennie on the Polaroid. Frightened, a muss, clearly 
not ready for the camera but still managed to look refined and 
composed. And breathtakingly beautiful, with her jet black hair 
looking awry and unkempt. 

"What about it?" Lisa asked casually, despite the hard hammering 
of her against the hollows of her chest. 

"I was wondering all week about how and when did you manage 
to slip this inside my pocket without me knowing?" Jennie asked. 

"Oh." Lisa sighed with relief. "During when we were walking 
inside the Orange, with Jisoo. I was walking behind you back there, 
remember?" 

"But why do it in stealth? Why not give it to me directly so I 
could put it inside my bag? I could've lost this at the laundry," 
Jennie inquired with a pout. 

"Yes, I could have. But where's the fun in that?" Lisa said and 
grinned. "You were meant to find it that way, actually." 

Jennie laughed and rolled her eyes, shook her head and said, 
"You're really a dork, you know that?" 

"Yeah. But you love dorks, though, you said," Lisa ribbed and 
followed Jennie as she moved on to the next framed photograph. 
This time, it was a colored photograph of a Japanese woman, 
wearing a red Kimono. 

"Just one dork, actually," Jennie mumbled in a very low voice, 
almost talking to herself, while getting lost at Lisa's masterpiece. 

"Sorry, I didn't catch that. You were saying?" Lisa asked, moving 
closer towards Jennie so she could catch every word that Jennie 
would say. 

"Nothing," Jennie said with a sly smile and swerved her body so 
suddenly to face Lisa that both of them had to jump a little away 
from each other as quickly as they both could. 

"Sorry," they both said at the same time, looking at anything but 
at each other's eyes. 

"So, this is, like, uh," Jennie stuttered a little after she recovered 
herself and cleared her throat, "the receiving area, right?" she asked. 
Her cheeks were all flushy. Her pulse was racing like the hoaves of 
a horse on a race track. That was close, she mentally screamed to 
herself. So close that she could feel Lisa's warm breath fanning on 
her face already. 


"Uh, yes. Uhm, that is where, uh, the transactions are, you know, 
mostly done," Lisa said, pointing at the waferboard counter at the 
corner. 

Lisa wouldn't be surprise at all if her heart would suddenly pop 
out open and hit the brick wall because of how violent it was 
beating painfully inside her body. That was friggin’ close! So close 
that she could even count the tiny freckles on Jennie's nose. 

"I see," Jennie breathed, her face was crimson red, and turned her 
gaze towards the little leafy plant on tge shelf, as if it suddenly 
piqued her whole interest. 

"Hey, Jennie? Would you, uhm, like to take a seat so I can get you 
a...a cup of coffee or anything?" Lisa asked Jennie and gestured at 
the unmatched pieces of cushioned furnitures to ease the tension 
between them, and so that she could calm her nerves. She needed to 
calm her nerves. 

"Lisa, I've told you a while ago that I'm here for three reasons, 
haven't I?" Jennie said and started to walk closer towards Lisa, who 
was unintentionally but instinctively backing away as her initial 
reaction to Jennie's advancing. "First, was because I wanted to ask 
you about the Polaroid that you slipped inside my pocket..." 

"Uh-huh?" Lisa could only mumble, because Jennie was inching 
closer and closer and all the right words have already left her brain 
and made her unable to think clearly and coherently. 

"And the second reason why I'm here is because..." 

Why did Jennie's voice have to be seductively low and lazy, all of 
a sudden, Lisa wondered vaguely. And why did Jennie have to walk 
so slowly towards Lisa when she could just stay stationary so that 
they could talk normally, Lisa was internally asking herself. At 
least, she would't have to back away. She didn't even know why she 
was backing away. What. On. Earth? 

"I would like to see your actual studio, Lisa," Jennie said, 
dropping all the seductive, lazy tone on her voice and went back to 
her usual self. "Can I?" 

"Well, I...what?? Why?" 

But Jennie could only answer with a lazy shrug and a pleading 
look on her pretty face, like a cute kitten asking for a rub under her 
chin. 

"I don't usually allow, you know, non-clients to...to wander inside 
the studio, to be honest," Lisa hesistated, her head was spinning 
mildly. "But I guess I have to just bend that, uh, one rule today 
and..." 

"Oh, you don't have to. I'm here for that photoshoot you promised 
me in Dongpirang," Jennie said casually. 

"What?!" Lisa said abruptly, earning her a raised brow from 


Jennie. 

"You said you'd keep your studio on standby in case I drop in 
and--," 

"Yes. Yes, I remember what I said. It's just that--," 

"Are you keeping a lover inside your studio, Lisa?" Jennie asked, 
her eyes were squinted. 

"What? No!" Lisa said abruptly, as if the thought of her keeping a 
lover was offending her sensibilities. "No. Of course, not. I don't 
even have a...a lover." 

"Good," Jennie said, beaming. 

"Good that I'm not keeping a lover inside my studio? Or good that 
I don't have a lover, period?" 

"Both, I guess. So, can we go to your studio now? Please?" Jennie 
asked in her aegyo voice. 

Lisa finally realized what Jennie was trying to do. The spoiled 
chaebol in Jennie was jumping out and showing off in front of her. 
Using the chaebol magic or whatever that was that would make the 
likes of Jennie to get whatever they want. And it was working. 

"You're quite the persuader, aren't you?" Lisa said in a jest, a hint 
of laughter was showing on her face. 

"And irresistible, too. So, you better be careful when you're 
around me, Lisa. I'm quite the charmer when I want to," Jennie said 
with a satisfactied half-smirk grin on her face and sashayed towards 
the gray door, where the word "STUDIO" was printed in bold letters. 

Lisa just shook her head as she watched Jennie pushing the door 
of her studio open, envading the last of her forts that haven't yet 
been invaded by Jennie's sweet strawberry and spring scents. 

She then hastily sent a message to her secretary to specifically 
cancel all appointments for the day and re-schedule everything to 
the clients' convenience instead, because she had to deal with a very 
important client. 

"I didn't know we had a VIP for a client? The only VIP I know is 
Miss Doona and she's your teacher," her secretary replied via text. 

Lisa knew it was bad for business. But there was no way she 
would let the opportunity to do a photoshoot with Jennie to just 
slip by. She just had to do it. Besides, she missed Jennie. It had 
been a difficult week for her. What with Chaeyoung not talking to 
her and Jennie being M.I.A. 

"Just do as I say, alright? Talk to you later," Lisa typed and sent 
the message. 

When Lisa followed Jennie inside the studio, she found the latter 
standing in the middle of the studio set-up. Jennie was looking with 
interest and curiosity at the bright LED light from the softbox. A 
contradiction of red in the middle of the blinding white lights, 


looking ghostly and glowing. 

Lisa silently maneuvered her way towards where her camera was. 
She picked it up, turned it on and adjusted the settings manually to 
accomodate the darkness inside the studio and the bright white 
light from the softboxes. 

She took a candid snap of Jennie. Twice, thrice, four times. Until 
Jennie shifted and looked directly at Lisa's lens, raising her brows, 
as if asking what Lisa was doing. The sound of the shutter 
apparently pulled Jennie away from her reverie. 

"Sorry, I coudn't help it. You look like a vivid contrast against the 
blinding white light, it was so candid and beautiful," Lisa explained. 
"And that's a softbox you were staring at, by the way," Lisa said as 
she casually stride towards the set-up. 

"This is so cool," Jennie said, looking at the equipments around 
her. 

"The softbox?" Lisa asked quizzically. 

"Everything," Jennie answered earnestly. "So, this is where you 
spend most of your time, then?" 

"Mostly, yes. Here, and in the dark room. When I'm done for the 
day, that is. That's where I develop and process films," Lisa 
answered and went around her studio equipments to do some quick 
adjustments. "Are you ready?" she then asked Jennie. 

"Do I have to change or anything?" Jennie asked. 

Lisa took a step backward to assess Jennie's overall look. So, this 
explained why Jennie was wearing a long Bohemian skirt on a 
winter, Lisa thought. Jennie was prepping up for a photoshoot, 
apparently. Red turtle neck, long Bohemian skirt and black leather 
boots, under the gray plaid overcoat. Jennie has got style, Lisa 
thought. 

"No. You look great. Red suits you," Lisa said and positioned 
herself in a suitable distance away from Jennie. 

Lisa stood with her long feet apart. Her left foot took a huge leap 
forward, while her right took a step backward, carrying her body 
weight. Her body was facing sideward. She squatted a little to 
accommodate Jennie and their height difference and held her 
camera ready. Her left eye was shut closed, while her right eye was 
looking at the viewfinder. Her index finger was waiting for the right 
moment to release the shutter. 

Jennie nodded with a smile and said, "Alright. Let's do it, then. 
Just tell me what to do." 

The photo session went for about an hour. Lisa asked Jennie to 
move as naturally as possible. Lisa, the photographer, was all 
serious and a perfectionist when she's doing her stuff, Jennie soon 
realized, as she was receiving instructions from Lisa, left and right. 


She was told how to tilt her head, how to dilate her irises, how to 
form her mouth. Among all other things to get the right angles and 
the perfect shots 

Lisa wanted everything to be perfect, that she would ask and 
demand, even, that Jennie would do things exactly as how Lisa 
would envision a shot should be. She was strict and focused and a 
visionary and she wouldn't settle for anything less. 

Like when they did a close-up shot wherein Lisa specifically asked 
Jennie to take off her plaid overcoat and pinch the side of her lower 
lip between her index and thumb fingers and held it a little 
forward, as if Jennie was pulling it. 

"Like this?" Jennie asked, holding a portion of her lip between her 
fingers stiffly. 

Lisa shook her head behind her camera and said, "No. Hold it 
gently and pull it just a little. But not too tightly because your hands 
would tensed up and the camera will catch it. I don't want you to 
look like you're being forced to pinch your lip." 

Jennie did as she was told but the perfectionist Lisa was still 
uncontented and unconvinced. 

"Jennie, how about you do it but looking like you're teasing 
someone? Like, do something with your eyes, for instance?" Lisa 
suggested. 

"Teasing, how?" Jennie asked. 

"Teasing, as in you arouse some weird feelings inside them? Like, 
do it in a sexy way but just use your eyes expressively in a way that 
says you're trying to tease them," Lisa said, and moved herself closer 
to where Jennie was standing and aimed her camera just a mere 
foot away from Jennie's face. 

Jennie let out a long breath and did exactly as she was told. But 
this time, she made sure to work with her eyes while her fingers 
was working with her lower lip. 

"Like this?" she asked in a lazy, low voice, staring at Lisa with 
those feisty but seductive cat-like eyes of hers. 

The effect hit Lisa in an instant as though she was hit straight in 
the face with a large pillow on a stupid pillow fight during a stupid 
slumber party. 

She suddenly lost her balance and the ability to speak and to 
breath normally. A sudden jolty feeling shot her like an arrow that 
lingers just a couple of second or so and disappeared in a jiffy. Her 
pulse was racing and her mouth suddenly became dry. 

"Lisa?" Jennie called, which pulled Lisa back to earth. 

"Uhm," Lisa cleared her throat, "Yeah. Yes, that's...yes, hold it 
still," she said and pressed the shutter button down, despite the 
shaking of her hands. 


And when it was over, she called it a halt and said, "And, we're 
done!" with a bright smile painted on her face, that could only 
mean that she was more than satisfied. Although, the effect of what 
Jennie did just a moment ago was still there. 

"Thank God!" Jennie responded with a groan and stepped away 
from the bright LED lights and asked, "How did I fair?" 

"You did great," Lisa answered earnestly. "Sorry if I made it hard 
for you," she said. 

"No, you didn't. It was fun, actually. Exhausting, yes. But fun, 
overall," Jennie replied. 

"Are you hungry? Or would you want a cup of coffee or 
anything?" Lisa then asked after tucking away her camera inside its 
bag and securing the film inside it. 

"Why? Are you taking me out?" Jennie asked jokingly as they 
stepped outside the studio. 

"Just upstairs. That's where I live, actually," Lisa said after she 
turned the lights off inside the studio and locked the door. 

"Really?" asked Jennie with a disbelief look on her face. 

Lisa chuckled and said, "Yes, really. How is that so unbelievable? 
Anyway, shall we?" she asked and gestured the front door. 

Jennie nodded and said, "Okay. Let's go, then." 

Lisa then led Jennie outside the front door and toward the brass 
staircase at the right side of the three-storey building. 

"By the way, are you allergic to cats?" Lisa turned and suddenly 
asked Jennie who was behind her. They were climbing, midway, 
the brass stairway towards the second floor. 

"Why? Do you have a cat?" Jennie asked. 

"Two, actually," Lisa said as she pulled the door open after she 
provided her door security password on the little device attached 
beside the door jamb. 


Chapter 21 


"Come on in," Lisa told Jennie after she pushed the door open, 
revealing to Jennie her abode. "Feel at home." 

"Thank you," Jennie said and took off her boots in exchange for a 
comfy home slippers that Lisa offered. 

The first thing that caught Jennie's eyes when she finally stepped 
inside Lisa's living room was the huge couch in front of the large TV 
set. It looked old but grand. Behind it were two big sash windows 
with big white curtains draping majestically from the ceiling to the 
floor. There was also a colorful puffer ottoman between the sofa 
and the TV set and a soft-looking polyester carpet was spread 
beneath it. And directly above the ottoman was a small old 
Victorian chandelier hanging from the high ceiling. 

The walls were made of bricks and concrete, painted with the 
shade of whites and deep reds. The floor was covered with polished 
wooden floorboards and printed canvass of Lisa's monochromatic 
photography of different sizes were hung in the walls, strategically 
apart from one another. 

A winding staircase made of brass and painted in black stood in 
the middle of the floor area, leading to the loft where Lisa's 
bedroom and mini-library were located. And there, in the middle of 
the staircase was a grown-up cat. Sitting in one of the treads and 
looking at Jennie with wide eyes and curious look. 

"Leo!" Lisa said excitedly in a rather high-pitched voice that 
earned her a funny look from Jennie, when she spotted the white 
and gray feline and quickly sprinted towards the staircase in long 
strides. 

The cat was about to run for his life to get away from Lisa as 
quickly as possible. He was clearly not as excited as Lisa was. But 
Lisa, with her long strides and long arms, was able to sweep the cat 
first before the cat could run away from her. 

The cat was acting all stiff and pulling his face away while being 
held captive by Lisa's tight embrace and too much kissing. Leo 
clearly looked unhappy that he was imprisoned inside Lisa's arms. 
Lisa, meanwhile, was looking giddy and excited to snuggle the 
uncooperative cat. 

"Leo, meet Jennie. Jennie, this is my Leo," Lisa said while keeping 
her hold of the fat cat on her grasp and held Leo's front paw and 


waved it to Jennie. "Hello, Jennie! I'm Leo!" Lisa said in a small, 
meowing voice. 

Jennie laughed at Lisa's childish antic and swoon over Leo's 
overall being. "He's so cute!" Jennie cooed and stared at Leo 
endearingly, who was staring back at her with pleading eyes. As if 
asking Jennie to help him get away from Lisa's embrace. "Can I hold 
him?" Jennie asked. 

"Sure," Lisa answered and nodded. "But be careful, though. Leo 
doesn't like to be snuggled, as you can see. He still hates it when I 
carry him in my arms like this," Lisa said knowingly, while handing 
her pet cat over to Jennie. "He might scratch you, since you're 
practically a stranger to him and..." 

Lisa's voice was drowned when Leo purred excitedly and a little 
too loudly. He curled and snuggled comfortably as soon as he was 
inside Jennie's arms. Lisa was gaping in disbelief, looking hurt and 
feeling betrayed. 

"Yes, Lisa? What were you saying?" Jennie sniggered when saw 
the look on Lisa's face and played her fingers on top of Leo's head. 

Leo purred even more loudly, indicating that he liked what 
Jennie was doing to him. Which made Lisa scoff louder than Leo's 
purring. 

"What a traitor. He never do that with me," Lisa said 
acrimonously, shaking her head in total disbelief 

"Well, looks like Leo has finally found his real mommy now," 
Jennie said happily. "Isn't that right, Leo, my love?" she purred and 
touched her nose on Leo's nose, and earned another purr from Leo. 

"Whatever. I still have Luca, anyway," Lisa said bitterly, still 
staring at Leo, who was now sleeping inside Jennie's arms. "You 
heard that, Leo? I'll have Luca," Lisa said childishly with a pout. 

Jennie chortled and asked, "And Luca is Leo's younger brother?" 
while walking towards the velvet Chesterfield sofa and settled 
herself down while still cuddling the sleeping Leo. 

"Adoptive younger brother," Lisa corrected and followed Jennie. 
She chose to sat in the puffer ottoman in front of Jennie, facing 
Jennie and Leo; her elbows resting on her knees. "He's still months 
old, so he's literally just a baby," she added and tickled Leo's paw 
with her long fingers, trying to get his attention and win him over. 

"And does Luca want to be snuggled?" Jennie asked with a smirk. 

"He's still too young to know what he wants to do with his life, to 
be honest," Lisa answered matter-of-factly that made Jennie laugh 
out loud. 

The sound of her laughter echoed throughout Lisa's house. It 
reverberated through the thick walls and the floorboards. It was 
beautiful and melodic and Lisa thought she was, indeed, crazy 


enough to invite Jennie in and let her inside her apartment, and 
allowing that sweet strawberry scent to invade her home and her 
cat. Leo must have liked the scent, too. 

"Or maybe Luca hasn't yet decided if he likes you or not?" Jennie 
asked. Her foot was teasingly prodding on Lisa's foot. 

"Don't be so mean, Jennie. I'm still jealous that Leo's snuggling 
with you right now," Lisa said grouchily and prodded back her foot 
unto Jennie's. "He never do that with me or to anyone." 

"That's because he likes me," Jennie said haughtily. "Don't you, 
Leo?" 

Leo purred and buried his face deeper on the fabric of Jennie's 
plaid overcoat. Yep, he liked the strawberry scent, too. 

"I'm pretty sure that's just pure initial reaction. I'm still his 
mommy," Lisa responded scournfully. 

"I can be his mommy, too. Do you like that, Leo? Do you want me 
to be your mommy, too?" Jennie asked the napping cat. 

Lisa looked at Jennie with a smirk and a weird expression was on 
her face. She suddenly felt hot all over. Like, the humidity have 
risen all of a sudden. Despite the freezing February weather outside. 

"Oh, really now? You want to be his mommy, too?" Lisa asked, 
her brows raising. 

"I mean, that's...that's all up to..." Jennie stammered and cleared 
her throat, realizing the impact of what she have just said, "...to 
Leo, of course. He's old enough to choose what's best for him. 
Anyway, I want to meet Luca, too," Jennie said, avoiding Lisa's 
gaze. 

"And do you wish to be Luca's mommy, too? Because you know, 
they go in pair," Lisa asked, leaning forward, closer to Jennie. She 
wanted to see how those cat-like eyes would dilate and stare back 
at her. 

Jennie, to Lisa's surprise and liking, have decided to put Leo 
down on the soft upholstery and leaned forward to meet Lisa's gaze, 
crossing the gap between them and conveniently leavibg a small 
amount of space to let their warm breathing to meet halfway and 
then dissolve into nothingness. 

Jennie leaned closer and mimicked Lisa's stance--elbows resting 
on the knees. She was so close that Lisa have started to trace the 
little freckles on Jennie's nose with her eyes and occassionally 
throwing glances on Jennie's rich red mouth and would then avert 
her gaze to Jennie's eyes. 

"Do you want me to?" Jennie asked softly, like a fluttery whisper 
of some butterfly wings in the meadows. Soft and featherlight. The 
kind that would tickle your skin and would then send goosebumps 
all over your body. 


And Lisa, indeed, had goosebumps all over, while her eyes 
travelled from Jennie's eyes to Jennie's mouth. Her pair of soft 
browns lingered at those luscious red lips a second longer than 
necessary, studying how it was moving so delicately, forming into a 
little 'o' when Jennie uttered the word 'you', and went back up again 
to delve into Jennie's pair of dark browns. 

"I actually think I do," Lisa said softly. Her eyes gazing and 
getting lost and dizzy at those deep shade of brown of Jennie's. Her 
heart was hammering in full speed against the cavities of her chest. 

The gesture sent Jennie into a flying frenzy. She felt dizzy and 
weak and excited and every other feelings that she haven't felt 
before. It was hilarious and overwhelming how she wanted all of it 
and not wanting all of it at the same time. 

Jennie could hear the ridiculously loud pounding of her heart 
inside her chest. It was painful and yet rhythmically beautiful. She 
could hear the blood pulsating on her ears. Loud and nagging. 
Every part of her body where a pulse should be was rapidly beating. 
A little more all of it and she might just drop on the floor and roll 
on her sweats due to hyperventilation. 

Jennie knew what's going to happen next. She had been dreaming 
about it every night and day, for the last entire week. She was 
wondering what it would be like, how it would feel like, to be kissed 
by those plump lips. Eversince Chaeyoung's outburst of declaration 
and well, bragging, about Lisa being a good kisser, Jennie often 
wondered how actually good of a kisser Lisa was. And if she could 
ever keep up and live up to it. Considering that she didn't know 
how. 

And the thought that she absolutely lacked experience in the 
kissing department and the possibility that she might embarrass 
herself because of it, brought her back to her senses. Besides, who 
knew who else Lisa was kissing with those plump lips of hers, other 
than Chaeyoung? Considering that Lisa was a woman of the world, 
who have travelled to countries and met different people. 

Lisa could meet a cute Parisian girl or a shy Japanese woman and 
they would eventually fall down on their knees and get drowned 
and lost into Lisa's soft, round eyes. That's what Jennie had been 
thinking, because that's exactly how she is when she's around Lisa. 

Flirting with Lisa inside Lisa's apartment would automatically 
mean that Lisa would have the advantage and upperhand in the 
situation. Jennie didn't want that. Not yet, anyway. She had to 
build and equip herself with the right artillery first before they both 
would cut the chase. 

"I'm hungry," Jennie declared out of the blue in a panicky voice 
and stood up as quickly as she could. Leaving Lisa a little 


disappointed but a wide smile was plastered on her face, which 
then quickly faded when she realized that there wasn't any decent 
food that she could offer to Jennie. 

Gone were the fluttery butterfly wings and everything that 
tickles. Just like that. 

"Ah, about that. Do you want to head out so we could grab 
something to eat? Or maybe we could just call for a delivery? I 
know a place that offers good food and fast delivery..." 

"Lisa, you don't cook, do you?" Jennie asked, cutting Lisa's 
attempt for a quick and subtle cover-up of her lack of cooking skills. 

"As a matter of fact, I don't. I haven't inherit the cooking genes of 
my parents. I can't even fry an egg, to be honest," Lisa said. 

"Well, today is your lucky day," Jennie said and started to roll up 
the long sleeves of her turtleneck. She may have found the kind of 
weapon she was looking for. 

"Oh, really? Why is that?" Lisa asked. 

"Because I know how to cook, Lili. And I'm quite good at it. Come 
on, take me to your kitchen," Jennie said and held and pulled Lisa 
by the arm towards Lisa's kitchen. 

"Lily?" Lisa asked incredulously. 

"You'll be my Lili from now on," Jennie said nonchalantly, 
dismissing the matter. 

"Since when have you decided to name me after a flower?" Lisa 
asked, laughing. 

"That's Lili with two ‘i's' and no 'y', actually. And the sound of it 
looks cute on you. So," Jennie responded as if it already settled the 
matter. 

"No one ever called me Lili before, though. I've always been 'Lis' 
or Lisa to everybody," Lisa said stubbornly. 

"That's because I'm not everybody, Lili. What's in your pantry, by 
the way?" 

"Oh, just, you know, the basic. And in the fridge are some 
vegetables and spices that my parents insist that I should always 
have. ‘Just in case’, they both would say. As if I know what to do 
with them." 

"So, if you don't cook, then what do you eat, most of the time?" 
Jennie asked. 

"Anything that won't require me to spend an entire hour chopping 
ingredients and measuring the right amount of seasoning and 
spices," Lisa said. "Or I usually head out to Chaeng's place. She's 
finally started to learn how to cook these days." 

"I honestly wonder how you're able to live with that," Jennie said, 
shaking her head in a patronizing way, as she started to rummage 
through Lisa's cupboards and fridge. 


"When you're living in hotel rooms or cheap lodging house when 
you're outside the country, cooking is the least of your priorities, to 
be honest," Lisa said coolly, trying to explain and justify her lack of 
cooking skills. 

"I don't believe that," Jennie said stubbornly. "Anyway, so, what 
do you want to have for lunch?" Jennie asked and started to take 
whatever she found useful and edible from Lisa's cupboards and 
fridge out and laid them at the table, trying to decide what to make 
out of them. 

"Anything hot and delicious," Lisa said. And by hot and delicious, 
she meant a hot stew and maybe a Korean pancake. And perhaps a 
warm egg roll or a hot ginger bread to compliment the stew. 

Lisa was leaning on the kitchen sink and watching Jennie 
maneuvering her way around the kitchen. Pirouetting and moving 
around like she was already familiar with all the cupboards and 
drawers and the edges of the table. Taking out cutleries and a pan 
and finally found an unused apron from one of the drawers. 

"Can you help me with this?" Jennie asked after she wore the 
strap around her neck and holding the ties on her hands as she 
walked towards Lisa. 

"Sure. Turn around," Lisa said and took the waist ties from 
Jennie's hands. 

Lisa was standing behind Jennie. Their distance a little too close 
for her comfort. Too close that she could see the beating pulse at 
the base of Jennie's neck. And too close that she could sniff the 
stronger strawberry scent whenever she inhales. 

Her eyes couldn't seem to stop staring at Jennie's nape. It was 
pearly white, smooth-looking and exposed for Lisa's eyes to feast 
on, with the little strands of hair falling and slightly veiling it, 
because Jennie was wearing her hair in a clumsy bun. Lisa 
wondered how could an innocent nape be so sexy when all it ever 
did was being a nape. 

It took Lisa every ounce of her being to not give in to whatever 
was urging her to touch her lips on Jennie's nape, to finally find out 
if Jennie's skin would taste like strawberry, too. 

She shook her head to stop herself from imagining things. 

"Done," Lisa said in a voice she didn't recognize because she was 
shaking badly on the inside, after securing the ties on Jennie's small 
waist and stepping sideward before she would pull Jennie by the 
waist and bury her face on the hollow of Jennie's neck. 

"Thank you, Lili," Jennie said and smiled, oblivious of Lisa's 
internal battle. "Now, you sit back and enjoy the show. This won't 
take long. I promise," Jennie said as she started to wash the 
vegetables she took from Lisa's fridge. 


"What will you be cooking?" Lisa asked. 

"I'm going to try to make a vegetable stew out of these," Jennie 
answered and started chopping the carrot that Lisa bought two days 
ago out of total boredom. "Next time, I'm going to cook something 
more delicious than a vegetable stew." 

Lisa felt weird while watching Jennie doing her thing around her 
kitchen. She have never used the kitchen before, unless she would 
count boiling water for an instant noodles or reheating a pizza in 
the oven. 

And now, while watching Jennie doing her magic in front of her-- 
if chopping a carrot efficiently without worrying that she might cut 
her finger was considered magical--silent and serious, with those 
furrowed brows and lips tightly sealed? It brought a whole lot of 
overlapping and overwhelming thoughts to Lisa's mind. 

She suddenly felt a little rueful why she had never put an effort to 
learn how to cook, despite the nagging of her parents, her mother, 
especially, while she was younger. She could've had whipped a 
delicious meal for Jennie in a minute. Just like how her dad would 
usually do to impress her when she was still a kid. 

But still, it was good that she didn't learn how to cook, Lisa 
thought. Because if she did, then Jennie wouldn't have volunteered 
to cook and Lisa wouldn't have been given the first-row privilege to 
watch Jennie chopping carrots and onions and celery, taking out 
the anchovies that she have put before boiling the water and mixing 
bean paste and chili powder into the pan, gracefully and without so 
much effort. 

"What are you thinking about, Lili?" Jennie suddenly asked. 

"Where did you learn how to cook?" Lisa asked in return. 

"I spent almost half of my life abroad, Lili. I studied in a boarding 
school in Auckland and lived in an apartment in New York City for 
five years. I had to learn how to cook and fend for myself. 
Otherwise, I'd die from starvation," Jennie answered. 

"Really? No personal cooks or a butler or whatever, to attend to 
your needs while you were living abroad?" 

"Nope. I tried to stay as lowkey as possible in exchange for a little 
amount of liberty," Jennie replied. 

"From your parents?" Lisa asked. 

"From who I am," Jennie answered 

"And who would you be?" 

"Someone that I don't wish to discuss with you just yet, Lili. I 
mean, no offense, but my mother have been constantly nagging me 
about it for a year now. It's stressing me out, to be honest. And 
talking about it with you would only mean that I'm taking it out on 
you and I don't want that to happen." 


"You're not part of a mafia or any of that sort, are you?" Lisa 
asked suspiciously. The words of the old waitress were ringing on 
her ears. 

Jennie laughed and shook her head. 

"Do I look like someone from the mafia?" Jennie asked while 
stirring one last time the stew that she was making before turning 
off the heat to prevent the vegetables from becoming soggy. 

"I don't know. I haven't met one yet, actually. Besides, looks can 
be deceiving," Lisa answered. 

Jennie was about to point out to Lisa that mafia people would 
look like people from The Godfather film, but a pair of furballs 
were simultaneously and affectionately brushing against and 
circling around her legs. 

She crouched down and saw Leo with another cat. They both 
purred at the sight of Jennie's face hovering at them. Lisa followed 
suit. 

"Hello, handsome! You must be Luca?" Jennie asked, which Luca 
answered with an affectionate meow. 

"He likes you already," Lisa said. 

"What about you?" Jennie asked, holding her breath and daring to 
look straight into Lisa's eyes, before she stood up straight to set the 
table. 

Lisa opened her mouth to speak and then close it immediately. 
She stood up and hesitated but chose to move and crossed the 
distance between her and Jennie. 

"Shub Jennie mak mak ka," Lisa said, meeting Jennie's gaze. Her 
lips then broke into a wide grin when she saw the confused look on 
Jennie's face. 

"It means 'I really really like you, Jennie," in Thai," Lisa explained. 


Chapter 22 


"With emphasis on the second 'really'," Lisa tried to be funny 
because Jennie haven't said a word yet, who went still and silent 
and was just staring at Lisa with an unreadable expression on her 
face. 

And just when Lisa have decided that she was about to drop the 
matter and pretend that nothing ever happened because Jennie was 
nonresponsive about it, Jennie suddenly dropped the spoon she was 
holding and cupped Lisa's face with her both hands, which was cold 
and shaking, by the way, and just stared at Lisa's eyes, lost for 
words. 

Just seconds ago, while she was listening to and comprehending 
Lisa's shub mak-whatever and Lisa translating it for her, telling her 
that she really really likes her, all Jennie could think about was 
those plump lips and how it was moving beautifully while saying 
those Thai words. It sounded more beautiful than when being 
translated, those shub mak thing. Or maybe it sounded beautifully 
because Lisa said it? 

And now... 

Now that Jennie was cupping Lisa's face and holding it tightly 
while staring and searching for something at those soft brown eyes 
and how it was staring back at her with a mix of incredulousness 
and confusion and amusement, Jennie felt utterly weak, stupid and 
embarrassed. 

What was she thinking when she thought she could just grab Lisa 
by the face and aim for a kiss? A kiss?? Preposterous and impulsive. 
That's what she was. But those pouted plump lips which looked 
gorgeously bewildered still looked, well, enticing and inviting for a 
kiss. 

A kiss, which Jennie thought she would and could aggressively 
initiate, was not an option anymore. Because 1) Lisa was way taller 
than her. Therefore, 2) she, Jennie, had to tiptoe to reach in for a 
kiss, which would look like she was forcing Lisa or forcing herself 
on Lisa, which, either way, would be embarrassing, and 3) and the 
most vital of all was that she didn't know how to kiss. Or to respond 
to a kiss, should Lisa kiss her. And those three facts made her want 
to just evaporate off the earth. She's twenty-four, she had been to 
and lived in a city like New York, where kissing was an everyday 


normal thing, and she still didn't know how to kiss. What. An. 
Embarrassment. 

"Jennie, what are you doing?" Lisa asked. She sounded a little 
comical, with how her voice sounded like she was suffering from a 
bad toothache, because her face was contorted from Jennie's tight 
grip. 

Jennie looked at Lisa one more time as if she was seeing her for 
the first time. Beautiful and funny, with those soft brown eyes that 
was causing her to act weird and funny and panicky, and her heart 
was currently doing flips and turns and all the possible types of 
somersaultings. All because Lisa was gazing at her. It was crazy! 

Jennie loosened her grip a little on Lisa's face, but still cupping it 
gently. She realized she never wanted to let go of it anymore. 

"Lisa, did you just say you like me? Like, really really like me?" 
Jennie asked. 

Lisa looked embarrassed but still nodded. It was now or never, 
she told herself. "Yes, Jennie. I think I did, yeah," she said, going 
crimson in the face. 

"But you can't like me, Lisa!" Jennie said wildly and finally letting 
go of Lisa's face, as if it was burning the sensitive tissues on her 
palms. Which she regretted almost instantly because the soft skin on 
her palms honestly felt comfortably warm and ridiculously 
contented against Lisa's warm cheeks. And based on the despondent 
look on Lisa's face, Jennie figured that Lisa took her words the 
wrong way. 

"Oh. Okay," Lisa muttered, looking hurt and dejected. So much 
for taking the risk, she thought. "May I ask why?" she asked in a 
depleted tone. 

"Because..." Jennie started by releasing a sigh. "Because I like you 
too a lot, Lili. Like, really a lot! And if you really like me, then it 
will only mean that we should do something about this. And I...I 
honestly don't know what to do from this point on," Jennie 
confessed. 

"O...kay. How about we pretend that this moment never 
happened at all while we finish off the stew that you just made?" 
Lisa suggested coolly. 

"Don't be silly. You know that's not even possible," Jennie said, 
shaking her head in bewilderment. 

"Or maybe we need to sit down and talk about this like two 
grownups?" Lisa suggested again. 

"Like two grownups?" Jennie scoffed. "I don't even feel like a 
grown-up right now, to be honest," she said. 

"Why? How do you feel?" asked Lisa. 

"Like a foolish highschool girl who just had her first taste of what 


it feels like to be this ludicrously happy," Jennie said with a gummy 
smile painted on her face, shaking her head. 

Lisa laughed and said, "Come here, you," with her arms widely 
opened, waiting and inviting Jennie for a hug. 

Jennie obliged and melted on Lisa's arms instantly. It was so 
warm and soft and comfortable. And home. She wanted it badly to 
make it her home, the way Lisa's arms were wrapped around her 
and the way Lisa smelled like chocolate and film. 

Her heart was full but surprisingly felt light. Like a balloon 
overloaded with helium and the pressure inside was building 
rapidly, that Jennie thought her heart would just burst out open 
and reveal to Lisa her arteries and the beating sound of her heart. 
Which she ridiculously thought would sound like Lisa's name. Or 
Lili, instead of the usual tud-du tud-du. 

"What are you thinking?" Lisa asked, her chin was comfortably 
perched atop Jennie's head. The scent of it was seeping through 
Lisa's nosetrils. Spring. That's where the spring scent was emitting 
from, Lisa realized. 

"My arteries," Jennie replied, laughing and snuggled sheepishly 
on Lisa's warmth against the fabric of her thick knitted sweater. 
"What are you thinking?" 

"That Leo and Luca would probably love the idea of having a 
second mommy," Lisa answered with a chuckle and pulled Jennie 
even closer and wrapped her arms around Jennie tighter. 

They were standing in the middle of the kitchen and dining area. 
Luca was looking at them from the sink, with those handsome eyes 
of his. Leo, meanwhile, was lurking under the table, staring at Lisa 
and Jennie's feet. Both were wondering what will happen next. 

"Only if it's me. They specifically like me," Jennie pointed out. 

"Yes. But they like me first," Lisa said. 

"But they like me more. Specially Leo," Jennie bickered with a 
smirk. She have already decided it. 

She and Leo have that special connection going on between them. 
As for Luca--that handsome cat could make her fall on her knees 
with those feisty eyes of his. Luca already did. And she both loved 
the two furballs already. 

"Oh god! Please stop rubbing it in," Lisa groaned and looked at 
Jennie. "It still stings, you know? I'm still jealous!" she said and then 
sought for Leo, which she found under the table. 

"You and I need to talk later," Lisa said to Leo, who looked bored 
and unbothered. "Anyway, are you still hungry?" Lisa then asked 
Jennie. 

"I'm famished," Jennie answered dramatically. "You?" 

"Starving to death," Lisa responded with exaggeration. "Do you, 


maybe, like to head out so we could grab some actual food?" 

Jennie nodded and said, "Yeah, that would be a good idea. I'm 
not overall confident with my stew, anyway." 

"Who's fault is that?" Lisa asked with a smirk as she led Jennie 
towards the door. After Jennie was taking too much of her time 
giving cat treats and bidding goodbyes, more than Lisa did, with so 
much kissing, to Leo and Luca. 

"Yours," Jennie answered as they stepped into the biting cold. 
"You didn't have enough groceries and you were distracting me." 

Lisa laughed and said, "I was merely watching you cutting carrots 
and whatever." 

"My point exactly," Jennie replied. 

They were climbing down the brass staircase, Jennie leading, 
when Lisa halted her steps and asked. 

"So, are we, like, a couple now or something?" 

Jennie ceased from climbing down the steps and turned around to 
face Lisa. There was a funny look on her face, Lisa thought. 

"Because you like me and I'm certain that I like you?" Jennie 
asked with a smirk. 

"Kind of like that. It's usually how things like this work, I think. 
So, are we?" Lisa asked, sounding uncertain but somewhat hopeful. 

"No," Jennie replied with a playful grin on her face and resumed 
her pace. 

"What? Why?" Lisa asked in bewilderment and frustration. There 
was no way she could ever read Jennie's mind. 

But Jennie only answered Lisa with a coy smile and walked 
towards Lisa's Impala. 

"Let's use your car today," Jennie decided. 

"What about your car?" Lisa asked. 

"We'll just leave it right there," Jennie answered. 

"Are you sure? I mean, that's a Porsche, right? Nobody leaves a 
Porsche in an open parking space." 

"Lisa, it's just a car. Come on!" Jennie said, dragging the 'n' a little 
longer, as if she was begging. "I'm starving!" 

"If something's going to happen to your car, don't blame me," Lisa 
said as she inserted the key to unlock the passenger's seat's door for 
Jennie. 

"Nothing will happen to it," Jennie insisted and went happily 
inside Lisa's car. 

"I'm just saying," Lisa said with a shrug after she settled herself 
behind the steering wheel. "So, where do you want to go?" she then 
asked Jennie after she secured their seatbelts and started the 
engine. 

"Surprise me, Lili," Jennie replied coyly in the passenger's seat, 


inhaling the familiar scent of Lisa's car. 

Lisa took Jennie to the neighboorhood of Nogosan-dong, in front 
of a building that looked somehow old and dilapidated from the 
outside, with red bricks on the exterior wall of the ground floor. 
Where a long line of people who were braving the frosty air and 
was waiting for something in front of the widely-opened wood-and- 
glass-panel blue sliding door. 

"Are your knees strong enough?" Lisa asked Jennie after she 
parked her car. 

"What do you mean?" Jennie asked curiously while unbuckling 
her seatbelt. 

"You'll see. Come on. Let's get inside," Lisa said and they both 
stepped out from the Impala. 

Jennie then snaked her arm around Lisa's arm. Something that 
she got used to doing whenever she and Lisa had to walk side by 
side together. The gesture sort of became natural to her. And Lisa 
didn't seem to mind. 

Lisa led Jennie inside. They passed by the long line of people and 
the several oil drum-like containers with people eating around it, 
and waded through the somewhat thick barbeque-smelled smoke 
and then went straight towards the counter. Where an old man 
holding a walking cane was sitting comfortably behind an ancient- 
looking table. His withered face lit up when he saw the sight of 
Lisa. 

"Oh hoh! Lalisa, naui haes-sal! What a surprise!" the old man said 
happily and stood up with the aid of his cane. A few of his staff 
were fussing over him, offering to assist him while he was walking 
towards Jennie and Lisa. But he only waved them off. 

"Aigoo! Still stubborn as ever. How are you, ajusshi?" Lisa asked 
brightly and hugged the old man who, Jennie calculated, was 
already on his mid-80's, with his slick silver hair and an air of 
gratification on his age lines. 

"I learned the stubbornness from you, you know that," the old 
man told Lisa. "But let me take a good look at you first," he added 
and adjusted his spectacles to take a good, assessing look at Lisa's 
laughing face. "You look more beautiful than the last time you were 
here," he concluded. 

"Well, you still look like my own Marlon Brando, ajusshi," Lisa 
said with a smile. 

"And you still know how to flatter an old man's heart," the ajusshi 
said, laughing. "So, what do I owe the pleasure of you visiting me 
today, Lalisa?" he asked. 

He was obviously doting on Lisa, like how a grandfather would 
dote to his granddaughter, Jennie thought as she watched the 


exchanged of affection between Lisa and the old man. 

"Well, my friend here said she's starving, so I brought her here in 
the Seoseo," Lisa replied and turned to Jennie, her hand landed on 
Jennie's waist. "Jennie, I'd like you to meet ajusshi Byung-ho. He's a 
good friend of mine and he owns this place," Lisa said, introducing 
the old man to Jennie, first. "Ajusshi, this is my friend, Jennie. This 
is her first time being here. Please treat her well." 

"Good afternoon, ajusshi," Jennie greeted the old man with a bow. 
"Your place looks..." 

"Unusual?" the old man provided with a friendly chuckle. "I get 
that a lot, especially from the first-timers. So, you're name is Jennie? 
Hmm. You look more beautiful when you're smiling, Jennie," the 
old man said with a gentle smile. 

"What do you mean, ajusshi?" Lisa asked, beating Jennie by a 
mere fraction of a second from asking the same question. 

"I often saw Jennie before," the ajusshi answered Lisa's question 
and then turned to Jennie. "I remember. Probably why you looked 
familiar to me. You were a regular at William's place, were you 
not?" 

"Ah, yes, ajusshi," Jennie said, nodding. "I used to hang out a lot 
in The Era before. But, I don't remember seeing you there, though?" 

"That's probably because you were busy looking out the windows 
or burying your self in a book," the old man said good-naturedly. 
"William and I are good friends." 

"Oh. It's a pleasure meeting you, ajusshi. Mr. William is a friend of 
my father, too. But, you probably don't know him," Jennie said. 

"I probably don't. But who knows? And the pleasure is all mine, 
Jennie," the old man said kindly. "By the way, I did not expect that 
you and this ded right here are friends? What a small world we are 
living in." 

"It's a long story, ajusshi. But I met Jennie at The Era, too," Lisa 
said. 

"I see. Now we have another thing in common, Lalisa," the old 
man told Lisa meaningfully and then looked at Jennie. "I bet that 
our Lalisa right here is the reason behind that happy smile on your 
face?" 

"Oh my god! You're embarrassing me ajusshi," Lisa protested, 
covering her face with her hands. 

"Lisa makes me laugh often, ajusshi," Jennie answered and 
laughing at how Lisa's forehead turned red. 

"She did, didn't she? Our Lalisa has always been a happy pill, of 
course," the old man said proudly while looking at Lisa 
affectionately. "So, one for the both of you?" he then asked. 

Lisa laughed out loud as if they were sharing a joke that only her 


and the old man knew and shook her head. 

"Oh, no! No, no, no. That would be too much, ajusshi. We'll just 
take it gradually first," Lisa said, to Jennie's confusion. 

The old man then called one of his staff and signalled "one" by 
raising his forefinger on the air. And then led them to a vacant oil 
drum-like container with an already glowing embers of charcoal in 
the middle, under the steel bars for grilling. 

"What? Isn't there, like, a set of menu to choose from?" Jennie 
asked. 

"They've been serving one single menu for the last fifty years, 
Jennie. Just galbi. Tender meat marinated in special garlicky sauce, 
with spicy dipping sauce," Lisa told Jennie and pointed at the 
standing drum in front of them. "This is where we would grill our 
meat, which also serves as our table," she told Jennie. 

"That's right. And ours is one of Korea's finest, according to CNN," 
the old man said proudly. 

"The CNN people came here to eat? Wow! Seoseo is getting 
famous!" Lisa exclaimed. 

"That explains the long line of people waiting outside for a vacant 
drum, then?" Jennie inquired. The chairwoman in her jumped out. 

Jennie was never the business-type. And she was never really 
interested in running a conglomerate. But after her father died and 
left the chairmanship to her, sometimes she would surprise herself 
by asking random business-related questions to businessmen she 
would randomly met, who have built a legacy of their own. She 
should have paid enough attention to her father before, whenever 
the late Chairman Kim would talk to her about random business- 
related stuff. Maybe then she would have something to discuss with 
the ajusshi. Then she could learn a thing or two from him on how to 
build a legacy. 

"The Seoseo is already an institution. Of course, people would 
stand in a line for our galbi jjim. One menu for fifty years and we're 
still here," the old man told Jennie as his staff came over and 
brought the tray of marinated meat and dipping sauce and laid it 
down above the drum container. 

"But, how is that possible, ajusshi?" Jennie asked, looking stunned 
and confuse. "I'm sorry for asking. I'm just really curious." 

"Sometimes, we only need to concentrate on one thing and 
nurture it with our loyalty, faith and love, and see where it will 
take us, Jennie. That's the secret," the old man said in riddle. 

His face was beaming with pride and contentment. He knew he 
did something good in this world. Ajusshi Byung-ho reminded 
Jennie of his late father. Or what her father would have been had 
he lived a longer and more meaningful life. 


"Anyway, I should get going. I have to visit my doctor today," the 
ajusshi said. 

"Oh, why? Are you okay, ajusshi? Should I be worried?" Lisa 
startled. 

"No, no, Lalisa. I'm fine. The wife just wants to make sure that I 
still get to live another decade," the old man answered, laughing. 
"So, Jennie, please feel at home. Will you? And eat a lot, my dear." 

"I will, ajusshi. Thank you so much. Please take care," Jennie said 
with a courteous bow. 

"Thank you," the old man beamed at Jennie and then gave a stern 
look at Lisa. "You owe me a story, young lady," he whispered to Lisa 
and flickered his beady eyes towards Jennie. 

"I know, ajusshi," Lisa whispered back so thay Jennie couldn't 
hear her. "Take care, okay? Be nice with the doctors. I know you 
hate them," Lisa then said om her normal pitch. 

"I hate how patronizing they are," the old man answered with a 
scoff. "Oh, how is my sweet Chaeyoung doing, by the way?" 

"She's doing good, ajusshi. Still busy with the bar and her band," 
Lisa answered. 

"Our Chaeyoung is working hard, isn't she? Good, good. Tell her I 
said hi, okay?" he said before he headed towards the door. 

"I will, ajusshi. Have a good visit with the doctor," Lisa said and 
waved the old man goodbye. She and Jennie bowed towards the old 
man's direction before he disappeared into the humble street of 
Nogosan. 

"He's so cool," Jennie said. 

"Super cool. He's like a father to me," Lisa replied as she started to 
neatly spread the meat above the grilling bars. 

The sound of the sizzling fats and the drips of marinade against 
the hot embers of the charcoals awed Jennie. 

"He dotes on you. And this place looks cool, too," Jennie said and 
looked around through the thick smoke that filled the humble 
interior of the Seoseo Meokneun. 

"Yes. But there'll be no chairs, though. And no rice," Lisa told 
Jennie. 

"Which makes this whole experience cool," Jennie said and 
dipped the tip of her chopstick on the dipping sauce made of soy 
sauce and vinegar, with lots of chopped scallions, onions and 
pepper and then put in on her mouth. "Ah, deaebak!" 

"Wait until you have your first bite of this," Lisa said as she 
flipped the tenderloins against the glowing embers. "I'm telling you, 
it's worth the standing." 

"Can't wait," Jennie said, eyeing and salivating on the meat. "Do 
you come here often?" 


"Used to. When I was still struggling with the studio and as a 
photographer. The ajusshi and I would talk for hours. He was 
extremely fascinated about Thailand but haven't had the chance to 
go there. So he would ask me anything and everything Thailand. 
But I haven't been here lately, though," Lisa said. 

"That explains why he is fond of you, then," said Jennie. 

"Plus he reminds me so much of my dad. They both share the 
passion and love for food." 

"Oh. Does your mom and dad own a restaurant, too?" Jennie 
asked and took the tong from Lisa so she could do the flipping of 
the meats. 

"They do. In Thailand." 

The sizzling sound of the fats on the embers grew louder and 
more intensely, which produced thicker deliciously-smelled smoke. 

"Do you miss them, Lili?" Jennie asked out of curiosity. Lisa 
haven't told her about her family, except when they were inside a 
macha once. 

"A lot. They've always been supportive and granted me the 
freedom to pursue my dreams and do what I love," Lisa said. 

"Have I ever told you how cool your parents are, Lili?" 

"No. Just my mom. You said my mom is cool. Back in 
Dongpirang," Lisa replied, laughing. 

"Well, I'm telling you now, Lili. You have cool parents," Jennie 
said. 

"Thank you, Jennie," Lisa said, staring staright into Jennie's eyes. 
Hoping to show Jennie the amount of gratitude she has for her, 
which her words couldn't convey. 

"You're welcome, Lili," Jennie beamed. 

"So, you really don't remember seeing the ajusshi back then at The 
Era?" Lisa asked. 

"No. I really wasn't paying that much attention to anyone or 
anything whenever I'm in there, to be honest," Jennie replied. 

"But you noticed me that day, though," Lisa said. 

"Only because you were taking pictures of me," Jennie pointed 
out. 

"Liar. I saw you looking at me when I walked in," Lisa said with a 
smirk. 

"I did not!" Jennie said in a dignified and haughty voice. 

"Yes, you did. You were looking at how ridiculously out-of-place 
my hair was against the gloomy state of that place," Lisa insisted. 

"So, you really did notice, huh?" 

"Of course, I did. Because I was looking at you the whole time 
when you weren't looking," Lisa said as she took an already 
beautifully-charred meat away from the heat and cut it into bite 


sizes with a kitchen shears and placed them on Jennie's plate. 

There it went again. Jennie's heart was in full thudding mode 
again. The butterflies on her belly were doing unbelievable 
acrobatic moves again. Lisa's words did that to her. It was crazy! 

"So, uhm," Jennie started but couldn't get her head straight again. 
"So, why does ajusshi Byung-ho call you Lalisa, by the way?" she 
asked, instead of telling Lisa how much she noticed Lisa that day at 
The Era and how those soft, brown eyes haunted her on her sleep 
after that. 

"Because that's my real name. Lalisa Manoban," Lisa answered. 
"And you're going to be my Nini from now on, by the way." 

"Nini? Why Nini?" Jennie asked, laughing. 

"Because you made me your Lili and it's already decided. We'd be 
Lili and Nini from now on," Lisa answered. 

"Like Batman and Robin?" 

"Or Tom and Jerry?" 

"Oh, that fits," Jennie said. "Because you're a cat person and I'm a 
dog person, but I'm in love with Leo and Luca..." 

"And me," Lisa interjected. 

"And you...maybe," Jennie replied playfully and finally took her 
first bite of ajusshi Byung-ho's galbi. 


Chapter 23 


"You told Lisa to bring those chaebols tonight? Tell me exactly, 
Chaeyoung Park: Are you insane or are you absolutely insane?" 

Chahee was livid when Chaeyoung told her about what she and 
Lisa have talked about this morning. 

Chaeyoung was watching her friend pacing back and forth in 
front of her, inside her office, fuming and shooting her dagger looks 
from time to time. Chahee was making it absolutely obvious the she 
wasn't pleased with what Chaeyoung have told her. 

"So, you spent the whole week holing up in your cave, decided to 
stop talking to any of us, which we--me, specially--totally 
understood and accepted because we thought that you needed time 
to be alone, and then you came up with that idea?" Chahee 
continued, her usually sweet voice was bordering to exploding. 
"You told Lisa to invite Jennie and Jisoo for tonight's party after 
what happened the last time they were here?" 

"Yes, I did," Chaeyoung answered calmly. "I already told Lisa 
about it, Chahee-ssi. Which means that I cannot take it back and 
cancel the invitation because that would be totally rude," she 
continued. 

Chahee was shaking her head in disbelief. "I cannot, in every 
possible way, believe you, Chaeng. You're--," 

"Stupid? Foolish? A martyr, perhaps? Or the three combined?" 
Chaeyoung enumerated, raising her brows to Chahee. 

Her head was pounding like hell at the moment and watching 
Chahee pacing back and forth in front of her like a mad general 
preparing for war was not helping it subdued. It only made it 
worse. Or maybe the whole idea made it worse? 

"No. You're worse than any of that, actually. You're a...a ma-so- 
chist," Chahee said slowly. As though the syllables would 
deliberately poke Chaeyoung in the head to wake her up from a bad 
dream. "What were you thinking? Do you want a sequel, Chaeng? 
Because I'm totally not up for a sequel." 

Chaeyoung sighed and leaned her back on her seat. She suddenly 
missed her solitude. The whole week of not talking to anyone, not 
looking at anyone in the eye, not trying to explain herself to anyone 
at all. She suddenly regretted why she went back to reality. Perhaps 
she shouldn't have allowed Lisa to talk her out of it. That Shutterbug. 


"Will you please calm down, Chahee-ssi? You're making it worse, 
this terrible throbbing inside my head. Honestly," Chaeyoung said 
finally, her left hand was on her head. Her thumb was putting a 
pressure on her temple. 

Chahee sighed but heeded. Chaeyoung was still her boss, after all. 
So she sat down in front of Chaeyoung, waiting for Chaeyoung to 
talk. Looking at Chaeyoung with an expression on her face as if 
telling her, "Well? Enlighten me." 

"Look, I just want Lisa to be happy. That's all," Chaeyoung said 
calmly. She have said it a thousand times already and repeating it 
again only made it sound like it became a total lie. Which it wasn't. 
Or maybe it was. Partly? 

Because, apparently, it did not calm Chahee down. It only made 
the hot bartender more livid. Because she knew it. Chahee was 
expecting it, to be honest. Chaeyoung's forever excuse: I just want 
Lisa to be happy. She saw it coming. 

"You want her to be happy by hurting yourself all over again? 
Great! That's just great, Chaeyoung Park. Totally one for the books 
of the greatest masochist in the entire Korea. You're going to be a 
living legend, Chaeng. I'm telling you. And people will look up to 
you, shaking their head in pity and disbelief, asking their self: 'How 
can someone as beautiful and exceptionally wonderful as 
Chaeyoung Park resolved to being just that?" 

But Chaeyoung smiled weakly and asked, "Do you know what it 
feels like to love someone in silence, Chahee?" 

"No. And I don't even want to know," Chahee replied stubbornly. 
"All this love thing is frightening the heck out of me, if you must 
know. I mean, look at you? Look what love did to you, still doing to 
you? It's a scary thing," Chahee said and shivered. 

"You love the idea of them being happy. So you do stupid things 
to ensure that they're happy. Even if it's going to hurt you. It may 
sound stupid, but that's...that's just it," Chaeyoung said, pretending 
that she did not hear Chahee's scathing response. "And seriously, 
though. I honestly don't have anything against Jennie. She seemed 
nice and she makes Lisa happy. I mean, I could resolve to finding 
her flaws and magnify it, to make myself feel better. But that's just 
not me. 

"And if you want to know if I'm still hurting over the fact that 
Lisa is inlove with someone else, the answer is yes. Things like don't 
go away overnight. But I just can't go on not talking to Lisa or 
whatever, because she's my bestfriend and I really want her to be 
happy. So, I don't see any problem with me telling Lisa to bring 
Jennie--," 

"And Jisoo, remember? You also told Lisa to invite that--," Chahee 


stopped and sighed rather sharply. "Look, Chaeng. You want to 
make Lisa happy? Fine. She's my friend, too, and I also want her to 
be happy. We all do. You told her to bring Jennie tonight? Okay. I 
mean, I like Jennie, too. She's nice and sweet and all that. But 
inviting that...that woman who blatantly insulted you right in the 
face, in front of your friends, in front of me? Are you crazy?" 
Chahee said scornfully. 

"Well, maybe Jisoo never really meant to insult me that night, 
Chahee. Maybe she was just being honest--," 

"Oh my god! I'm seriously not hearing this!" Chahee said, rolling 
her eyes to Chaeyoung and brought her both hands to her ears. 

"Because she was right and you know that," Chaeyoung said, 
raising her voice a little louder. "Jisoo was right when she 
said...when she said that I looked...pathetic that night." 

"Oh, so you're going to be friends with Jisoo now if she ever 
shows up later? Like nothing happened? Is that it?" Chahee 
demanded. 

"No. I still don't like her. And maybe you're right. I am crazy," 
Chaeyoung said, laughing. "Don't worry, Chahee. Lisa said she 
haven't seen or talked to any of those two since, you know, that 
night. I don't think they will ever show up tonight," she continued 
confidently. 

"And what if they do? Jisoo, especially?" 

"They won't. But if ever, then just try to keep me away from the 
bar," Chaeyiung said jokingly. "The drinks that you and Jiyeon 
concoct on special occassions are exceptionally good, you'll make 
everyone drunk without them realizing it." 

"The universe has its own ways of bringing people together, 
Chaeng. People who love each other and people who mutually 
despise each other," Chahee said profoundly. "And thank you for 
complimenting the works that Jiyeon and I do. We're preparing a 
variety of drinks that are famous during the 80's for tonight, by the 
way." 

"You're welcome. And for the last time: I don't hate Jisoo. For 
God's sake! You and Lisa! Why do you both insist that I have this 
supposedly surreptitious repugnance for her or something?" 

"Surreptitious repugnance," Chahee snorted. "That's a profound 
way to describe what you and Jisoo feel for each other," she 
commented. "Fine. People who mutually dislike each other. Happy 
now?" 

"Overjoyed," Chaeyoung said sardonically. "So, what do you plan 
to wear tonight?" she asked Chahee so that they could both move 
on from the Jisoo talks. 

"Oh, I don't know. Jiyeon said we'd better wear something that 


would compliment with each other. But I said we'd be the hot 
bartenders in neon spandex and crazy, big hairs," Chahee said. 
"What about you?" 

"I don't know either. I think I'm going to channel the Madonna in 
me later tonight," Chaeyoung replied. 

"Oohhh, Madonna! Any 80's themed party isn't an 80's party 
without anyone wearing a Madonna. God, I love her!" Chahee 
gushed. "So, which Madonna will you be doning? The 'Like A Virgin’ 
type? Or the 'Vogue' type?" 

"The 'Crazy For You' type," Chaeyoung answered. 

"That will look good on you," Chahee said. "The girls and I 
wanted to wear Madonna tonight, you know? But we all agreed that 
you get to wear Madonna because you're THE boss and we want 
you to enjoy later." 

"Thank you," Chaeyoung chuckled. "But you really don't have to, 
Chahee. I mean, the concept of the party was yours and the girls’. 
You shouldn't be too considerate about me. I did absolutely 
nothing," she said kindly. "And I haven't thank you yet, by the way, 
for taking over when I wasn't on my best element. Thank you for 
everything, Chahee-ssi." 

"You're welcome. But as much as I want to flatter myself that 
you're impressed by me, nope. I can't take all the credits to myself, 
Chaeng," Chahee said. "It was Lisa, actually. Lisa did most of the 
things that keep everything from falling apart, you know? Us, 
included. She made most of the important decisions and she assured 
us that you'll come around in time for the party." 

"That, she did," Chaeyoung said, nodding, looking impressed. "So, 
do you see now why I don't want to lose Lisa over petty things such 
as an unrequitted love, Chahee? Because I honestly don't know 
what to do without Lisa. And clearly, you and the girls, too. She can 
de dependable at times." 

"Okay, just to make things clear: unrequitted love is never a petty 
thing. But yes, I agree. Lisa can be sincere and dependable 
sometimes. But she's honestly a pain in the ass, most of the time," 
Chahee said. "I swear to God she was jumping down on everyone's 
throat when we started decorating this morning. She was all bossy 
and everything. A-yeon almost smashed her drums on Lisa's head 
and Jiyeon was nearly in years because she couldn't seem to do 
things properly because Lisa was constantly breathing down her 
neck." 

"Why am I not surprised?" Chaeyoung laughed. "That's just 
because she's a detailed person, Chahee. Lisa is a perfectionist when 
she's on a visionary mode or something. She wants to get things 
done accordingly," she said. 


"Yeah. Except that she wasn't too keen and observant on the 
details about you falling in love with her all these years. Lisa failed 
on that part," Chahee said. 

"Well, she can't win on everything," Chaeyoung responded. 
"Anyway, have you and the girls bought your outfit for tonight 
already?" 

"I don't know about your members but Jiyeon and I haven't 
shopped yet," Chahee replied. "We were thinking of heading to 
Storage & Co. and Page One after we get all the essentials we need 
for tonight. You can come with us, if you like?" 

"Thanks, Chahee. But I think I'll check out Lomit Vintage first. 
That's where I bought most of my retro stuff," Chaeyoung said. 

"How about we--me, Jiyeon and you--check the vintage shops 
around Mapo-gu and then we can head out to Seoseo after for a 
galbi?" 

Chaeyoung looked at Chaehee gratefully and said, "I know what 
you're trying to do, Chahee. I'm fine, really." 

"We really want to shop with you, Chaeng. Like we normally do," 
Chahee said and sighed. "Plus, okay, yes. Lisa specifically told me to 
not let you wander alone, in case you will, because--," 

"What? I'm not going to jump in the Ban Po Bridge if that's what 
you guys are thinking," Chaeyoung said defensively. 

"No. But Lisa and I are worried that you might decide to go back 
to playing hermit again and not talk to any of us again and that's 
basically the same thing," Chahee said and stood up to pull 
Chaeyoung from her seat. "Come on. Let's get moving or you'll be 
wearing neon spandex later, too." 

Meanwhile, Jennie and Lisa had finished off two platters of 
marinated tenderloin at the Seoseo Meokneun and were now 
drinking carbonated drinks in a bottle. The people have inside the 
galbi house became thicker. And so was the barbecue-smelling 
smoke due to the limited ventilation and smoke vents. 

"How's this, so far?" Lisa asked Jennie. 

"Now, everyone would know that we just had a delicious galbi 
jjim from the Seoseo," Jennie said, smelling the soft fabrics of her 
designer clothes and laughed. 

"Sorry about that," Lisa apologized. 

Jennie waved her hands to Lisa and shook her head. 

"No, Lili. It's okay. I'm having fun, really. Thank you for bringing 
me here. The food was delicious and I got to have lunch with you. 
That, itself, was fun," Jennie said. 

"I'm glad that you like it here," Lisa said, feeling pleased with 
herself, but suddenly thought about something. "But should we get 


going, though? We've been standing here for more than an hour 
already, I bet our knees would give in anytime soon," she then 
suggested. 

"Oh, yes. But I'm paying this time. And no buts, Lili," Jennie said 
before Lisa could ever form the word 'but' on her mouth and 
proceeded to the counter to pay their bill. 

"So, where to next?" Jennie asked Lisa as soon as they stepped 
outside the old galbi house. 

"Do you have plans for tonight?" Lisa asked as she opened the 
passenger door for Jennie. 

"None. Why?" 

"Wait a sec," Lisa said and hastily jogged towards the other side of 
her car and invited herself in and settled herself behind the steering 
wheel. "There's this pre-Valentine's Party at the Orange later 
tonight. If you want to come with me, then we--," 

"What about Chaeyoung?" Jennie interjected. 

"What about Chipmunk?" Lisa asked, looking confused. 

"Lili, the last time you brought me to her bar didn't end up well. 
In case you've forgotten," Jennie said, sounding a little anxious and 
worried. 

The memory of Jisoo and Chaeyoung exchanging mockeries and 
unpleasantries all night and Chaeyoung desperately trying to climb 
up above the table so she could get her hands on Jisoo was still 
vivid on Jennie's mind. It was pandemonium, if she'd be asked. And 
she wasn't up for a sequel. 

"Oh, yeah. No, I didn't. As a matter of fact, Chaeng and I have 
talked about it this morning. And she told me to invite you and 
Jisoo, if you're interested and..." 

"Jisoo has to be somewhere tonight. That's what she told me," 
Jennie interjected. 

"She has a date?" Lisa asked, looking shocked and distracted. 

"Not really a date but kind of like that," Jennie answered. "She's 
usually a busy person, actually." 

"What about you?" Lisa asked. 

"What about me?" Jennie asked back. 

"Don't you have a date or something?" Lisa asked. "It's Valentine's 
Eve. A lot of people go out on dates on Valentine's Eve." 

"I already have a date later, Lili," Jennie said and smiled. "You 
invited me to a party tonight, remember?" 

"Oh, yeah," Lisa muttered and smiled from ear to ear but quickly 
turned serious. "But don't you have plans for tonight prior to when I 
invited you, though? Or tomorrow, maybe?" she asked. 

Curiosity was getting the best of her. Because how could someone 
as mindblowingly beautiful as Jennie didn't get to have a date on a 


special day? Or any non-special days, for that matter? That didn't 
make sense to Lisa. Because if it was her, she'd probably take Jennie 
anywhere for a date. She'd take her to places that Jennie had never 
been to. Because that's what Jennie deserved. And because that's 
what Lisa really wanted to do. 

"I think it's going to be weird if I'll go out on a date by myself on 
a Valentine's Day, don't you think? I mean, yes. People do that and 
that doesn't make them any less valuable and everything, but I'd 
rather not," Jennie said. 

"What? Really? No hot chaebol guys asking you, begging you, 
even, to be their date? That's...that's weird," Lisa ssaid, shaking her 
head in disbelief. 

"Why is it weird?" Jennie asked, chuckling. 

"Because you're beautiful, Nini. Women like you are capable of 
making the world to kneel down on your feet. And I think those 
chaebol men out there are either just too stupid or blind or cowards 
to not even see that and ask you out. That just doesn't make sense 
to me," Lisa answered. 

"Hey, you're beautiful, too. And cool. Guys usually dig that. But I 
don't see any cool, artistic guys hovering around you like bees, 
trying to impress you and win you over. Are there?" Jennie 
retaliated. 

"Touché," Lisa said, laughing. "But for the record, though. I don't 
like the idea of 'guys hovering around' me ‘like bees.' It kind of gives 
off the idea that they're invading my personal space and I value my 
personal space more than anything. I'm quite a private person, you 
know?" she continued. 

"Sadly, I know what you mean about invasion of personal space. I 
get that a lot because of who I was born from and what I was born 
to," Jennie said. 

"And you still won't tell me about that part of you, right?" Lisa 
asked. 

"I'd rather not, Lili. I mean, not now, at least. I don't want to scare 
you or anything," Jennie replied, looking apologetic. 

She wasn't too keen to tell Lisa that she was Jennie Ruby Jane 
Kim. Sole heiress of the Kim Group and would lead a conglomerate 
that consists of the most powerful and influential people in South 
Korea. That part of herself scared her the most, whenever she thinks 
about it at night. The responsibility that her late father have left her 
was too huge and heavy, that it constantly gave Jennie the jitters 
and all the other unnecessary thoughts and feelings most of the 
time. 

"No, it's okay. I understand," Lisa said and finally turned the key 
on the ignition. "So, will you come with me tonight to the party?" 


" 


she asked Jennie. "Please?" 

And maybe that was the reason why Jennie liked to be around 
Lisa. Lisa's calm demeanor have been keeping her sanity intact, 
allowing her to throw away her defenses and let her be herself. 
Lisa's normalcy have been keeping her from drifting away from 
herself, away from the reality. Just like gravity. She needed 
someone like Lisa to constantly pull her back, just in case she went 
unmoored towards the cacophony of her own world. And honestly? 
How could she ever say no to Lisa when those soft, round eyes of 
hers were practically begging her to say yes? 

"I'd be glad to. But I can't go wearing this and smell like a 
walking barbecue, though," Jennie said. 

"Exactly why we're going to Ikseon-dong," Lisa said as she 
smoothly maneuvered the Impala away from the quiet 
neighborhood of Nogosan and the bustling district of Hongdae. 

"Why? What's in Ikseon-dong?" Jennie asked curiously. 

Jennie haven't been to Ikseon. She haven't to the places that Lisa 
was interested at. And Jennie wanted to explore Lisa's interests. She 
wanted to be part of Lisa's world that she was more than willing to 
stand for more than an hour, while eating a platter of meat on a 
drum-container, inside a smokey old galbi house, and went out 
smelling like a walking barbecue. The things people do for love. 

Because she was now certain that she's in love with Lalisa 
Manoban. Jennie realized that when she was inside her hotel room 
in Paris, while looking at the Eiffel Tower from her window. She 
had never fully understood why the world would literally and 
figuratively fall in love in Paris, until it finally hit her. 

"It's an 80's themed party. We need to wear retro. And there's this 
vintage store in Ikseon called Vintage Bonnie. Plus, I'm seriously 
craving for macaroons and mandu," Lisa said. 

"But we just had two platters of meat, Lili! Oh my god!" Jennie 
said and laughed out loud. 

"You know what I realized whenever I'm with you?" asked Lisa in 
a very serious tone. 

"What?" Jennie asked between her giggles. 

"That I'm always hungry when I'm with you," Lisa said bitterly. 

"And why is that?" Jennie inquired but still couldn't contain her 
giggles. 

"Because you're too good to be true and I can't have you," Lisa 
said seriously, without even looking at Jennie, who went still and 
red in the face. The giggles have subsided. 

"Yet," Jennie mumbled incoherently and cleared her throat to 
pacify herself. The speed of her heartbeat just went from normal to 
beyond what an electrocardiograph machine could possibly handle. 


She might even break the machine with the way how her heart was 
behaving wildly. 

"What?" Lisa asked. 

"Yet, Lili. You can't have me yet," Jennie said clearly. "And you 
know, for the record? I never really like 'hot chaebol guys.' Or any 
guys or men, at all." 

"What do you like, then?" Lisa asked playfully with a smirk. 

"Hmm. I like a cool, artistic, photography-loving, cat-loving, food- 
enthusiast, tall blond with soft, round eyes who drives a cool 
vintage car with a cool mixtape stuck on the player that I can listen 
to on long drives. Someone who can make me laugh out loud. 
Someone who smells like chocolate most of the time," Jennie said 
without batting an eyelash. "And fortunately, I know just one 
person who fits the description really well." 

"Remind me again why aren't we a couple yet?" Lisa asked 
jokingly, trying to keep her focus on the road while feeling her 
whole being ballooned to something huge and fluffy and light. 

"Because I don't want it to fall on the 13th," Jennie replied and 
smiled shyly while looking out the window. "I know it sounds silly 
and childish. You can laugh," she said. 

But Lisa wasn't laughing. Instead, she held Jennie's hand by her 
free hand. Their fingers automatically lacing intimately with each 
other, against the somewhat warm leather seat. Lisa was mooring 
Jennie again. Pulling her and keeping her to their own little world 
inside the recluse of Lisa's vintage car, before she could even drift 
away because of how her heart suddenly felt light and fluffy. Like a 
ball of cotton. Or a cloud, perhaps? Because Jennie felt like her 
head was stuck in the clouds at the moment. 

The city lines blurring passed before Jennie's eyes. The 
unforgiving and chilly February air was whistling against the 
windshield. The rhythmic sound of her beating heart was the only 
sound that she could hear at the moment. She was feeling extremely 
and genuinely happy that she could not wipe that silly, gummy 
smile off her face. 

And back in Hongdae, right in front of Lisa's apartment and 
studio, parked a shiny, black car that bore the insignia of Jisoo's 
father's security company. The men inside was looking out at their 
Miss Jennie's solitary gleaming red Porsche, wondering where its 
owner might be. 


Chapter 24 


"So, where to, first?" Jennie asked. 

They were walking into the depths of the old Hanok village of 
Ikseon, along the alleyways, passing by the old traditional houses 
that were turned into dessert cafés and trinket shops lining up 
beside the narrow cobbled streets. 

Lisa's hand was holding Jennie's as they were walking side by 
side, their arms brushing against each other, their feet were in 
perfect sync. 

"I thought maybe we could check the vintage store first before we 
explore the place," Lisa suggested. "What do you think?" 

"Sounds cool," Jennie said and clung to Lisa's hand more. 

The people, mostly were tourists, that they encountered along the 
way could not help but stare and take a second look at them. 
Especially at Lisa, Jennie noticed. 

Lisa was towering the other women and Jennie by her ginormous 
height. Well, okay. Maybe not "ginormous", but Lisa was way taller 
than other women, herself included, that Jennie had to exaggerate 
Lisa's height. Plus the fact that Lisa didn't look Korean and Western 
at all, was grabbing the attention from the strangers that she and 
Jennie have encountered, mostly from the males. Perhaps they were 
wondering why Lisa was like a walking Barbie but not Barbie-ish at 
all. What with Lisa's thick winter fleece, a knitted scarf wrapped 
around her neck and an oversized beanie on her head. And the only 
part of her that was bare and exposed for anyone to see was half the 
portion of her face--from the nose up to the lower half of her bangs. 

"They're looking at you, Lili," Jennie commented. She was teasing 
the nonchalant Lisa, who was oblivious of the attention that she 
was getting. 

But Lisa thought otherwise. "Really? I thought they were looking 
at you," she said, laughing. 

Because it was true. It wasn't like Lisa wasn't paying enough 
attention to the situation, but she seriously found it funny and 
fascinating that men and women were staring at Jennie. Some were 
even crude enough to point their mitten-covered fingers towards 
Jennie, scanning their curious eyes from Jennie's head to toe and 
made silent remarks about Jennie's overall being with their 
companions. None of them wasn't looking displeased, though. 


Which pleased Lisa. 

"Perhaps they're wondering how on earth do we smell like 
barbecues and are audicious enough to strut it down here," Jennie 
said jokingly. 

And it became clear to Lisa all of a sudden. She was wrong when 
she thought, back inside her car, that nobody ever pays attention to 
Jennie. Because Jennie, even while wearing something that wasn't 
showing her body line was grabbing attentions from left to right. 
And perhaps she was even more mistaken to think that nobody ever 
asked Jennie out, Lisa thought. Or had the courage to ask her out. 
Because Jennie was beautiful. Exquisitely and elegantly beautiful, 
no doubt about it, that everybody would love to pay attention to 
her. But there was something about Jennie beyond the beauty and 
sophistication that she possessed, Lisa thought, that made people 
look at her cautiously and hushed in whispers their opinions about 
how beautiful and intimidating Jennie was, in discreet. Jennie was 
something else. 

Yes, Jennie was lacking in height, Lisa thought humorously. She's 
cute and petite and seemed like a little girl holding on to Lisa 
because she was afraid that she might get lost in an unfamiliar 
crowded alleyway. And there was also that irresistibly bright 
gummy smile of hers that would melt anybody's heart, Lisa's 
included. And those two qualities of Jennie made her cuddly, like a 
cute teddy bear. 

But there was more to Jennie than that, Lisa realized as she 
looked at how Jennie was looking straight ahead, her mouth was 
forming between a relaxed smile, a knowing smirk and a curious 
pout. Those cat-like eyes were set to a half-squint and half-crescent, 
as if she was eyeing things with utmost curiosity and the way her 
eyes would lit whenever she saw something amusing made Jennie 
look like a little girl who wanted to discover the mysteries of the 
world. But still, Jennie's aura looked a little aloof and slightly 
haughty that it made her look like someone whom nobody wanted 
to mess up with, despite how small she was. Perhaps it had 
something to do with Jennie's chaebol upbringing, Lisa concluded. 

"You know, if you keep staring at me like that, you might miss a 
step and we'll both stumble down, Lili," Jennie said with a smirk, 
disrupting Lisa's train of thoughts. 

"Sorry," Lisa said with a shy smile, looking slightly embarrassed. 

"I hope you're pleased with what you're looking at, though," 
Jennie said, turning her head to the left and raised it look at Lisa 
and asked teasingly, "Are you, Miss Manoban?" 

"You're quite a mystery, aren't you?" Lisa asked amusely, instead 
of providing an answer to Jennie's question. 


"Quite," Jennie agreed and smiled her gummy smile. "So, please 
stop staring at me while we're trying to navigate our way in this 
little village, Lili. Because I don't want you to miss a step and fall 
facedown," Jennie added. 

"Oh, yeah. I'm sorry," Lisa apologized. 

"Plus, you're melting me," Jennie whispered inaudibly, that Lisa had 
to asked, "What?" 

"Your stares are melting me, Lili. I might miss a step and fall 
facedown eventually," Jennie said without looking at Lisa, but her 
mouth was twitching and curving into a sly smile. 

Lisa laughed and raised their entwined hands and wrapped her 
arms around Jennie's shoulder, pulling Jennie's body closer to hers. 
Their fingers were still lacing intimately with each other. 

"TIl catch you, anyway," Lisa said reassuringly and chuckled. 

"You already did," Jennie replied and looked at Lisa before she 
noticed the glowing neon lights against the glass panel of a pink- 
painted exterior wall of a shop. "Oh! Is that the shop we're looking 
for?" she asked Lisa, pointing at the small shop, with vintage jackets 
and dresses hanging outside, beside the wooden white door. 

"Yes. I think it is," Lisa replied immediately. 

"Ah! It's so cute!" Jennie gushed while pointing at the neon lights 
that were outlining of what appeared to be an image of pink heads 
of two swans that were brought together to form a heart, in the 
center of the glass panel. Beneath it was a banner in purple neon 
light, with words in white light, written in bold letters that says: 
VINTAGEBONNIE, without a space between the letters 'e' and 'b'. 

Lisa immediately fished her small handheld film camera from the 
pocket of her fleece and walked a couple of steps away from Jennie. 

"Go on, make a pose. I'll take a picture of you," Lisa said 
encouragingly, getting her camera ready. 

"Do you always have a camera on your pocket wherever you go?" 
Jennie wondered but did what Lisa told her, anyway. She stood 
beside the pink neon swans with a poker expression on her face. 

"Yes. And aren't you going to smile for me?" Lisa asked, laughing. 

"Lili, this is my happy face," Jennie said, pointing at the 
expression on her face that was anything but happy. 

"Oookayyy. But I want to see the happier version, though," Lisa 
said and laughed. 

Jennie smiled. The way she smiled at Lisa when they saw each 
other back in Tongyeong. Bright, excited, amused and unbothered. 

Lisa released the shutter button immediately and captured the 
smiling Jennie on her most candid and raw version of a happy face. 

"Why weren't you taking pictures back in the Seoseo, by the 
way?" Jennie asked when Lisa joined her as they head towards the 


entrance of the VINTAGEBONNIE. 

"I was so hungry that my brain just stopped working back there 
and left the camera in the car, unfortunately," Lisa answered with a 
laugh and held Jennie's hand as they invited themselves inside the 
premise of the vintage shop. 

"Have you been here before?" Jennie asked Lisa, as they looked at 
the vintage items that were being displayed on the shelves. She was 
particularly eyeing an old-fashioned silver ring. 

"No. I only Googled this few days ago. After Chahee insisted that 
we should wear retro for tonight," Lisa explained and rolled her 
eyes. 

Jennie laughed at Lisa's eye-rolling and asked, "So, what will you 
be wearing?" She was now wearing the ring on her finger. And 
proceeded to pick up another ring and put it on her other finger. 

"I honestly have no idea. This kind of thing stresses me out, to be 
honest," Lisa replied with a slight exasperation. "What about you?" 

"You know, I remember attending an 80's party back in college 
once. Madonna is the 'it' during the 80's era, so most of the girls 
were wearing a Madonna-inspired fashion. They looked super cool 
that I thought I was a little misfit. Although nobody said it to my 
face," Jennie said and taking off the rings from her fingers and put 
it back to the tray where she picked it up moments ago. 

"Why? What did you wear?" Lisa asked curiously. 

"Cyndi Lauper. It was cute, though. With all the clips and 
bandana on my head," Jennie answered, laughing at the thought of 
how hilarious she must have looked like when she imitated Cyndi. 
"So, I thought I would like to wear something classy tonight because 
I've already outgrown the hairclips," she continued thoughtfully. 

"Like, Grace Kelly?" Lisa asked. Grace Kelly was the first person 
that she could think of. 

"I was thinking of Audrey Hepburn, actually. You know, Breakfast 
At Tiffany type?" Jennie said and walked over to where the shop 
attendant was at, dragging Lisa by the hand as she did so. "Excuse 
me. Do you have The Little Black Dress?" she asked the female 
attendant that looked younger than her or Lisa but was definitely a 
looker in her own right. 

"Do you mean the dress that Hep--," the girl attendant answered 
cheerfully but stopped midway when her eyes landed on Lisa, who 
was curiously eyeing a particular rack beside her, "--burn...was 
famous for?" 

"Yes," Jennie answered. 

"Do you have a red suit?" Lisa also asked while scanning the 
pieces of clothing that were hanging neatly and orderly on a rack 
beside her. "And a pair of red suede shoes, also?" 


"Uhm, n-no. Sorry. B-but I can call another s-shop who h-has t- 
them, if y-you li...like m-me," the girl was stammering while 
speaking and couldn't keep her eyes away from Lisa. "I mean, if...if 
you like me to call another shop and ask for the things that you're 
looking for," she clarified after she cleared her throat. She even 
ditched the magazine with Emma Watson on the cover that she was 
reading and completely turned her focus on Lisa. Totally forgetting 
about Jennie and Audrey Hepburn. 

Jennie, who understood completely what the girl was going 
through at the moment, rolled her eyes and made an annoyed tut- 
ting sound. There was an unfamiliar acid-like bubble forming at the 
bottom pit of her stomach that doesn't have to do with the galbi 
jjim. She then possessively snaked her arm around Lisa's arm and 
pulled the tall blond closer to her, away from the girl attendant who 
was obviously crushing on her Lili. 

"What's up with the suit and suede shoes?" Jennie asked Lisa, 
subtly sending the girl a message that Lisa was not someone that 
the girl should ogle at. Especially right in front of her. The nerve! 

"It just hit on me, actually. I thought I'd like to represent David 
Bowie tonight--," 

"I love David Bowie!" the girl interjected in a loud, excited voice, 
which made Lisa to look at her direction and nodded, said, "Yeah, 
okay," and smiled awkwardly which made the girl giggle for no 
reason. And which irritated Jennie even more. The acidic bubble on 
her stomach just shot up towards her throat. Jealousy was forming 
on her mouth. 

"Plus, it's Valentine's. So, I think wearing red would be fitting for 
the occassion," Lisa continued, oblivious to the tension that was 
slowly building between Jennie and the girl. 

"That's an absolutely brilliant idea!" the girl attendant said, 
beating Jennie from telling Lisa the same thing. 

Jennie also wanted to ask Lisa if she wanted a tight suit or a loose 
one and tell the girl that red was Lisa's favorite color. And that she 
knew about it because Lisa told her. She was close to telling the girl 
that she should just shut her mouth for her own good. But instead... 

"Excuse me?" Jennie interrupted snarkily. "We," she pointed 
herself and Lisa "are having a conversation here. Do you mind?" She 
already had enough of the girl's persistent effort to impress Lisa. 

"Yes! I mean, no. No, of course. I'm sorry," the attendant said and 
looked at Lisa apologetically. 

"Thank you," Jennie said curtly, as she watched the girl attendant 
retreating despondently back to her station and to Emma Watson, 
while still shooting furtive looks to Lisa. Jennie rolled her eyes for 
the second time. 


"This is not what I expected. We came all the way here but 
couldn't find what we're looking for. I'm so sorry for dragging you 
here, Nini," Lisa said, sounding disappointed and looking apologetic 
to Jennie. 

"No, it's okay. I'm glad you brought me here. Besides, it's still 4 
PM, Lili. We still have a lot of time to find a dress for me and a suit 
for you," Jennie said. 

"So, where do we go from here?" asked Lisa. 

"How about we go to my favorite store?" Jennie suggested. 

"Does your favorite store offer a variety of retro stuff?" asked Lisa. 

"They most definitely do. I'm sure we can find something 
interesting there," Jennie suggested. "What do you think?" 

Lisa checked her watch for the time, contemplated a little and 
nodded eventually. 

"Okay, let's go," she said and made a customary polite bow to the 
girl attendant and said thank you. 

Jennie clasped her fingers around Lisa's wrist and dragged them 
both away from the girl's station and led them both outside the 
VINTAGEBONNIE. They were welcomed with the icy air and a 
little rain. 

The cold, frosty air blew as they retrace their navigation back to 
the main entrance of the village, towards where Lisa's car was 
parked. And Jennie's fingers were still clasped around Lisa's wrist, 
holding Lisa a little too tightly, as if she was afraid that Lisa might 
be dragged away from her by the surge of people walking from the 
opposite direction. 

And when they reached Lisa's car and both of them were settled 
comfortably inside, Jennie couldn't stop herself anymore. 

"She's into you," Jennie blurted out before she could stop herself. 

"Who?" Lisa asked as she maneuvered her Impala away from 
Ikseon towards Seochu-go. 

"The girl at VINTAGEBONNIE," Jennie replied, tasting the acid 
bubble on her mouth, her words plunging on the acridity of it. 

Lisa stifled a laughter and looked at Jennie sideways. There was a 
hint of chaffing at the way her laughter sounded and the way her 
eyes lit up. 

"Are you jealous?" Lisa asked, a mischievous grin was spreading 
on her face. 

"Of course, not," Jennie responded quickly. 

"Is that why you were so keen to leave VINTAGEBONNIE? 
Because you're jealous? I thought you said the place looked cute," 
Lisa prodded on. 

"I said the neon swan was cute, not the entire shop. And I was 
keen to leave because I don't want to waste any more time in there," 


Jennie said. "I wasn't jealous. Why would I even?" she added 
acrimonously. 

"Exactly," Lisa said. "Why would you be jealous when we're not in 
a relationship and the attendant was just doing her job by being 
extra-friendly towards me?" 

"Okay, first of all: Just because we're not in a relationship, Lisa, 
doesn't mean I'm not allowed to be jealous. Not that I am right 
now," Jennie said scathingly. "And second: She was ogling at you 
with her mouth wide open like an overexcited chimpanz--," 

Jennie stopped talking when she heard Lisa bursting with her 
loud barky laugh that echoed throughout the interior of the car. 

"I hate you," Jennie said in a mopey voice and crossed her arms 
across her chest after she realized what she just said, which made 
Lisa laughed even louder. 

"Aigoo! Look at the cute baby acting like she was totally not 
jealous at all," Lisa said in her aegyo voice, even teasingly pinching 
Jennie's left cheek. "What a baby!" 

"I really hate you right now," Jennie reiterated with a pout and 
dusted Lisa's hand off her cheek. Her eyes were deadset on looking 
anything but at Lisa. 

Lisa laughed even louder and quickly planted a sloppy kiss on 
Jennie's side of the face, while the red light was still on. 

"Did somebody ever told you you're extra cute when you're being 
sulky like that?" Lisa quipped. 

"No," Jennie answered curtly. But a faint smile was already 
visible at the corner of her mouth. 

"Well, I just did," Lisa said haughtily but in good humor. 

"I still hate you," said Jennie, but she was now beaming. 

"If hate is the new like, then okay. I hate you, too," Lisa 
responded. 

"Please stop acting cute, Lisa-ssi," Jennie said, with emphasis on 
the suffix, and pinched a portion of Lisa's right cheek. 

"Lisa-ssi'?" Lisa repeated the honorific that Jennie used on her. 
"Ya! Jennie-ya!" she yelled with mockery as a retaliation. 

"Oh my god, stop it!" Jennie said, laughing and spotted something 
outside Lisa's window. "Oh, please pull over, Lili. We're here 
already!" she said, excitedly pointing at the store that bore an 
expensive monogram logo that Lisa knew about. 

"So, you're favorite store is Chanel?" Lisa asked as she pulled over 
at the curb. "Typical," she added in jest. 

"The manager and I are friends," Jennie said, as if it would 
somehow explain why her favorite brand of clothing was Chanel. 

"Okay. But before we go in there and get lost in the extravagance 
and luxury of everything inside, I think we need to talk first," Lisa 


said, stopping Jennie from opening the door beside her. 

"About what?" Jennie asked with a confused look. 

"You can't pay my bill, Jennie. I'm serious. I can't let you. I won't 
let you." 

"Lisa, what bill are you talking about? We're just going to borrow 
whatever pieces we would choose inside," Jennie said. 

Lisa blinked twice, looking dumbfounded, and asked, "Is that 
possible?" 

"No," Jennie answered. "But I'm friends with the owner. So it 
makes it possible for us to borrow something from them today," she 
said. 

"O...kay. But, what do you mean you're friends with the owner?" 
Lisa asked out of curiosity. 

"It means I'm friends with the Wertheimer's. They're a family 
friend, actually," Jennie said with a wink. "Now, let's go, Lili. We 
don't want to be late for the party," she continued and finally 
opened the door beside her, leaving Lisa dumbstruck. 

If Jennie was friends with the Chanel owner, then it only means 
that Jennie's chaebol life was THE chaebol life, Lisa thought to 
herself. Maybe Chahee was right when she said that perhaps Jennie 
owns a closet of full of Chanels, after all. 

They went out of the car and made their way towards the plush 
entrance of the store. Where they were greeted in a rather squeaky 
voice of a small man in an elegant white suit. His hair was parted in 
the middle and he was wearing a handlebar mustache that was 
obviously brushed constantly because it looked sleek and well- 
trimmed. 

"Bonjour, Mademoiselle Jennie! What a pleasure, as always," the 
small man bowed courteously and greeted Jennie in French. "Are 
you here to check the new arrivals? You will love the latest winter 
collection!" 

"Bonjour, Monsieur Gustav," Jennie greeted the man back in 
steady French and they touched their cheeks and exchanged 
pleasantries in rapid French and Lisa couldn't understand all of it 
because her French was limited to the common phrases only. She 
suddenly felt hot in the face when she remembered how she 
"lectured" Jennie about French culture back in her studio this 
morning. 

Lisa looked around the brightly-lit expensive boutique and 
noticed the number of people, mostly were women, trying to find 
the perfect Chanel item for them. All were looking highly- 
fashionable and with exquisite taste. Like Jennie. Lisa thought she 
finally had the opportunity of watching a preview of what Jennie's 
world would be like. Or maybe a part of it, especially now that she 


knew that Jennie was a regular in this expensive store, based on 
how Jennie and Gustav exchange conversations. 

"Merci beaucoup. But, no. I'm with my friend, by the way. Lili, this 
is Monsieur Gustav, the store manager. Monsieur Gustav, this is my 
special friend, Lisa," Jennie said and Lisa and Gustav exchanged 
polite bows. "Lisa and I need something to wear for an 80's party 
tonight." 

"Ah, oui. Bien sir," Gustav nodded knowingly and turned his 
attention to Lisa. "Your friend is model-material, Mademoiselle 
Jennie. Tall, slender, beau," he said after he assessed Lisa's overall 
being by scanning his small eyes from Lisa's hair to Lisa's boots and 
after he pivoted around Lisa, before he settled on staring 
scrutinizingly on Lisa's face. "Your face could launch a thousand 
prints and billboards, Mademoiselle Lisa." 

"Oh, merci beaucoup. But, no. I'd rather be behind the spotlight," 
Lisa said and laughed awkwardly. She had never been put under an 
awkward spot before, with a French man almost half her height, 
scanning and assessing her like she was a piece of sculpture on a 
gallery. Good thing she still remember a little of her French, 
though. 

"As expected from a friend of Mademoiselle Jennie," Gustav said, 
sounding and looking slightly disappointed that Lisa said no to him. 
"So, what do you have, belles, in mind? Any specific inspiration? 
Kate Moss? Cindy Crawford? Claudia Schiffer?" he asked and 
enumerated three of the famous fashion icons back in the days, 
sounding businesslike all of a sudden. 

"I'm thinking of Audrey Hepburn's Breakfast At Tiffany's style, 
Monsieur Gustav. Simple, yet elegant and classy," Jennie said. 

Lisa realized that Jennie was used to this, with how Jennie 
sounded so sure and knowingly about what she specifically wants 
with her dress. And Lisa had a funny feeling that Monsieur Gustav 
and Jennie would discuss about haute couture and the endless 
posibilities of a fashion innovation if she wasn't there and if they 
weren't on a tight schedule. 

"Oui. The Little Black Dress. And a set of pearls to compliment the 
elegance of the velvet black dress, yes," Gustav agreed, looking 
impressed by Jennie's taste and then turned to Lisa and asked, 
"What about you, Mademoiselle Lisa? Any specifics?" 

And Lisa knew exactly what she had in mind. 

"Do you have a red suit and a pair of red suede shoes?" Lisa asked 
Gustav. 

"I know what you have in mind, chèri. Mon Bowie in The Glass 
Spider Tour, 1987. Loose red trouser suit and a beautiful pair of red 
suede shoes. But, in your case, a five-inch red stilleto would be 


more fitting," Gustav said. 

"Exactly. Wow, you're good!" Lisa said in awe, impressed by 
Gustav's fashion knowledge. 

"Of course, I am, mon chéri. Chanel would never ever settle for 
mediocrity. The mademoiselle knows that, of course," Gustav said 
and gestured Jennie. "Besides, David Bowie is a fashion icon and a 
hero of mine. He loved the gay community so much we all want to 
cannonize him as the Holy Patron Saint For The Queers," Gustav 
added and winked at Lisa before he turned and asked Jennie, "Did 
you bring your stylist, Mademoiselle Jennie?" 

"Oh, no, Monsieur Gustav. Lisa and I will manage," Jennie replied. 

"Non, non. In that case, Felicia will do the honors of dressing the 
two of you up," Gustav said, shaking his head and looking aghast at 
the idea of a no-personal stylist philosophy when dressing up for a 
party, and summoned a forty-ish petite woman in black cardigans, 
whom Lisa could only assume was Felicia. 

"Felicia will make sure that both of you will be the stars of the 
party tonight. You know what to do, chéri," Gustav told Felicia 
before he left them to attend to a newly-arrived client. 

The woman named Felicia nodded and bowed to the both of 
them. Jennie then exchanged kisses with Felicia on both cheeks. 

"Lisa, this is Felicia. She's a designer, a stylist and a very good 
friend of mine," Jennie told Lisa and turned to Felicia, "Feli, this is 
my special friend, Lisa. I want you to make her the prettiest Bowie 
tonight." 

"Hello, Felicia! It's a pleasure to meet you," Lisa greeted Felicia 
and bowed before the older woman, who had smooth olive skin and 
a hair as black as the midnight sky. 

"The pleasure is mine, Miss Lisa," Felicia said pleasantly with a 
friendly smile, showing off her set of small white teeth to Lisa. "Do 
you want to try modeling? You have the looks and the build of a 
supermodel, in my opinion." 

Lisa laughed and shook her head. She thought it was funny how 
it sounded funnier when hearing it for the second time in less than 
fifteen minutes, the idea of her being a model. 

"Uhm, thank you. But, I'm not interested. You can hire me as a 
photographer, instead. That's what I do," Lisa quipped. 

"Lisa is a great photographer, Feli. You should see her works. 
They're all beautiful," Jennie said, looking proudly and 
affectionately at Lisa. 

"I'm sure she does, Miss Jennie," Felicia said and looked Lisa in 
the eyes. "You have keen eyes for details, I can see that. But I still 
think you could become a great model, Miss Lisa." 

"Why don't we just allow Lisa to do what she loves to do, Feli, 


and not force our opinion about her on her?" Jennie said rather 
sternly, saving Lisa from Felicia's persistent possible-modeling- 
career pressure. 

"Of course. My apologies, Miss Lisa," Felicia said and smiled 
apologetically to Lisa, which Lisa responded with a smile. "So, how 
was the tour on the House of Chanel, by the way, Miss Jennie?" 
Felicia then asked Jennie 

"It was beautiful, Feli. I've been there a couple of times already in 
the past, but it still felt like the first time. Coco Chanel was so 
beautiful in that painting and they gave me a big bouquet of flowers 
as a compliment. It was surreal," Jennie answered. "Anyway, shall 
we Start? Lisa and I have a party to catch at--," 

"Eight," Lisa offered after she realized that she haven't told Jennie 
about what time the party at the Orange would start. 

"Of course, of course. Let's go this way, then," Felicia said and led 
them to a white door on her left. 

"Are you ready?" Jennie asked Lisa as they followed Felicia's 
wake, walking hand in hand, their fingers interlacing. 

"No. And I have, like, a hundred questions in my mind right 
now," Lisa said. 

"| know. I will try to answer all of that later, Mademoiselle 
Manoban," Jennie said with a wink, before they entered a large 
room with rows and rows of high fashion clothes and a large mirror 
for a wall. 


Chapter 25 


"I would have wanted a chill vibe this evening. You know, we'll 
have a glass of champagne or some red wine, and get drowned on 
the aroma of some scented candles on the table and all over the 
place, and listen to a set of chill out songs until we all get wine- 
drunk and love-drunk and we'll all go home later thinking that love 
is a fairytale and St. Valentine will save us from our hangover 
tomorrow," the beautiful Chaeyoung said on the mic. 

She was on her rockstar Madonna-inspired 80's outfit. Chaeyoung 
chose to wear a faded black boyfriend tee that had the iconic 
Rolling Stone Tongue printed across it, which she rolled up and tied 
tightly in the front, showing her flat abdomen. She paired it with a 
pair of high-waisted acid-wash vintage mom Guess jeans that was 
badly ripped on the knees and which she rolled the hems up, to 
accomodate her black army boots. A series of chain accessories 
were clipped and hanging on the belt loop. She was wearing a black 
cross earring on her one ear and a silver hoop earring on the other, 
along with the other earrings on her both ears because she had at 
least a total of eight piercings. 

Her hair was permed and tied in a sophisticated high bun. A 
yellow paisley-designed bandana was wrapped around her head, the 
ribbon at the top, and another bandana was tied around her neck in 
a fashionable way, together with a set of dangling necklaces. Her 
lips was painted in full blood red and she even put a fake mole at 
the upperside of her upper lip, for fun. 

The crowd before her responded with a series of laughter from 
the guys and a dragging romanticized 'Aawww!' from the ladies who 
mostly were wearing ridiculously big, hairy wigs and sunglasses 
bigger than their faces. They had a glass of Alabama Slammer on 
their hands, courtesy of Jiyeon and Chahee, while the guys were 
gripping their hands around their bottle of beers and they all raised 
it to Chaeyoung and together they were chanting "Hear! Hear!" 
Coaxing Chaeyoung Park to be funny as hell and tell them the 
things they wanted to hear. 

Chaeyoung started strumming her guitar and played the intro to 
her opening song for the evening. It was a classic Bon Jovi song, 
volume down. Followed by A-yeon's drums, who chose to wear her 
famous lingerie attire on her YouTube viral video instead of 


dressing in retro-style. Much to the delight of the young and excited 
uni-boys and to the amusement and horror of the girls. It was 
winter, after all. Nobody in their right mind would wear a lingerie. 
But A-yeon was, of course, an exception. Because she's hot and sexy 
as fudge and she could pull the ludicrously revealing lingerie attire 
off. 

"But my girls think otherwise. They don't want a chill-out 
evening, apparently. So, they rebel against me," Chaeyoung said 
with her soft voice, which made her audience laugh louder. "So, 
what do you say we'll have a whole lot of 80's rock n' roll to 
celebrate this Valentine's Eve? We'll all still suffer from a bad 
hangover tomorrow, anyway" she continued with a chuckle. 

The crowd erupted and cheered and wolf-whistled. Mainly 
because they thought that Chaeyoung was being unusually funny 
tonight and because they really wanted to drink the night away and 
suffer a bad hangover on Valentine's Day tomorrow. So that they 
have an excuse not to wake up early and feel the pressure of the V- 
day in the morning. Plus, the song that Chaeyoung and her band 
was about to play was a great song. One they vaguely remembered 
they listened to a lot when they were all toddlers and their fathers 
would play it on their cassette players on Sundays and weeknight 
after-dinners. 

"We've always wanted to play this one in front of you, guys, on a 
party and a night like this," Chaeyoung said while working on her 
guitar. Jin-Ah and Ji-In were now working on their instruments, as 
well. Harmonizing with Chaeyoung and A-yeon. Both wearing 
heavy makeups, both trying to replicate the band Kiss and Alice 
Cooper, arguing that though both great acts were formed in the late 
70's, they were dominant in the 80's. 

Most of the people in the audience were not in a relationship, or 
had been in a relationship but it ended before they even know it, 
and they were all grateful for the Orange's 80's-theme pre- 
Valentine's party, because the girls didn't have to dress up to 
impress a date and the guys weren't required to buy flowers and 
chocolates or teddy bears and wear a suit. 

They all just wanted to party and get wasted on Valentine's Eve, 
with good music and good 80's drinks and probably some beer, and 
not ending their night in some cheap motel rooms and wake up 
tomorrow with a bad hangover and stupid regrets, with a stranger 
snoring loudly beside them in the bed. 

"Alright! Here we go!" Chaeyoung screamed on the mic and 
started stomping her foot along with the beat of A-yeon's drums. "I 
need y'all to sing along with me on this one, boys and girls," she 
added. 


"1. ..2...1, 2, 3, ow!" A-yeon shouted on her mic and rolled her 
drumsticks between her fingers before slamming them hard against 
her drumset. The whole place erupted in cheers and everyone 
started jumping on their feet, drinks spilling on the floor and on 
their clothes, but who cares about it anyway. 

The smoke machine just went off, their night have just started. 
Chaeyoung's voice started to fill the interior of her bar, electrified 
by the excitement and the hype of the big, hairy wigs bobbing up 
and down in the space in front of her, making her forget entirely 
about the solitude that she was craving for just a few hours ago. 
Their version of the great Jon Bon Jovi's Livin' On A Prayer sounded 
cool and contemporary, with Chaeyoung's steady vocals and a 
whole lot of rock n' rollin'. She and her band was setting the stage 
on fire with their energy, it was contagious. 

Meanwhile, Lisa have just parked her car in front of the Orange. 
They went straight to Chaeyoung's bar after Jennie practically 
begged that they should make a quick stop-over at Lisa's apartment 
to check on Leo and Luca and after they grabbed a quick 
unsophisticated dinner that consisted of hotteok, dumpling and 
teokkbokki at a food stall on their way to the Orange. Again, after 
Jennie practically begged Lisa. The chaebol found it thrilling and 
somewhat appealing to eat street food while standing and bracing 
the cold, in their expensive Chanel outfits. Amusing the onlookers 
and feeding the desperate souls that were wandering around the 
busy Hongdae streets looking and hoping for a Valentine's date, 
mostly were men. 

Lisa thought it was a completely ridiculous idea but she still gave 
in, anyway. Because how could she ever say no to her Nini? 
Especially when Jennie would look at Lisa with those cat-like eyes 
of hers the same way that Leo would look at Lisa when the cat 
wanted a treat. 

They could see the number of people dressed in retro glam and 
thick woolen coats lining up along the sidewalk, bracing the winter 
air, waiting for their turn to finally be admitted inside the bar. 

"Wow! Look at that! I did not expect to see these many people 
heeding the call to wear retro on this Valentine's Eve," Lisa said in 
awe. "This is weird. Like, a good kind of weird. I feel like I started a 
revolution or something." 

"I feel like I'm transported back in time," Jennie said as she look 
outside her window, scanning her eyes on the ridiculous big hairs 
and neon spandex before her eyes. A few even had the temerity to 
wear a thong and glitzy boots. "This is actually have a Rock Of Ages 
slash Saturday Night Fever kind of vibe." 

"Yeah, I know what you mean. This is crazy!" Lisa exclaimed and 


laughed. 

"Maybe they want something new for a change," Jennie 
commented. 

"Something new by going back in time by wearing retro. The 
irony," Lisa said and shake her head in the profundity of her own 
words. "Anyway, are you ready?" she then asked Jennie. 

Jennie raised her brows in a quizzical way and replied, "Are 
you?" 

"Of cou--Oh, shit. I haven't told Chaeyoung you'd be coming with 
me tonight," Lisa groaned and slumped to her seat. 

"Shall I just wait here while you announce my entrance to them?" 
Jennie asked sardonically. 

Lisa then looked at Jennie with a funny expression on her face 
that Jennie could only interpret as Lisa thinking how she was being 
ridiculous by suggesting such a stupid idea. 

"Don't be silly. Come on," Lisa said and was about to open her 
door when Jennie suddenly grabbed her arm. 

"Hey, Lili. Wait," Jennie said in haste and stopping Lisa from 
stepping out of the car. 

"What is it? Are you nervous?" Lisa asked, looking concerned. 

Jennie shook her head and chuckled. 

"No, silly. I just want to say that you look beautiful tonight," 
Jennie said. 

"And so are you, mademoiselle Jennie," Lisa said and attemped a 
sloppy curtsy. 

"No, I'm serious. You really look beautiful tonight. Red looks good 
on you. And you were right when you said that red symbolizes life, 
actually," said Jennie, her voice was somewhat trembling. 

"Why is that?" Lisa asked, a smile was visible on her face. 

"Because you look so hot right now, you kind of...you kind of 
setting everything around you on fire," Jennie said. 

It would have been perfectly okay if Jennie just said she looked 
pretty or cool or whatever. But hot? The word hot carries a whole 
lot of other definitions other than hot, as far as Lisa knew. What did 
Jennie mean exactly about her being hot? Hot, as in sexy hot? Or 
hot as in beautiful, sexy and everything unworldly hot? Was she 
making Jennie hot? 

"Including you?" Lisa asked and laughed a little. She meant it as a 
joke to pacify her own nerves. 

But Jennie looked dead serious and was staring straight into her 
eyes, straight into her soul, that it made Lisa's heart skip a tune and 
her stomach did a double-flip. No, triple flips. Especially when 
Jennie leaned in closer. Her hot, minty breath was blowing all over 
Lisa's face. 


"Specially me, Lili," Jennie whispered on Lisa's ear before she 
planted a kiss on Lisa's side of the mouth. A little portion of it have 
actually landed narrowly on the side of her lips, Lisa could actually 
taste Jennie's matte lipstick. 

Jennie's lips lingered a little too long on Lisa's skin, leaving a 
lipstick stain on the spot where her kiss had landed, before she 
quickly opened her door and emerged from the car. Leaving Lisa in 
a frenzy, with a hammering heart and a funny tingling hot sensation 
below her abdomen. Intentional or not, that was hot! 

Lisa heaved a few short breaths until she made sure her knees 
could support her weight when she stepped out of her car and 
followed Jennie towards the entrance. 

And when Lisa caught up with the stunning chaebol, Jennie just 
looked and smiled at her sweetly, as if she did not almost kiss her 
Lili on the lips a moment ago, and held Lisa's hand as they admitted 
themselves inside the Orange. Where Chaeyoung was already going 
off on the stage like a loose firecracker, whipping her hair and 
banging her head, singing "Take my hand, We'll make it, I swear!" 
and her audience responding "Oohhh oohhh! Living on a prayer!" 
with ardent passion. 

"Hot damn, Lisa! You're planning to set everything on fire 
tonight, aren't you?" Jiyeon gasped appreciatively as the tall blond, 
in a high bun and flaming red trouser suit approached the bar. 
Jennie was in tow, obscured by Lisa's tall frame. 

"Not as much as how those leotards are going to make everyone 
go crazy tonight, Jiyeon," Lisa said loudly and winked, leaning 
closer to the bar so that she and Jiyeon could hear each other 
clearly. "Anyway, I brought someone," she added and invited Jennie 
for a seat beside her. 

When Jennie came into view, clad in an elegant Chanel Little 
Black Dress, adorned with a set of pearl jewelries on her neck, ears 
and wrist, and with an air of the chaebol that she always have been, 
Jiyeon almost dropped the glass she was holding and nearly 
knocked the bottle of Bailey's in front of her. 

"Hello, Jiyeon-ssi! It's good to see you again," Jennie greeted the 
hot bartender with a polite smile and a courteous bow. 

Jiyeon was torn between screaming and swooning when she saw 
Jennie, resulting to her just standing on her spot with her mouth 
gaping and eyes widened in shock. 

"Well, look who's here?" Chahee interrupted with her velvety 
voice as she approached them and stood beside Jiyeon. Her eyes 
were averting from Jennie to Lisa. "Hey, Lisa! Hey, Jennie! You 
both look stunning tonight," she said and subtly elbowed Jiyeon on 
the rib. 


"Jennie looks elegant, more than anything else," Jiyeon said, 
finally snapping out from the shock. 

"Thanks!" Jennie said and showed the two hot bartenders her 
gummy smile. "You two look--," 

"Like we're about to lead an aerobics class later at midnight," 
Chahee said, laughing as she did so. "This is her idea," Chahee 
added, pointing at Jiyeon accussingly. 

"This is better than wearing a spandex, though. Chahee was 
obsessing over neon spandex, it drove me crazy. So I had to step in 
and talk her out of it. I didn't want to look like Black Panther in 
neon spandex tonight," Jiyeon said, addressing Jennie. 

She and Jiyeon were wearing tight leotards (yellow for Jiyeon 
and pink for Chahee), drawstrings shorts (black for Jiyeon and baby 
blue for Chahee), mesh crop tops that have prints across the front 
that both Jennie and Lisa couldn't make out the patterns and neon 
head bands. Both were also wearing volumptous blond wigs, beads, 
arm bands and leg warmers. 

"I was about to say sexy like a goyang-i," Jennie said with an 
amused smile. 

"Yeah. I could set you both up on a date with Leo and Luca," Lisa 
interjected with a laugh. 

"Well, that's the nicest thing I've heard tonight about our outfit, to 
be honest," Chahee said and smiled at Jennie appreciatively. "We 
were teased about aerobics all night because Jiyeon saw an Olivia 
Newton-John's video on YouTube the other day and well, this is it," 
Chahee gestured her "Physical" costume. 

"Actually, Sue Sylvester made me watch it. Anyway, what do you, 
guys, want to have?" Jiyeon finally asked to divert the talks about 
their aerobics costume and so that Chahee would stop ribbing her 
because of it. 

"What do you, guys, have?" Lisa asked. 

"Lots, actually. We have the usual beer and gins. And some 
famous 80's drinks that Jiyeon and I concocted for tonight. The 
Slippery Nipple is a must-try," Chahee recommended. 

"The Slippery-what?" Jennie asked, looking flabbergasted. 

"Nipple," Chahee volunteered. "It's just a cocktail, actually. And 
it's quite famous in the 80's." 

"It's just 51% alcohol, made up of Irish cream and Sambuca. So, 
do you, guys, want to try it?" Jiyeon asked both Jennie and Lisa. 

Lisa and Jennie exchanged looks, as if they were mutely 
discussing whether they should give The Slippery Nipple a try or 
they should just settle for a drink with a less-vulgar name. The 
Slippery Nipple won when both of them nodded and smiled at the 
same time. 


"Alright, we'll have it," Lisa finally said and Jiyeon actively 
whipped two glass of cocktails in front of them. 

"Hey, Lili? I have to use the powder room," Jennie said, leaning 
closer to Lisa and holding on to Lisa's arm affectionately. The 
gesture did not slip through Chahee's notice. 

Lisa stood on her feet and asked, "Do you want me to come with 
you?" 

Jennie smiled but shook her head and said, "No, no. Just stay 
here and save me the seat." And excused herself to Jiyeon and 
Chahee. 

And when Chahee made sure that Jennie was finally out of 
earshot, not that Jennie could actually hear her if she was a few feet 
away due to the loud music, she turned to Lisa to asked a few 
questions. 

"Lili?' So, are you and Jennie an item now?" Chahee asked Lisa. 

Lisa smiled meaningfully but shook her head and said, "No." 

"And Chaeyoung doesn't know that Jennie's here?" Chahee 
continued. 

"I forgot to tell her, Chahee. It's been a wild day. But, I'll talk to 
her once she's done with her set," Lisa replied. 

"Okay. But Lisa, before you do that--please wipe that lipstick 
mark off your face before Chaeng will see it. Right there," Chahee 
suggested with a smirk, pointing at the exact spot where Jennie's 
kiss have landed moments ago. 

"Oh!" Lisa exclaimed, looking embarrassed. "It's not what you 
think, Chahee-ssi!" she said while trying to wipe off the the lipstick 
stain on the side of her mouth. 

But Chahee just laughed at Lisa's reaction and saw Jennie walking 
back from the powder room. 

"So, Jennie. Where's your friend, by the way?" Chahee asked 
Jennie as the latter have settled on her seat next to Lisa. 

"Do you mean Jisoo? She's somewhere having dinner right now," 
Jennie answered. "Hi!" she greeted Lisa with her bright gummy 
smile as if she saw her the first time. 

"Hi!" Lisa replied and they both laughed at their absurdity. 

"You mean like a date?" Jiyeon joined the conversation. 

"Well, if having dinner with some people from the U.N. and 
discussing things that involves making the world a better place 
would be considered a date, then yes. Maybe?" Jennie explained 
nonchalantly while checking the appearance of her The Slippery 
Nipple. 

"U.N.? As in the United Nations?" Chahee asked, looking and 
sounding taken aback by the discovery about Jisoo. 

"Is Jisoo part of the U.N.?" Lisa also asked. 


"No. Not officially," Jennie replied, shaking her head. "But her 
foundation is involve with charity works around the world. The UN 
wants to thank her tonight, I guess. It's a gala dinner, what she's 
attending right now. That's what she told me." 

"Wow! Jisoo is something," Jiyeon sighed appreciatively. "No 
wonder she's like that." 

"Like what, Jiyeon-ssi?" Jennie asked curiously. 

"Like she can sniff bullshit from a distance," Chahee said as she 
looked over at Chaeyoung who was now starting to sing Aerosmith's 
Angel on the stage, changing the mood of her audience from being 
hyped up and rowdy to somewhat sober and somber. 


Chapter 26 


The night went by quickly. Jennie and Lisa have already hit the 
floor twice, thrice. Maybe more than a handful. Until they both ran 
out of breath and until Lisa had to take off her suit because she was 
feeling extremely hot and sweaty from all the dancing. If jumping 
and just rotating around like a loose top was considered dancing. 

Jennie had to keep up with Lisa's energy all night. First, because 
she was having fun. It had been too long since she last had this kind 
of fun. And second, because she felt like it was her fault why Lisa 
was acting like an overcharged energizer bunny all night. 

Lisa had downed two glasses of The Slippery Nipple. Jennie had 
never touched her drink, except when she took a little sip of it and 
decided that she couldn't drink it and asked Chahee for the 
Alabama Slammer, instead. So, Lalisa, bold and adventurous that 
she always was, had offered chivalrously to show off her alcohol- 
tolerance level to Jennie and decided to drink Jennie's The Slippery 
Nipple. 

"This is for you. I'll do this for you, Nini!" Lisa announced in front of 
Jennie, in big, booming voice, because the music inside the Orange have 
gone wilder and louder. 

Jennie tried to stop Lisa but she was late. Before she could grab the 
glass away from Lisa's clutch, Lisa have already downed it, bottoms up. 

"Yeah!" Lisa yelled jubilantly, like she had just won an Olympic 
medal, much to the amusement of the nearby onlookers from the nearby 
tables who were egging on and applauding Lisa's bravery and 
foolishness. After all, The Slippery Nipple was 51% alcohol. Two dosage 
of it would knock the sobriety out of anyone foolish enough to think they 
could dodge The Nipple's nasty punch. 

But Lisa was still on her feet. And Jennie had to keep a watchful 
eye on her from their table because the tall blond was hitting the 
floor again, flapping her long arms in the air, dancing in what 
looked like an overenthusiastic African war dance to a classic 
Erasure song, along with the equally wild A-yeon, who was still just 
wearing a lingerie. They looked like two kids trapped in two adult 
bodies, leading a pack of equally, if not more, wilder and more 
enthusiastic drunk crowd, claiming and dominating the party like 
they had the time of their lives. 

"Are you sure you still want to keep that child?" a gentle laughing 


voice spoke closely on Jennie's ear that took her by surprise. 

"Oh, hey!" Jennie greeted Chaeyoung Park after she recognized 
the pretty bar owner and put her phone away. She was taking a 
short clip of Lisa's hilarious dance moves. 

"Hey back at ya!" Chaeyoung said, smiling kindly and somewhat 
sounding nervous. "May I?" she then asked, pointing at the empty 
chair beside Jennie. It was Lisa's. 

"Yeah, sure." Jennie nodded and smiled back at Lisa's beautiful 
bestfriend. 

"Thanks! What are you doing here all by yourself, by the way?" 
Chaeyoung asked after she settled herself on Lisa's empty chair. 

"My toes are already sore. And I honestly cannot keep up with 
Lisa's energy tonight. I mean, look at her?" Jennie said, nodding at 
the direction of Lisa. 

"Yeah, I know what you mean. She's a handful when she's drink 
more than her limit," Chaeyoung said, shaking her head but was 
looking amused. 

She and Jennie were looking over at Lisa and A-yeon who were 
already surrounded with the bar crowd. They were both laughing 
and were having all the fun in the world and Jennie was also 
laughing, herself. 

"She is," Jennie muttered and started smiling like the smitten girl 
that she was whenever she looks at Lisa. "She's funny, though." 

It was the first time that she and Chaeyoung would be this close 
and talking without Lisa. It was weird. It felt weird, especially after 
what happened the last time. But it was Chaeyoung Park. Lisa's 
bestfriend and the bar owner. There was no way Jennie would say 
no to the opportunity. Plus, Jennie had a feeling that Chaeyoung 
was as anxious to be this close with her as she was with her. After 
all, they weren't technically friends. Yet. 

"She is," Chaeyoung nodded absentmindedly. "So, hey, uhm, 
Jennie?" Chaeyoung started, sounding nervous and a little 
embarrassed. "I just want to apologize for what I did that night." 

Jennie saw that coming--the apology. And she honestly thought 
there was really no need for that. Although, yes. It kind of made 
things awkward between the two of them, but she thought it was 
more awkward and nerve-wracking for Chaeyoung than it did to 
her. And she didn't want to make the situation worse. 

"You really don't have to say sorry for what happened, 
Chaeyoung. I mean, we were all drunk that night and there are 
things in life that we really cannot control anymore. Especially 
when we're drunk," said Jennie and chuckled, trying to sound 
funny. 

"Yeah, you're right," Chaeyoung nodded thoughtfully. "But still, 


what I did was wrong, Jennie. And I spent all week regretting it. I 
made everyone around me anxious and jumpy. Lisa, incuded." 

"Hey, it's okay. We all make mistakes, Chaeyoung," Jennie 
consoled the rueful and awkward Chaeyoung Park. "Chu and I have 
talked about it, also. She, too, was sorry. She said she went out of 
line. But, I really think it's better if we all just forget about it, you 
know? Let bygones be bygones?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, I think you're right," said Chaeyoung and nodded 
thoughtfully. "Thanks, Jennie. That made me feel better, honestly," 
she added with a now comfortable smile. 

"You're welcome," Jennie responded with a smile. "And thank you 
also for inviting me here. This is so fun!" Jennie added. 

"You're welcome. This is Lisa's idea, actually. This party, the 
concept, everything. I had absolutely nothing to do with this. I 
think maybe that's also the reason why she's out there and just all 
over the place tonight. She's obviously showing off, that idiot," 
Chaeyoung said, rolling here eyes and laughing at the sight of Lisa 
doing extra dance moves now with a lot of hair whipping. "So, 
anyway. You and Lisa, huh?" she asked coolly, sounding like it was 
just an afterthought. But really, she wanted to just be done with it 
and get it over with. 

Maybe she needed to know how much Jennie likes Lisa. Maybe 
she wanted to know if the petite chaebol could ever handle her 
Shutterbug. That way, she would be able to sleep tonight, knowing 
that Lisa woud be in good hands. Or at least, she hoped she could. 

"What? No!" Jennie said with her cat-like eyes growing as wider 
and larger as it could do, suddenly sounding defensive. "No, it's not 
what you think, Chaeyoung. Lisa and I are not a couple--," 

"Yet?" Chaeyoung interjected and laughed a little. "You know, if 
you are then, it'll be cool. I think Lisa really likes you," Chaeyoung 
said, surprising herself for not sounding salty at all. 

"Really?" Jennie asked, gone was her defensive mode and 
sounding doubtful but hopeful. 

Chaeyoung nodded and forced a smile. "Really," she said. There 
was still pain, of course. But it wasn't the same kind of pain 
anymore. Perhaps she'd get used to the idea of Lisa and Jennie 
eventually. "And I'd like to thank you, by the way," Chaeyoung 
added. 

"Me? What for?" Jennie asked curiously. 

"For coming in to Lisa's life, I guess? I mean, you know, if she 
hasn't met you, I think Lisa would be somewhere else tonight. 
Hawaii or wherever her soul would wish to be right now. She 
normally doesn't stay this long, you see? And I'm just honestly so 
tired of watching that Shutterbug leave, every time. We all do, the 


girls and I," said Chaeyoung. 

"Really? How long does she usually stay here in Korea?" Jennie 
asked. She and Lisa have never talked about Lisa frequent travels, 
now that she thought about it. 

"Two weeks, max. Three weeks if we're lucky. Sometimes, she'd 
leave after a week and would be back here after a month and then 
pack her things and leave again. We--the crew here and I--have to 
watch her leave and wait for her to come home and listen to all her 
adventures and everything," Chaeyoung said. 

"Wow! That's a lot of traveling in a year. So, if Lisa doesn't stay 
long in Korea, who takes care of Leo and Luca?" Jennie wondered, 
her thoughts wandered to Lisa's two cats, imagining them being 
home alone, unfeed and all by themselves. Jennie felt the sudden 
impulse to grab Lisa away from her ridiculous dancing and confront 
her with the issue. 

"So, you've already met the two furballs, huh?" Chaeyoung 
commented. "She's crazy about them, Leo especially. Anyway, Lisa's 
mom would babysit them, mostly. Mrs. Manoban would bring them 
to Bangkok when she can't stay here or she would stay at Lisa's 
place until Lisa would come home after a few days. Sometimes, me. 
Or Chahee, if she's in the mood. There are also quite a few times 
when Lisa carries them with her wherever she goes and then 
complain a lot about Leo being uncooperative and Luca being too 
timid and all," Chaeyoung explained, laughing. 

"I see what you mean about Leo being uncooperative," Jennie 
responded, also laughing. "But, I guess she's happy with whatever 
she does out there, though. The way Lisa talks about a photograph 
that she took from Paris or Japan, or anywhere else, her eyes would 
just light up," said Jennie, almost blurting out to Chaeyoung how 
beautiful Lisa looks everytime the tall blond would talk about her 
passion in photography. 

"Of course, she's happy, Jennie. I mean, it's her dream. She wants 
to see the world through her lens, and you know, we're all up in 
arms to support her. Me, Chahee, her parents, all of us here. But, 
sometimes, I'm just...scared that Lisa wouldn't find her way back 
home eventually because she couldn't find the reason anymore. I 
know that's a stupid thought but I just don't want that to happen. I 
think about it every night whenever she's out of the country and I'm 
worried sick to my stomach. I mean, that idiot can't even fry an egg, 
for god's sake! How can she survive out there when she can't even 
fry an egg?" 

The way Chaeyoung have blurted out the last two lines was way 
too funny that Jennie could not stop herself from laughing so hard. 
And the sound of her laughter, amidst the blaring sound of the 


music from the speakers, was loud and contagious enough that 
Chaeyoung started laughing with her. They were laughing so hard 
at the thought of Lisa's disability to fry an egg and at Lisa, in 
general. It wasn't really funny and Lisa wasn't generally funny, but 
it was Lisa they were talking about. And they both loved that 
woman. 

"I seriously hope that you both aren't laughing at my expense, 
because I can absolutely feel it in my bones right now," Lisa butted 
in and squeezed herself between Chaeyoung and Jennie. "Are you?" 
she asked, wrapping both her arms around Jennie and Chaeyoung 
on her sides and looked at the both of them accusingly. 

"No!" Chaeyoung and Jennie answered and then laughed at 
exactly the same time that it made Lisa laughed and shook her 
head. 

"Well, that's obviously a yes," Lisa said, squinting her eyes, 
looking suspicious and averting her eyes from Jennie to Chaeyoung. 

"Of course, we're not laughing at you, Lalisa. Why would we 
even? Right, Jennie?" Chaeyoung laughingly told Lisa and asked 
Jennie with a wink. 

"Totally. There isn't absolutely anything funny about you, Lili," 
Jennie said, stifling a chuckle. 

"Except that you looked like an overgrown red bat the way you 
were flapping your arms out there, Lis," Chaeyoung said, trying so 
hard not to laugh at the expression on Lisa's face. 

"Or the fact that you can't even fry an egg?" Jennie chimed in. 

Lisa finally caught on and made a face. The two women were 
obviously making fun of her. Chaeyoung have finally found an ally 
in Jennie when it comes to laughing at her incapacity to cook for 
herself despite the fact that she have two wonderful, great cooks for 
parents. 

"Ha-ha! Very funny!" Lisa said with a hint of sarcasm, looking 
from Jennie to Chaeyoung and then her face broke into a wide grin. 
"So, you two are, like, friends now?" she asked, wagging her brows. 

Chaeyoung and Jennie looked momentarily stunned by Lisa's 
question. They looked at each other, awkwardly at first, searching 
for the other's answer and then slowly broke into a smile. 

"Yeah," Chaeyoung muttered and nodded slowly. "Yes, I think we 
are, Shutterbug. What do you think, Jennie?" 

Chaeyoung looked at Jennie and smiled meaningfully, offering 
her friendship to the very person who have captured her 
Shutterbug's heart. It wasn't like she was trying to breeze through it, 
the heavy pang on her heart. But, Chaeyoung thought it was the 
right thing to do. Not because Lisa was her bestfriend. But because 
Jennie was a likable person, despite the intimidating and haughty 


exterior that Jennie was exuding. Besides, she have finally found 
someone who she can laugh with about Lisa's hilarious and 
sometimes, foolish, antics. Gaining another friend was better than 
losing one, Chaeyoung reckoned. 

"I'd be glad to, Chaeyoung," Jennie replied and genuinely show 
Chaeyoung her warm gummy smile. 

"Oh, this is great! Just great!" Lisa grinned widely. "Then, you two 
can finally join me out there. Come on!" Lisa said and suddenly 
grabbed Jennie and Chaeyoung by the hand, trying to led the two 
towards the middle of the room. Where everyone, including 
Chaeyoung's bandmates, and to Chaeyoung's horror, Chahee and 
Jiyeon, who obviously left the bar unmanned, were already doing a 
synchronized choreography of Michael Jackson's Thriller. 

"No, no, no, Lisa! You know I can't dance!" Chaeyoung protested 
and tried to break free from Lisa's grasp. But Lisa was unbelievably 
stronger and stubborn, especially when she's drunk, so she heard 
none of it. 

Jeennie on the other side was complaining about her sore toes 
and not wanting to dance anymore in a very sweet voice because 
she just couldn't say no to Lisa. Not when Lisa was holding her hand 
in a certain way, as though she was taking her to somewhere 
beautiful, with a promise of fun, happiness and a series of memories 
she could keep. When in fact, Lisa was only dragging her towards 
the middle of the synthesis of body heats, big wigs, retros, Michael 
Jackson and drunken breaths. 

Meanwhile, Jisoo have finally able to break herself away from the 
herd of gentlemen who have cornered her and have been 
shamelessly trying to flirt with her. They seemed to be in a tight 
competition on who's going to win her over and who could take her 
home like a stupid trophy. Most of them were distinguished people 
on their choosen fields. Dashing, exemplerary, good-looking, filthy 
rich, young men who, like her, were trying to make the world a 
better place, but whose brains seemed to have left their skulls 
because of alcohol. 

The young gentlemen who all couldn't take their eyes off Jisoo 
Kim, were not only fascinated by what she does and how she thinks. 
They heard about her, the goods that she have done for the counyry 
and for the world. But tonight, they were all bessotted by Jisoo 
Kim's classic and regal beauty. And they would all sigh in 
appreciation whenever they watched her smile and laugh at some 
silly jokes she heard from the older gentlemen who Jisoo chose to 
spend her evening with, to talk about sensible matters and old 
philosophies of the world. She preferred them over the young ones 
who would rather want to shower her with flowery adjectives than 


stimulate her mind by engaging her in meaningful talks. 

The gala dinner that she was invited to was held at the grandest 
function hall of the Park Hyatt Seoul hotel, hosted by somebody big 
from the United Nation's headquarters. Apparently, the UN people 
were fascinated by her efforts to spread awareness about the 
importance of book-reading and how it could help with educating a 
child on a very early age. In short, she have choosen the right 
hobby. Plus the fact that she's a chaebol daughter, an important 
person. Most of the guests were from the high echelon of the 
society, Jennie's mother included. But Jisoo made sure that she and 
Jennie's mother would never cross paths tonight. Not when Mrs. 
Kim was obviously looking for her daughter in the sea of luxury and 
influence. 

She's standing on her solitary at the secluded and dimly-lit open 
balcony, overlooking the city lights of Seoul. The cold February 
night air was dry and biting. But Jisoo preferred it than the sea of 
warm bodies and well-functioning heater inside in the grand hall, 
but offered her little privacy. 

"Chu! Lisa invited us to an 80's party tonight at the Orange. Ditch the 
gala dinner and come with us. What do u think? It should be fun! XO — 
J" was the content of Jennie's first message that Jisoo received from 
her bestfriend. 

And then followed by a series of messages that Jisoo have only 
read just now because she turned her phone off during the course of 
the gala dinner and because she didn't want to lie to Mrs. Kim, if 
ever their paths would cross and Jennie's mother ould bombard her 
with endless questions about Jennie's whereabouts and decisions in 
life. 

"You cannot believe how hot Lisa looks on what she's wearing right 
now, Chu! I brought her to Gustav's store, BTW. Can u believe he and 
Feli thought that Lisa is fit to become a supermodel? Crazy, huh?" 

"Aigoo! I thought Jendeuk would never let Lisa in to her world for 
now? Tsk tsk!" Jisoo muttered to herself as she kept on scrolling 
down to read Jennie's series of messages. 

"Do u think I'm a little overdressed for the party?" It was a photo 
message, where Jennie was standing in front of a mirror and took a 
picture of her Little Black Dress. 

"Yes, you are, you pretty showoff!" Jisoo again muttered to 
herself, laughing at Jennie's obvious desire to show off to Lisa. 

"Hey, Chu! Watch and listen!" This time, it was a short clip of 
Chaeyoung singing an Eric Clapton's song. Jennie even had the 
temerity to include an emoji on the message. One that was sticking 
its tongue out. And for some reason, it irked Jisoo for a fleeting 
second the first time she saw it. She repeatedly played the clip a 


few times until she fully decided that yes, that Chaeyoung woman's 
voice was eargasm (Jisoo rolled her eyes when she admitted that to 
herself) and she looked cool and hip in that 80's rockstar outfit she 
was doning. 

But Jisoo was still feeling a little standoffish and hostile against 
the thought of her appreciating Chaeyoung and Chaeyoung Park, in 
general. And Jisoo's thoughts then unintentionally drifted back to 
that particular moment that night, before the fight broke out and 
before Chaeyoung was overeager to get a piece of her. That part 
where Chaeyoung was licking the drips of beer on her lips. That 
part that kept repeating on Jisoo's head for the last week and was 
causing her troubles from sleeping. It. Was. Annoying. As. Hell, she 
thought to herself before she moved on to the next message. 

"I think I found another crackhead that could finally match your 
being a crackhead, Jisoo Kim!" It was a ten-second video of Lisa 
dancing hilariously in the middle of the floor, which earned a 
laughter from Jisoo, surrounded by people wearing wigs and retro 
clothings, who looked equally hilarious and more drunk than Lisa. 
Jennie scribed words on the video, that says: "GO LISA GO LISA!" 

And the last one was a short clip of them, all of them (or at least, 
that was how it appeared to Jisoo) dancing to Thriller (Jisoo 
laughed at the idea of Jennie dancing to Thriller on Valentine's 
Eve). And Jisoo's eyes would unintentionally drift towards 
Chaeyoung Park, who was standing a a little obscurely behind Lisa, 
laughing and reluctantly following Lisa's inaccurate and funny 
imitation of the Zombie walk. 

"Ya, Jendeukie! Stop sending me whatever! I'm still not going!" 

Jisoo was typing away in haste on the screen of her phone and 
muttering to herself when a voice, familiar and tipsy, broke the 
silence of her solitude. 

"Oh, you're here, aren't you? Your fans are looking for you back 
there," the sneering voice of a man told Jisoo. He was obviously 
referring to the herd of men admiring her. The sound of his steps 
against the cold floor was faltering and moving closer. 

"What are you doing here, Yi Eun? Tired from all the acting that 
you did tonight?" Jisoo asked humourlessly. 

Yi Eun laughed a dry laugh and raised his glass to Jisoo with a 
sneer. His handsome features were illuminated by the dim lights of 
the balcony and the hazy city lights around them. His tall figure 
was hovering over her, trying to intimidate her. 

"Where's Jennie, by the way?" Yi Eun asked instead of providing 
answers to Jisoo's queries. 

"Somewhere far from you, I suppose?" Jisoo replied dryly. 

"Hmm," Yi Eun, the son of the Vice President of Jennie's father's 


company, muttered and nodded nonchalantly. 

"If you'll excuse me," Jisoo said and started to walk away from Yi 
Eun. 

"Tell your friend that I'll soon be taking over her company if she 
won't cooperate with the engagement," Yi Eun spoke before Jisoo 
could grab the door handle. 

Jisoo wheeled herself around and faced the sneering Yi Eun. 

"That's probably the most pathetic thing I've heard tonight. And 
I've heard a lot, mind you," Jisoo said and laughed. "Get over 
yourself, Yi Eun. You're not her type. Never will be," Jisoo added, 
sneering back at the man who Jennie's mother thought and 
considered would be the most fitting to tame her daughter and 
could help Jennie run the conglomerate. 

Yi Eun laughed with enthusiastic sarcasm and drank the 
remaining contents of his glass before he spoke. 

"Be careful, Jisoo Kim," Yi Eun said patronizingly. "Once my 
father will get hold of the chairmanship and Jennie and I will get 
married, you and your father, along with that arrogant and useless 
bitch bestfriend of yours and her pathetic mother, all of you will go 
down. I promise you that," Yi Eun said sweetly, pointing his finger 
on Jisoo. 

Jisoo scoffed and said, "If Jendeuk will allow it to happen, Yi 
Eun. Which, I'm pretty sure, she definitely won't. Enjoy the rest of 
your night," and left Yi Eun in the balcony. 

Her resolve to never ever step on that bar again and see that 
woman with flaming red hair again was on the verge of her putting 
it all aside for Jendeuk's sake. Jisoo will never let any man threaten 
to bring her, her father and Jennie Kim down. The thought of them 
bowing to a jerk like Yi Eun and his greedy father was absurd, 
horrifying, more horrifying than the possibility of facing Lisa's 
bestfriend again, and totally unacceptable. 


Chapter 27 


"Nooo! I don't want to go home yet!" Lisa groaned and pouted like 
a baby. 

She was sitting in one of the cushioned chairs. Jennie was sitting 
beside her and Chaeyoung was hovering over them like a mother 
goose. Her hands were on her hips. It was already half past 
midnight. The crowd have already dispersed. The Orange was 
empty, except Chaeyoung's staff and crew who were trying to clean 
up the afterparty mess but was unsuccessful because they were all 
just obviously dragging themselves to function. Valentine's Day was 
already upon them. But nobody seemed to mind at all. 

"The party's over, Lis. And it's already two in the morning, 
honestly!" Chaeyoung rolled her eyes and said sternly. She had been 
patiently convincing and persuading Lisa to go home for the last 
thirty minutes already and it hadn't been easy, what with Lisa being 
stubborn and unyielding. 

"I know the party's over, Chipmunk. I can see that. I'm not that 
drunk, you know? I mean, I just want to lend a hand with 
whatever," Lisa reasoned out with a smirk and proceeded to hum 
along with Moon River that was playing on the jukebox. 

Her red suit was carelessly hanging on her left shoulder. Her hair 
was all mess up and wiry, her fringe sticking on the skin of her 
forehead, showing a portion of it, due to extreme perspiration from 
all the dancing and moving around she had done last night. Her 
long, slender legs have been propped up above the table. Lisa was 
sitting like a boss in red trousers and soft, white camisole. 

"Thank you, Shutterbag. But you've done more than enough 
already and I can never thank you enough for that. What I really 
want you to do right now is to go home and get some sleep, Lalisa. 
Chahee said you've been up since 4 AM yesterday," Chaeyoung told 
Lisa as gently as she could, like she was talking and pacifying a 
toddler throwing tantrums. They had been on the same 
conversation for the nth time. 

"No!" Lisa said stubbornly. 

So, Chaeng, now desperate and frustrated by Lisa's resolute 
attitude, turned her attention towards Jennie, who was quietly 
sitting beside Lisa. Jennie looked exhausted and worn-out, but was 
still looking all glamourous and pretty, that it made Chaeyoung 


vaguely wonder if ugly was ever part of Jennie's vocabulary. 

"Hey, Jennie? Can you take this idiot to her place, please?" 

"Me?" Jennie asked, sounding disoriented, pointing herself and 
staring at Chaeyoung with eyes half-open. She was actually 
pondering with herself how she could even drive on her own when 
all she ever wanted to do at the moment was to jump right on her 
bed, or any bed for that matter, and doze off. But she couldn't leave 
Lisa just yet. She didn't want to. 

Chaeyoung nodded. She was the only person in the room, 
probably, whose sobreity was still in place. The only person left 
standing on an afterparty with a clear mind for decision-making. 
She felt the need to take over, now that her mind was clearer than 
the previous days. 

"Yes, Jennie. I mean, I can drive and drop the both of you home, 
Lisa's place and yours--where do you live, again?" 

"Gangnam," Jennie provided an answer on her sleepy stupor. 
"And I can drive myself home, Chaeyoungie. Or I can call someone 
to come and pick me up. There's no need to worry about me." 

"Yes, you should do that. Anyway, I can't leave my crew here. I 
seriously can't overwork them any more than I already did," 
Chaeyoung explained apologetically. 

"So, let me get this straight: I'll drive Lisa to her place and then I'll 
drive myself home. Yep, got it!" Jennie said and let out a big yawn 
that made Chaeyoung smile and eventually chuckled despite 
herself. 

Chaeyoung found it annoyingly cute how Jennie was so smitten 
with her bestfriend under a not suitable circumstances and despite 
Jennie's obvious sleepiness and exhaustion. It, in fact, made it all 
the pain and resentment she had about Lisa liking somebody else 
already bearable, at least. Well, kind of. 

"I'm so sorry if you have to babysit this humongous child right 
now, Jennie. I know you're tired and everything," Chaeyoung said, 
jerking her head towards Lisa, who was now sleeping silently beside 
Jennie. "I'd do it if I just can," she told Jennie gently. 

"No, it's okay. I can't let her drive when she's in this kind of state, 
anyway. Besides, my car's parked outside her place. So..." Jennie 
said, glancing at Lisa and started to put her stilletos back on before 
she rose from her seat. "I'm just curious, though. Who takes her 
home whenever she's, well, like this? I'm sure this isn't the first time 
that this kind of thing happened, right?" 

"No, this isn't. And she would mostly just crash in my place 
because it's closer from here or she would usually sleep in the 
office," Chaeyoung answered and quickly added, "alone. She loves 
that couch in there." 


"That's because I bought it, Chipmunk," Lisa interjected,mumbling 
on her stupor. 

"Yes, you did, Shutterbug. You remind me about it every time. 
Thank you very much," Chaeyoung said curtly but chuckled and 
shook her head. 

"So, why can't she do it now? I mean, what change? I'm sure this 
is all normal?" Jennie asked. 

"Because I don't want to clean up her puke in the carpet when I 
wake up later," Chaeyoung answered and made a face to convince 
Jennie that she was resolute about what she have just said. "And I'm 
thinking of sleeping in the office after we're done here. Besides, you 
came here with her, Jennie. I think it's only fitting that you leave 
here with her, too?" she continued. 

"Will you be okay, though? I can, maybe, help you, guys, in 
whatever way I can so we could all go home after?" Jennie offered. 

The concern on Jennie's voice took Chaeyoung by surprise. She 
was expecting something else. Something other than gentle concern 
at this hour, that it took every ounce of Chaeyoung's being not to 
melt and hug the petite chaebol out of pure gratitude. Chaeyoung 
was genuinely touched by Jennie's thoughtfulness, despite the fact 
that Jennie obviously looked like she was about to fall asleep 
already, by the state that she was showing. No wonder Lisa liked 
her, Chaeyoung thought bitterly. 

"You sound like Lisa already," Chaeyoung chuckled "Thank you. 
But it's okay, really. We can manage. It's not like this is the first 
time that this happened, like you said," Chaeyoung said. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Two hundred percent sure. So, please take this drunken master 

to her place before she'd start spraying puke all over," Chaeyoung 
told Jennie. 
"Okay, if you're sure," Jennie shrugged and nudged Lisa on the 
shoulder. "Lili, hey? Wake up," she said gently, but Lisa wasn't 
budging. Jennie brought her hands on Lisa's both cheeks and tapped 
the softness of it. "Lisa? Let's go. Let's take you home." 

"Wake up, Shutterbug! Give Jennie the keys now so you both 
could go home already," Chaeyoung participated and nudge Lisa's 
foot, using her own foot. 

"You'll drive?" Lisa asked when she finally budged with her eyes 
still shut. 

"Yes, Lili. So, hand me the key now, please?" Jennie said. 

"Okay, great! But Nini, there's something you need to know about 
my car..." 

"What is it?" asked Jennie. 

"It transforms! Like--," Lisa made weird noises and moved her 


arms robotically and then she started laughing so loud that it 
caught the attention of Chaeyoung's crew and the all stopped and 
watched at Lisa. They've always liked the tall blond and her weird 
but funny antics. 

"Oh, for goodness’ sake, Lalisa! Stop spewing nonsense and just 
give Jennie the keys already!" Chaeyoung was already beside 
herself. 

Lisa sprung up from her seat all of a sudden. She spread both 
arms widely, piroutted once like an awkward-looking ballerina and 
smiled a sloppy drunken smile to Jennie. 

"Search me, babe," Lisa mumbled playfully and chuckled. Her eyes 
were half-shut and stood there like a scarecrow. 

Chaeyoung rolled her eyes while shaking her head at Lisa's 
ridiculousness. No, she wasn't jealous over the fact that Lisa have 
been calling her a lot of petnames before, but never "babe" or 
anything closer to it. Well, maybe she's feeling a little jealous, more 
than she could handle. But she found it hilariously cute with how 
Jennie was reacting subtly to it by swallowing hard on her spit and 
how unable Jennie was from wiping that smile off her face, despite 
her trying. And despite her presence. She felt like the third-wheel 
already. Which she would never allow to happen. Lisa and Jennie 
could both go on dates or whatever if they wanted to. But she could 
not allow them, in any way, to make her THE third wheel. It's 
enough that she had to endure the jealousy and resentment that 
was eating her from the inside. It's another thing to witness the 
unbearable love story unfolding before her eyes. 

"Go ahead, Jennie. She usually puts it on the right pocket," 
Chaeyoung prodded Jennie and pointed her finger at Lisa's right 
side pocket, where a small bulge was visible. She wanted this 
matter to be done and get over with. Never had she ever wanted so 
badly for Lisa to leave after a drinking spree at the Orange. 

"What? Oh, yes. The key. Yeah, okay. I'll, uhm--," Jennie was 
mumbling nervously and awkwardly as she dug her hand deeper on 
Lisa's pocket. Where her trembling fingers finally touched the set of 
cold keys at the bottom and felt the warmth that was emitting from 
the skin of Lisa's thigh against the thin fabric of the trousers’ deep 
pocket. 

"That actually tickles," Lisa whispered in between giggles on 
Jennie's ear, spraying hot breaths on Jennie's delicate earlobes. 

"Sorry," Jennie whispered nervously as she raised her hand up 
back to the surface as quickly as she could. The slight, delicate 
connection that her fingers made with Lisa's thigh, despite the thin 
fabric in between was burning the soft tissues of her fingertips. 

Lisa grinned widely, showing Jennie her beautiful set of teeth. 


Her round eyes, still a little droopy, were staring a little too intently 
at Jennie's mouth, making Jennie anxious and almost breathless. 

"What?" Jennie asked nervously. 

"You're really pretty tonight," Lisa said and smiled. 

Chaeyoung had to look away and distanced herself from the two. 
She decided to stare at a solitary balloon on the floor. She was 
actually torn between cringing at Lisa's flirtatious behaviour and 
feeling jealous over the fact that it wasn't her who Lisa was flirting 
with. But then again, she could never imagine Lisa flirting with her. 

She was deep on her own thoughts when she felt Lisa's arms 
wrapping around her from the back. It caught Chaeyoung by 
surprise. 

"Happy Valentine's, Chipmunk," said Lisa sweetly and planted a 
wet, sloppy kiss on Chaeyoung's cheek. 

Chaeyoung, no matter how hard she was trying to resist the urge 
all night, ultimately melted into Lisa's arms. She turned around and 
hugged Lisa back. Tighter, like she didn't want to let the Shuterbug 
go. She had been wishing for this for years now. Lisa, hugging her 
and greeting her a Happy Valentine's in person. It had been quite a 
while since Lisa have spent the V-Day in Korea. It all suddenly felt 
like a dream that she half-wished she'd never wake up from. 

Chaeng wrapped her arms tightly around Lisa's midsection, before 
she realized that she was falling yet again into her own bobby trap, 
and saw Jennie, standing a few feet away from them, who was 
looking over them. No hint of jealousy. No hint of whatever 
negativity that would have made it easier for Chaeyoung to hate 
her. 

Chaeyoung offered a smile to Jennie and pulled back subtly away 
from Lisa, forcing herself to laugh. "Say it to me again later when 
you're sober, Shutterbug," she told Lisa. 

"But I am sob--" Lisa replied and let out a hiccup. "ber!" 

Chaeyoung crinkled her nose playfully and pulled herself even 
farther away from Lisa, deliberately putting up an invicible wall 
between them. She shouldn't cross the line from now on. For her 
own good. 

"No, you're not. You smell like puke, already," she joked and 
looked over Lisa's shoulder and spoke directly at Jennie. "Hey, 
Jennie! Are you still sure you want to keep this idiot?" she asked 
and chuckled, pulling Lisa towards where Jennie was standing. 

"I've always been an idiot but you still love me, anyway," Lisa 
said. 

"That's only because I don't have a choice," Chaeyoung replied 
that made Lisa laugh. That deep laughter of hers that Chaeyoung 
loved to hear a lot. 


" 


She'd miss that from now on. And the thought of not hearing it as 
often as before anymore made Chaeyoung emotional inside. She 
could already feel the hot liquid forming on the corner of her eyes. 
Sure, Jennie would never deny Lisa from her, from them. She was 
sure if it, because Jennie's a nice person. But, Chaeyoung had a 
feeling that everything was going to change after tonight. 

"You two should get going now," Chaeyoung told Lisa and Jennie, 
hiding her sob as she looked at the digital clock on the wall that hit 
01:00 AM. 

"Are you sure you don't want us to stay and lend a hand?" Jennie 
asked for the second time. 

If only Jennie would be such a bitch that she could hate and 
repulse at. Then maybe she'd have all the more reasons to fight for 
whatever she feels for Lisa, Chaeyoung thought. 

Chaeyoung shook her head and said, "No, no. It's okay, really. But 
thanks, Jennie. I really appreciate it." 

"But who's going to walk you home later, Chipmunk?" Lisa asked 
as though something just hit on her. 

"I can walk home by myself, Shutterbug. I'm a grownup and I'm 
not drunk. You should be more worried about yourself," Chaeyoung 
replied jokingly, trying her hardest not to choke up and break 
down. "Good thing that Jennie agreed to take you to your place. I'm 
honestly more worried about her than about you--," 

"Whoa! Just hold it right there! What?" Lisa demanded. 

"That's because you're a handful when you're drunk. Anyway, 
enough talking already," Chaeyoung said and shoved the two 
women towards the exit of her bar. "Hey, wear the suit back. It's 
cold outside. I'm serious," she told Lisa. "You, too, Jennie." 

"Alrighty! We'll get going, then? Text me when you arrive home, 
okay? I'll read it when I wake up later. Promise me!" Lisa told 
Chaeng. 

"Aigoo! I told to you stop worrying about me, Lisa. Off you go 
now, you two. And hey, uhm, Jennie? Don't let this idiot fall asleep 
on your way to her place, alright? It's a lot harder to wake her up 
by then. But if she does, don't ever try to carry her up the stairs. 
She's heavier than she looks and it's dangerous," Chaeyoung said. 

"What am I suppose to do with her, then?" Jennie asked, out of 
curiosity. 

"Oh, you know? Just dump her in front of her studio or leave her 
inside the car," Chaeyoung replied nonchalantly and laughed at the 
betrayed look on Lisa's face. "No, I'm just kidding. Just do what you 
think is the right. But please--for the love of God!--don't carry her up 
the stairs when she's only half-awake. I don't want the both of you 
to get hurt," she reiterated. 


"Got it! Bye, Chaeyoungie! Happy Valentine's!" Jennie said and 
waved her hand to Chaeng. 

"Thanks, Jennie! Happy Valentine's to you, as well. Please drive 
carefully, will you?" 

"Of course, I will," Jennie replied. She was standing beside the 
door, waiting for Lisa, as Lisa turned to Chaeyoung and hugged the 
redhead once again. 

"See you later, Chipmunk! Love ya!" Lisa said in her drunken 
manner. 

"Shut up and do what Jennie says," Chaeyoung said sternly but 
still kissed Lisa on the cheek. 

She saw the two out, watching as Lisa took Jennie's hand and 
twirl the petite beauty once before they wrapped each other's arms 
around each other, laughing as they did so, as they walked towards 
the Impala. 

She stood there, bracing the cold and waited until Lisa's car's tail 
lights would disappear as it made a turn on the next block, until 
there was nothing for her there than the nagging of her heavy heart 
and a long sigh. Her warm breath and misty eyes were fogging her 
view. 

"Are you okay?" Chahee asked, standing beside her with a cup of 
hot coffee on her hand, which she handed to Chaeyoung. 

"Yeah. Of course," Chaeyoung answered as she took the cup 
without looking. 

"You do know that you're not a good liar, right?" replied Chahee. 

"No, I don't. And fine. No, I'm not okay, Chahee-ssi. It still stings, 
right here," Chaeng said, pointing a finger directly to where her 
heart should be. 

Chahee put an arm around her and gently said, "I know. Let it 
out, Chaeng." 

"They look so happy and good together. When I look at them 
looking into each other's eyes, it's like I'm watching a beautiful 
sunrise. There's no way I'll ever stop them from being one. I can't be 
the worst bestfriend in the universe," Chaeyoung continued. 
"Thanks for this, by the way," she added after she took a sip from it. 

"You're welcome. I put a little brandy in it. In case you need 
something stronger," Chahee said and wrap her arms around her 
friend. 

"For when I decide to break down, you mean?" Chaeyoung 
inquired and scoffed. She took another sip from the cup. "I almost 
did a while ago, actually. God! Why does she have to be so nice and 
sweet and...and genuine? Did you hear the concern on her voice 
when she offered to help? I can never, ever hate Jennie. And she 
calls me Chaeyoungie now. I think that's what's still nagging me. 


There's this pent up rage and jealousy inside me that I'm sure would 
be a whole lot easier to just let it all out if she's just another--," 

"Bitch?" Chahee concluded Chaeyoung's thought. "But she's not. 
And you're not that kind of person, Chaeng. You would never hate 
her. Or anyone. Unless her name is Jisoo," Chahee said and hastily 
added "What?" when she saw the look that Chaeyoung was giving 
her. 

"You really won't let that go, do you?" Chaeyoung asked in 
disbelief. 

"Nope. Unless she'd kneel down in front of you and apologize. 
With me as a witness, of course," Chahee answered. 

"And then you'd let it go?" asked Chaeyoung. 

"Still no. But it'll be a start. We'll get there someday. Who 
knows?" Chahee said and shrugged, which made Chaeyoung laugh. 

"I still can't believe Lisa's in love," Chaeyoung sighed after and 
took a gulp on her cup. 

"I still can't believe she's not in love with you," said Chahee. "But I 
guess that's what's falling in love is all about. You can never choose 
who to fall with. That sucks." 

"Yep," Chaeyoung said and sighed. "Oh well. At least Lisa's fallen 
in love with someone like Jennie. That's kind of comforting. 
Anyway, come on. Let's get back to work," Chaeyoung said and 
wrapped her arm around Chahee's shoulder. 

"I actually thought I heard you telling Jennie you don't want to 
overwork us? Or did I get that wrong?" 

"The others, no. But you and I have still got a lot of work to do," 
said Chaeyoung as she led Chahee back inside the warm recluse of 
the Orange. "So, you were eavesdropping, huh?" 

"If you say so, boss!" Chahee said, putting an emphasis on the last 
word because she knew that Chaeng hated it. "And no, I did not. 
Well, maybe a little. Sorry. But you said it loudly, though. Everyone 
heard you." 

"Really?" Chaeng asked, sounding and looking shocked. 

"Uh-huh. So, you have to send them home already, Chaeng. Or 
they won't take you seriously anymore," Chahee said. 

"Sure they will. I'm still the boss," Chaeng responded with a 
laugh. 


Chapter 28 


Jisoo tiptoed inside the quietness of the Orange, making sure not 
to trip on any chairs, so as not to disrupt the redhead behind the 
piano at the podium. Chaeyoung was repeatedly playing the intro of 
a classic song, as if she wasn't sure if she got it right the first time. 

A single dimly-lit bulb above Chaeyoung's head was the only 
thing providing light inside the room, making the red mane of 
Chaeyoung shone somewhat brighter but sadder and giving Jisoo 
the possibility of an incognito entrance. 

She was about to open her mouth and speak when she noticed 
that Chaeyoung's eyes were closed as her fingers were gracefully 
dancing above the ebony and ivory keys. So she decided to come 
closer and stood in front of the redhead, the piano between them, as 
she was intently watching and listening when Chaeyoung started 
singing. 

When I find myself in times of trouble,Mother Mary comes to me 
Speaking words of wisdom, let it be 

It was beautiful, Jisoo thought. When Jennie sent her a video clip 
of Chaeyoung singing, she thought she was good. But now that she 
was hearing the redhead's voice live and raw, Jisoo thought she was 
more than good. Especially with just the piano accompanying her 
singing. 

And in my hour of darkness 
She is standing right in front of me 
Speaking words of wisdom, let it be 

Jisoo didn't know exactly why she suddenly found the situation 
funny. Maybe it was because of the fact that she repeatedly told 
herself she would never, even at gunpoint, ever step inside the 
Orange again and meet Chaeyoung again. She detested the redhead 
as much as she dreaded the idea of a second meeting. 

But now, she found herself captivated, beyond her liking, by 
Chaeyoung's melancholic voice. There was pain in it. And 
loneliness, too. Which wasn't a good combo, Jisoo thought. And 
whoever believed that it was okay to be lonely on a Valentine's 
dawn, singing Let It Be as if convincing herself that it was okay to 
be sad and lonely on a V-Day, was either stupid or just plane sad 
and lonely. 

Let it be, let it be, let it be 


Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 

And so, Jisoo tried to be funny. Because she wanted it to stop. 
Not the singing, but the pain in Chaeyoung's voice. 

"I'm really sorry to disappoint you but I'm not Mother Mary and I 
will never tell you to just 'Let It Be’, whatever that 'it' was," Jisoo 
suddenly spoke and with the slight hint of compassion and 
amusement on her voice. 

"Jesus Christ!" Chaeyoung screamed when she opened her eyes 
and saw the ridiculously stunning Jisoo in a beautiful black dress, 
grinning at her. Thinking vaguely, despite her extreme annoyance, 
how the dimly-lit bulb above them made Jisoo looked like an angel 
with the smile of the devil, before she fell backwards and hit her 
head on the floor. Her seat toppled backwards. 

"Oh my god! I'm so sorry! Are you okay?" Jisoo asked worriedly 
while she helped Chaeyoung back to her feet. Gone was the 
devilish, mischievous smile on her face and all that was left there 
was grave concern and regret. 

"Are you trying to kill me?!" Chaeyoung demanded when she 
found her balance, angrily snatching her arm off Jisoo's clutch and 
muttered "Ouch!" when she felt the lump at the back of her head. 

"I'm really sorry," Jisoo reiterated and picked the toppled chair up 
and put it back on its place. 

"How long were you standing there? And what are you doing 
here, by the way?" Chaeyoung asked angrily, throwing dagger looks 
at Jisoo. Her hand was clutching the back of her head. She looked 
pained and ready to murder the intruder. 

"Uhm, long enough? I...I was looking for Jennie. She told me to 
come," Jisoo said. Okay, that was partly a lie, Jisoo told herself. "I'm 
really sorry." 

"Jennie left with Lisa an hour ago," Chaeyoung answered curtly. 
"What did you have to do that for, anyway? You could have just 
tapped me on the shoulder or whatever, if you wanted to ask about 
Jennie." 

"Well, you were..." Jisoo started but stopped because she honestly 
didn't know how to put it. The scene she just witnessed was so pure 
and poetic and she was drawn into it before she realize that she was 
being weird, and that it was actually difficult to put it into words. 
But she had to, because the redhead was glaring at her, obviously 
waiting for an explanation. "You, uhm, you looked like you were in 
your own world. Eyes closed and everything. I thought it was, uhm, 
rude to dis...rupt?" Jisoo tried to explain her case with 
apprehensions. 

"And speaking so sudden wasn't disrupting?" Chaeyoung retorted, 
her voice tinged with disbelief and annoyance. 


"Look, I'm really sorry," Jisoo said and looking concerned at the 
redhead. "Do you want me to get you an ice? For that...1 mean, 
you're, you know?" she asked, pointing at Chaeyoung's head. 

"Do you know where you can find ice in here?" Chaeyoung asked 
with a raised brow. 

Jisoo looked around, particularly eyeing at the bar, looking for a 
refrigerator or anything that could possibly store ice. And when she 
couldn't, she shook her head slowly and looked at Chaeyoung 
apologetically. 

"I thought so," said Chaeyoung snarkily and walked passed Jisoo, 
slightly but intentionally bumping the unwanted stranger in the 
shoulder. 

Jisoo heaved out an impatient breath. She already apologized 
four times and that's what she gets? An intentional bump and 
hostility? How rude! 

She tried to calm herself by breathing in and out for umpteenth 
time before she marched and followed Chaeyoung towards the bar. 
Noticing, despite the bubble of annoyance forming and rising on 
her throat, how long and slender Chaeyoung's legs look under the 
loose mom jeans the redhead was wearing and how tall the redhead 
was. Jisoo shook her head to recover her thoughts and squared her 
shoulders. 

"That was rude!" Jisoo pointed out after she recovered herself 
from assessing the bar owner. She shouldn't have assessed the angry 
redhead's rear view. That was rude, she told herself. 

"Wow! Look who's talking? Do you know that you're trespassing? 
That makes you rude, in general!" Chaeyoung retaliated as she 
opened the bucket under the countertop and took out several cubes 
of ice, which she placed inside the bandana she was wearing around 
her head a while ago. 

"Trespassing? I thought public bars are open for public? And since 
I am a citizen of this republic who pays my taxes diligently, I 
deserve fair treatment and no discriminations. Have the laws 
changed and I didn't get the memo?" Jisoo responded hotly. There 
was no way she would let this...this angry woman talk her down 
and deny her her rights. And intimidate her. She's a Kim, for Pete's 
sake! Kims don't get intimidated easily. 

"Was open for the public until we--that means to say, I, being the 
owner of this place--decided to close down two hours ago, as we 
should. Which makes this place not open for public anymore. Which 
then makes you a trespasser in this establishment and an intruder to 
my personal space," Chaeyoung responded lividly and in full 
sarcasm. She was already applying cold compress on the lump on 
her head. "How did you sneak in, by the way? Do people like you 


even know what "CLOSED" means?" she asked scathingly. 

Jisoo made a face and scoffed before she responded with, "Well, 
the door's open. It wasn't widely open but it wasn't totally close, 
either. Which means it wasn't close, period. If you've closed down 
like you said, then you should've made sure your door's securely 
closed and locked. That's basic." 

Chaeyoung glared at Jisoo, who was glaring back at her with that 
annoying haughty features she had. They were standing merely a 
couple of feet away from each other, the countertop separating 
them. Chaeyoung's naturally brown eyes, behind the gray contact 
lens that she was wearing, were already stinging from all the full 
glaring and she half-wished to set the annoying chaebol ablaze, 
literally, and turn Jisoo into ashes. But Chaeyoung sighed 
eventually and the swelling anger inside her have soon deflated and 
died out. She didn't want a round two. 

"I'm sorry," Chaeyoung muttered, her head was down and she 
sounded tired all of a sudden. 

"Huh? For what?" Jisoo asked, obviously taken aback by 
Chaeyoung's sudden change of mood. 

"About last week. For, you know, what I did and how I reacted. It 
was wrong, I was...I was being rude. I sincerely apologize for my 
behavior that night," Chaeyoung answered in all seriousness. 

Gone was the hostile attitude that Chaeyoung was showing a 
while ago, that it almost made Jisoo choke up and stopping herself 
from cackling. It wasn't the appropriate time to laugh, she realized, 
especially when Chaeyoung looked like she was about to cry. 

So instead, Jisoo shook her head, enabling herself to maintain a 
straight face and said, "No, it was my fault. I provoked and insulted 
you. We were playing a game, it was supposed to be fun until I 
decided to be, well, sassy. Jendeuk was livid on our way home, to 
be honest. She nearly bit my head off, telling me that if Lisa won't 
talk to her again, it'll be my fault and everything. I've never seen 
her pissed at me like that before. It was scary!" 

Chaeyoung stared at Jisoo for about half a minute, wondering 
how the raven-haired woman could talk fast and breathlessly like 
that without collapsing due to lack of air in the lungs. But first 
thing's first: 

"Okay, before anything else: Who's Jenduek? I mean, okay. I get 
that it's Jennie. But why 'Jendeuk'?" Chaeyoung wondered. 

"Because she's so clingy when we were still kids. Although she 
would never admit that even at knifepoint. So, I decided to call her 
Jendeukie. Or Mandukie, because her face is as fluffy as a manduk 
especially in the morning. It's swollen and everything, especially 
during cold weathers. But I think she prefers Jendeukie over 


Mandukie." 

"You and Jennie have a thing for ‘ie’, no? She called me 
Chaeyoungie more than once last night. I honestly thought it was 
cute but it was new to my ears," Chaeyoung said. 

"Oh, you know...it's a chaebol thing," Jisoo shrugged nonchalantly. 

Chaeyoung scoffed and couldn't contain her chuckle. "Really? You 
people are a different kind of weird, then," she said. 

"No. I'm just kidding. There's actually nothing sort of a chaebol 
thing. Anyone who thinks otherwise are fools," Jisoo said. 

"You know, I don't think that's necessarily true. I mean, I have a 
thing for fishes. And food. I'm obsessed with them. We all have a 
thing for something, somehow," Chaeyoung said. 

"Yeah. Well, I have a thing for skewered chicken. I can't live 
without them and I'm obsessed with Dalgomie," Jisoo said and 
added, " So, truce?" 

"Truce," Chaeyoung answered and then they both fell in silence. 

Chaeyoung was still pressing the cold pack against her lump, 
reluctantly throwing glances at Jisoo from time to time, while Jisoo 
chose to drum her fingers against the countertop, providing the 
most random beat to accomodate the awkward silence that was 
enveloping them. Her eyes were anywhere but at Chaeyoung. 

"So, uhm, have you tried calling her?" Chaeyoung decided to 
break the ice. 

"Tried calling who?" Jisoo asked, her face slightly contorted in 
confusion. 

"Jennie. You said you're looking for her, right?" Chaeyoung 
responded. 

"Ah, yes. I, uhm, tried but she won't pick up," Jisoo answered, still 
looking anywhere but at Chaeyoung. 

Jisoo was lying, of course. Jendeuk have sent her messages just 
before she parked outside the Orange, telling her that she and Lisa 
have left the Orange already and that she might be spending the 
night at Lisa's place, considering how she, Jennie Kim, couldn't 
leave her "Lili" all by herself because the tall blond was "pretty 
knocked out who couldn't take care of herself at the moment." 
That's what Jennie told her. 

And Jisoo Kim would never ever, even on her grave, admit that. 
She would never admit to anyone that she decided to proceed to the 
bar she dreaded to come back to and spy at the redhead she most 
dreaded to see again when she was standing outside the bar's 
entrance five minutes ago. The truth was she ended up parking her 
car outside, despite her telling herself over and over again that she 
would never set foot on the Orange ever again and just decided, 
without giving a thought about it, to trespass (as Chaeyoung have 


put it harshly) when she saw the solitary Chaeyoung in front of the 
piano. Undecided what to play before she settled on Let It Be. 

There was something about Chaeyoung's solitude and melancholy 
that drew Jisoo closer. Maybe she just wanted to comfort the 
redhead with the kind of company she could offer, who looked like 
she had the whole world perched on her shoulders. It was a pathetic 
sight and it kind of gripped Jisoo's heart all of a sudden. But of 
course, she would never admit that to anyone. 

"I can call Lisa if you want? But I'm not sure if she'll pick up at 
this hour," Chaeyoung said, pulling out her device from the pocket 
of her jeans. 

"No, no. Don't bother. Lisa might be asleep by now," Jisoo said, 
shaking her head. 

"You're right. She probably is. She's quite drunk, actually. Reason 
why I had to ask Jennie to drive her home," said Chaeyoung but 
still took her device out and stared at her lockscreen for a second, 
which Jisoo barely saw but she was sure it was a picture of 
Chaeyoung and Lisa, before Chaeyoung put it at the back pocket of 
her jeans. 

"And Jendeukie agreed? Wow, I'm impressed! That's actually a 
first," Jisoo said, nodding her head, pretending that she didn't see 
anything. 

"First what?" asked Chaeyoung. 

"Well, Jendeuk usually doesn't take orders from anyone. It's, 
uhm...it's the other way around, actually. And to think that you and 
her aren't even close yet? That's saying something. Had you been 
somebody else, she would have told you to go to hell, straight in 
the face," Jisoo said matter-of-factly, that she sounded as though 
she was telling Chaeyoung the weather forecast. 

Chaeyoung decided to laugh because she thought it was funny, 
until she saw the confused look on Jisoo's face. 

"You're not serious, are you?" Chaeyoung asked, eyes squinting. 

"No, I am. So, I guess it's safe to say that my bestfriend is so into 
your bestfriend. I'd say they should just elope already," said Jisoo. 
This time, she was trying to be funny. 

"Yeah. I guess," Chaeyoung said with a sigh that she 
unintentionally wasn't able to hide from Jisoo and turned her back 
and busied herself by looking at the variety of bottles in the shelf, 
feigning interest on the labels stuck in the bottle. "Anyway, do you 
want anything?" 

"A maegju would do. Thanks," Jisoo replied, her eyes were fixed at 
Chaeyoung's shoulders and how it obviously slackened after the 
"Jennie loves Lisa" talk. She cursed herself for being tactless. 

"You know what, I don't think so," Chaeyoung said rather 


brightly, that it shocked Jisoo. "I've been trying to perfect this drink 
that I personally invented. It's called 'Chaeyoung's Cocktail’ and I 
want you to try it." 

"Wow! That's the most imaginative name for a drink I've ever 
heard. You're quite a genius!" Jisoo said sarcastically with a smirk. 

"I'm actually trying to be nice here. So stop being a smartmouth 
or I'll kick you out," Chaeyoung warned sternly and started to mix 
some drinks that Jisoo honestly thought doesn't look safe enough to 
drink. 

"You're being nice by making me drink a cocktail that doesn't 
even look like a cocktail? That's so nice of you," Jisoo told the 
redhead after the latter placed a tall glass of what looked like a 
small DIY lava lamp gone wrong. 

"Thank you. Now stop being sarcastic and pick it up," Chaeyoung 
told the raven-haired beauty. 

"Is this even safe?" Jisoo asked as she picked up the glass and 
checked the contents. 

"I haven't died yet, have I? I think it is," Chaeyoung replied and 
brought the lid of her own glass on Jisoo's glass to make a toast. 

"Wait! How many times did you say you've tried this, again?" 
Jisoo asked. 

"Just now," Chaeyoung answered and raised her glass to Jisoo and 
said "Cheers!" before drinking its content in one gulp. 

Jisoo's eyes widened in shock and fear. Fear that Chaeyoung 
might drop dead from being poisoned by the drink she made herself 
in front of her. And shock because she was staring at the drops of 
the "Chaeyoung's Cocktail" trickling down in tediously slow motion 
on Chaeyoung's lips, which Chaeyoung licked before it reached 
below her mouth and bit her lower lip and smiled in satisfaction. 

"See? I haven't died yet," Chaeyoung said and laughed. 

Jisoo swallowed hard the unswallowed saliva that was forming at 
the bottom of her mouth and drank the "Chaeyoung's Cocktail", 
bottoms up. It actually tasted like a concentrated OJ on the mouth 
and some other unfamiliar flavors before it burns the hollows of her 
throat, making her scream in agony and satisfaction. She thought 
she needed that booster. 

"How does it taste?" Chaeyoung asked, a laughter was forming on 
her throat. 

"Like hell," Jisoo answered and wiped her lips with the back of 
her hand. "Hey, listen. I'm really curious about something," she told 
Chaeyoung. 

"About what?" the redhead asked. 

"About this..." Jisoo mumbled and held Chaeyoung's face. She 
pulled the redhead closer and brought her mouth to Chaeyoung's 


mouth rather ungracefully. Which wasn't easy, because the 
countertop was still between them and Jisoo had to overstretch 
herself to accomodate Chaeyoung's height. 

Chaeyoung, with eyes widened in total shock, pulled herself away 
from the kiss (if ramming one's mouth on another's mouth was 
considered a kiss) and stared at Jisoo with a confused look. 

"How do I look?" Jisoo asked with anticipation all of a sudden. 

"What do you mean how do you look? You look like an idiot, 
that's how you look!" Chaeyoung replied angrily before she could 
even stop herself. 

"No. I mean how do I look? Do I look different?" Jisoo asked 
again with more anticipation, confusing Chaeyoung even more. 

"What are you expecting? You look you, what else? Beautiful, 
annoying! You look stupid with that anticipating look on your face 
right now after you stupidly smashed your face on my face. You 
nearly knocked my two front teeth out!" Chaeyoung replied, looking 
pissed more than ever. 

"You mean I don't look different?" Jisoo asked. 

"Different how?! What are you talking about?!" Chaeyoung asked. 
Confusion was all over her face. 

"So I don't look different," Jisoo concluded. 

"Wait!" Chaeyoung said and laughed sarcastically before she 
turned her glare menacingly on Jisoo, finally understanding what 
the chaebol meant about looking different. "Did you expect to look 
like a man and grow a beard after you tried to kiss a girl? That is so 
homophobic!" 

"Excuse me? I am not being homophobic!" Jisoo defended herself. 
"I was just curious. That's all! What with Jendeuk falling in love 
with Lisa and you admitting that you and Lisa have kissed before? I 
wondered how kissing or liking a girl would change another girl's 
life. Because... because..." 

"Because what? Because you're too caught up in your own perfect 
world that you found it weird that your bestfriend is in love with a 
girl? So you came here and tried to be nice to me and everything so 
that you can test your stupid experiment on me?" Chaeyoung asked 
scathingly and stepped outside the bar counter. "Get out! Get out, 
now!" she yelled at Jisoo, her finger was pointing at the exit. 

"Wow! What a theory! FYI, I did that because I think I like you, 
okay?" Jisoo declared and looking angrier than Chaeyoung. "I mean, 
not "like" like you, but I guess that's still it! I like the idea of hating 
you and I hate that the more I convince myself for the past week 
that I hate you and I never ever wanted to see you again, well, 
surprise! Here I am! But whatever! Thanks for the drink! It was 
disgusting!" she said and slammed the bill that she hastily took from 


her purse on the countertop before storming out of the Orange 
without looking back. 

She would never set foot on that stupid place again, ever! That's 
what Jisoo was telling herself after she settled inside her car and 
drove away, rather aggressively that made her tires screeched 
loudly, from Chaeyoung's bar. And she was still livid and fuming 
even when she was driving along the silent highway towards 
Gangnam, recklessly beating the red lights and stepping hard on her 
gas. 

"What?! She thinks I'm stupid?! Well, guess who's secretly in love 
with her bestfriend who can never love her back the way she 
wanted to?! Stupid girl!" Jisoo said while angrily wiping the tear 
that was rolling down her cheek. 


Chapter 29 


"Please tell me I didn't do stupid things last night," Lisa groaned 
as she was walking down the stairs, her hands were craddling her 
head. Her long, blond hair was a mess. 

She found Jennie standing in front of the stove, her back on her. 
Leo was sitting in one of the high stools, quietly watching whatever 
Jennie was doing and Luca was sleeping peacefully at the 
windowsill. Both scuttled and ran in different directions upon 
seeing Lisa and her wild, messy morning hair. 

Jennie quickly turned around, a spatula on her hand, and looked 
at Lisa sheepishly. "I ruined the pancake," she said with a pout. 

Her hair was tied in a high ponytail and she was wearing Lisa's 
bluish gray hoodie, with words "Unicorns and Rainbows" written 
across the chest and paired with one of Lisa's baggy plaid pajama 
pants. Both looked big on Jennie's petite size, that she had to roll 
the sleeves of the hoodie and the hems of the pants have covered 
half her feet. 

"Nice," Lisa groaned appreciatively, tried to smile but ended up 
grimacing in pain. The hangover was kicking in pretty bad. 

Jennie pouted even more and asked, "Nice that I ruined the 
pancake? I'll just have this one and make a perfect one for you," she 
said as she took out the heavily distorted pancake from the pan 
onto the plate. 

"I mean, my hoodie looks nice on you," Lisa replied with a 
grimacing smile and walked passed Jennie groggily toward the 
refrigerator. 

She was extremely thirsty. Her mouth and throat were dry. That's 
how it usually would whenever she's suffering from a bad hangover. 
She took a gallon of what appeared to be milk without realizing it 
and settled on the empty high stool where Leo had been sitting 
seconds ago. 

"Oh, thanks. I went through your closet without asking. I'm 
sorry," Jennie said and continued, "I had to change and my clothes 
from yesterday obviously still reeked from smoke and barbecue. I 
also took the liberty of putting a hoodie on you. Are you okay?" 
Jennie explained further and asked. Her face still looked anxious 
about the ruined pancake. 

"No. I feel like my head's about to crack open and my stomach's 


about to digest its own walls," Lisa answered and took a gulp from 
the gallon, and finally realized that it was goat milk. "Ugh! Milk!" 
she cringed and made a face. 

"I bought you something for your hangover. Wait," Jennie said 
and took something from inside the black plastic bag sitting above 
the kitchen table. "Here you go," she said and handed Lisa a bottle 
of chocomilk. "I was told that it's a good alternative for a 
haejjunguk. And I know how much you love chocomilk." 

"You are a life-saver!" Lisa said gratefully and hastily drank all 
the contents of the bottle, emptied it before she asked, "I didn't 
know I have the ingredients for pancakes?" 

"You didn't. I went out early and bought some groceries," Jennie 
answered. 

"Did you even sleep?" Lisa asked, eyeing Jennie with curious eyes. 

"I couldn't sleep, Lili. So, I decided to fo out and went to a 
grocery store nearby. I saw this box of easy-to-make instant pancake 
mix on a shelf. And I was craving for pancakes, so I bought one." 

Lisa nodded and asked, "So, did I do stupid things last night?" and 
took another bottle of chocomilk from the plastic bag, which she 
recognized was from a grocery store nearby. 

"You were pressing the horn nonstop all the way from the Orange 
to here. I had to apologize to the few pedestrians that you scared 
along the way," Jennie said. 

"Oh, yes. I remember that. Anything else I did? Something, 
maybe, worse?" asked Lisa. She sounded anticipating but dreading 
at the same time. She knew she could be pretty reckless and stupid 
when she's drunk. 

"You tried to sing the national anthem backwards at the top of 
your lungs, after I asked you to be quiet because you couldn't stop 
laughing about the scurrying pedestrians when we were climbing 
the stairs outside," said Jennie and tried to imitate Lisa's singing 
voice, singing a few lines of the national anthem and then said, "It 
was hilarious!" 

"Yes, I also kind of remember that," Lisa said, nodding. "Did I 
puke?" she then asked. She had to asked that. Because the quantity 
of her puke would determine how drunk she was last night. Which 
really doesn't make any sense logically, but that's her personal 
perspective and understanding of her drunken state. 

"No. You just dozed off after you--," 

"Oh, thank goodness! I thought I was pretty wasted last night," 
Lisa breathed out in relief. 

".-kissed me on the mouth," Jennie continued. "That's why I 
couldn't slee--" 

"| did WHAT?" Lisa choked and asked, sounding horrified and 


spilled an amount of chocomilk on her front. 

"See? I knew you'd forget about it," Jennie said and turned her 
back from Lisa. 

"What did I do exactly?" Lisa asked cautiously. 

Jennie turned around and said, "You greeted me a Happy 
Valentine's after I put you to bed and you held me on the nape, 
grabbed me and then kissed me on the mouth and then you fell 
asleep. Snoring." 

"Oh my god! Oh my--! Holy fu--! I'm so sorry, Jennie," Lisa said, 
now certainly looking horrified. Her hands were on her mouth, her 
eyes widened. She regained her sobriety all of a sudden. 

"That wasn't the first kiss I imagined I would be getting, to be 
honest. But you were pretty drunk and now you don't remember. I 
should be sad and hurt about it. But, I guess that didn't count," 
Jennie said and shrugged nonchalantly--which automatically 
offended Lisa because what the heck!--and poured another batter of 
pancake mix on the small frying pan. 

"What? No way! No freakin' way! It's still a kiss! A kiss is a kiss, 
Nini! I am your first kiss!" Lisa pointed out. She was already on her 
feet, looking ready to fight for whatever was rightfully hers. 

"Aigoo! Look at you claiming it right now when you can't even 
remember it, Lili. How was that supposed to count?" Jennie told 
Lisa patronizingly, shaking her head and clicking her tongue in 
disbelief. 

"I cannot believe I kissed you last night," Lisa said in a daze and 
returned to her seat. She felt like her head was spinning wildly and 
about to burst into pieces and it didn't even have anything to do 
with the hangover. 

"I cannot believe you can't remember that you did," Jennie said 
with a smirk and carefully flipped the half-cooked pancake upside 
down. She flashed her gummy grin when she succeeded. 

"So, I am your first kiss," Lisa deliberately said with a victorious 
smile plastered on her lips. She stood up once again and walked 
towards Jennie. 

"Yes you are, Lisa. I waited for years and you ruined it. Can you 
believe that?" said Jennie, looking at Lisa who was already standing 
beside her, facing at her. Lisa's left elbow was resting confidently on 
the edge of the kitchen counter. The spilled chocomilk was a 
contrast to her yellow hoodie. 

"What?" Jennie asked nervously when Lisa grinned widely and 
was looking at her with those soft, round eyes of hers. Brows 
wriggling playfully. 

"Well, I can make it up to you right now," Lisa said, the bright 
smile was flashing on her face. 


"I--I'm making pan...cakes," Jennie said and looked away. She was 
trying to act normal and steady but her hand holding the spatula 
was saying otherwise because it was shaking badly. 

A drunk Lisa kissing her last night was quite a shock and a feat, 
Jennie thought. But she recovered in haste, although she had 
difficulty in sleeping. And now she was curiously and anxiously 
wondering how it would be like being kissed by a sober Lisa. Who 
looked determined to make it up to her from a sloopy kiss last 
night. "Lisa was a good kisser!" Chaeyoung's words kept ringing on 
her ears all of a sudden. 

Lisa held Jennie by the cords of the hoodie and pulled the petite 
beauty closer. "I know. But the pancakes can wait," she whispered 
and leaned in closer, her hand blindly finding the power button of 
the stove to turn it off and brought her mouth on Jennie's quivering 
mouth. 

Lisa smiled between the kiss. Jennie's lips were what she 
imagined they would be. Soft, warm, delicate and naif. She pulled 
the unresponsive chaebol even closer, until the proximity between 
them became seemingly impossible for Jennie to breath properly 
without inhaling all of Lisa's scents. Including the remnants of all 
the alcohol the tall blond had consumed from last night. 

Lisa held Jennie's hands and brought it around her neck and then 
slithered her own hands around her Nini's waist. The kiss, which 
had been unmoving and unprogressive for what already felt like 
eternity, as far as Jennie's calculation was concerned, suddenly took 
a leap forward when Lisa decided to take it the next level. 

Lisa's mouth moved intimately and expertly. She was teasingly 
biting and gently sucking Jennie's quivering lower lip. She did the 
process more than twice and moved her mouth again to suck 
Jennie's upper lip and did the process on both soft tissues on repeat. 
She was patiently teaching Jennie the technicalities of kissing until 
Jennie have finally caught up with the rhythm and imitated 
whatever Lisa was doing. Including, but coyly, when Lisa licked the 
delicate edges of her mouth before the blond plunged her tongue 
inside Jennie's mouth. 

Jennie tiptoed and let out a whimpering moan. The kiss and the 
slow dance that their tongues were doing were blowing her mind 
away. This was more than she could ever imagine. 

They both pulled away at the same time when they both ran out 
of air. Jennie's face was flushing, her mouth was full and red. She 
was sucking for air and holding on to Lisa's shoulders for support. 
Her knees felt weak and shaking; her head was down. She was 
looking at their both feet. Lisa was still wearing the white Chanel 
socks that Gustav gave as a gift, while her own feet, half-visible due 


to Lisa's long pajama pants, were pale and bare against the dark 
floor. The bright red polish in her toenails complimented Lisa's red 
trousers. 

Lisa, meanwhile, sought Jennie's eyes by titling the chaebol's chin 
up and smiled at her. 

"How's that for a kiss?" Lisa asked teasingly. 

"Mindblowing," Jennie responded, still catching her breath. Her 
brain, she assumed, was blown away and its pieces were scattered 
all over the place. She couldn't think straight. 

She couldn't look straight Lisa in the eyes. She was afraid that if 
she would, she would then shamelessly beg Lisa to take her there 
and then. Considering how hot she was feeling at the moment and a 
hot, raw sensation was tingling her lower body. But she still took a 
peek, anyway. 

And there, inside that soft, round eyes that were staring back at 
her, Jennie finally saw the beauty of an unknown universe 
exploding right before her eyes. It was so beautiful and inviting that 
she couldn't stop herself and pulled Lisa for another kiss. There was 
no way she could ever get enough of how Lisa's plump lips was so 
tender and warm and teasing against hers. It was how she imagined 
it would be. And more. She wanted more, she realized. 

Lisa groaned and responded to the kiss with so much ardour and 
intensity. She even took the liberty of taking Jennie's full lips on her 
mouth, sucked it inside her own mouth as if squeezing what sweet 
juices she could find in there and released it after and licked the 
cornerside of Jennie's mouth and took it again. 

"Oh god, I can't stop," Lisa breathed heavily between their torrid 
kisses and heaved Jennie's bottom up the kitchen counter. The 
coldness of the hard granite was seeping through the fabric of the 
pajama pants Jennie was wearing. But it wasn't not enough to put 
out the fire inside her that Lisa have ignited. 

Jennie automatically parted her legs to accomodate Lisa, as the 
kiss deepened and all they could hear was their hot breath and soft 
whimpering and Bazzi's Mine was playing on Lisa's stereo from the 
living room. She had been tinkering with Lisa's CD collection before 
she decided to make pancakes. 

Lisa's hands travelled from Jennie's thighs towards the hems of 
the hoodie the latter was wearing. And when the blackhaired 
perfection did not flinched, Lisa aggressively but affectionately 
moved her both hands under the thick garment, realizing that 
Jennie wasn't wearing anything under the hoodie except maybe a 
lacy bra. The flat abdomen felt smooth and hot on her touch, like 
molten stone; it was inviting for a caress. 

"Tell me to stop," Lisa murmured between the kisses. But Jennie 


shook her head and kissed Lisa even harder. 

Lisa took it as an encouragement and placed her palms on 
Jennie's waist. Molding the delicate curves on both sides with her 
hands like a vulnerable china. She heard Jennie's breathing hitched 
a little higher; her hands now clutching in the thick fabric of Lisa's 
hoodie. 

Lisa moved away from the kiss to Jennie's slight disappointment. 
Only to be replaced by another series of breath-hitching and a moan 
when Lisa's mouth moved and planted warm, wet kisses on the 
sensitive skin behind her ear as Lisa's hands glided smoothly higher, 
now tracing the lace of Jennie's bra with her fingers. 

"Lili..." Jennie murmured softly as she felt Lisa's tongue licking the 
tip of her earlobe, sending thousands of foreign sensations all over 
her body. 

And just when Lisa's hands were about to cup the mounds of soft 
flesh underneath the soft, thin fabric, and Jennie felt a hot liquid 
flowing from between her thighs, the doorbell rang. Once, twice 
and then nothing. They both looked towards the door. The eerie 
silence took over. 

Lisa dropped her hands on Jennie's lap. She rested her head on 
Jennie's shoulder and let out an irritated groan. Which Jennie 
responded with a kiss on Lisa's cheek and gently pushed Lisa away 
from her so she could jump from the kitchen counter and be on her 
feet once again. Lisa realized what Jennie was doing and helped the 
latter to stand steadily on the floor. 

"Go get the door," Jennie told Lisa while fixing herself. She even 
bravely splashed her flushed face with cold water from the faucet to 
calm herself and to put out the heat that was slowly consuming her. 

Lisa combed her hair with her hands and walked across the living 
room towards the door. Wondering who the intruder might be, 
because she wasn't expecting anyone. 

Lisa did not bother taking a peep on the peeping hole. She 
entered the pin code number and pushed her door open. And there, 
standing on her doorstep, was a stranger. Towering, with broad 
shoulders and brooding eyes. He had a scarf wrapped around his 
neck, covering half his face; a bonnet on his head. 

"May I help you?" Lisa asked tentatively. 

"I'm looking for Miss Kim," the intruder answered, his voice was 
muffled behind the scarf. His eyes was boring on Lisa. 

"I think you're in the wrong address. There's no 'Miss Kim' here," 
Lisa said politely. 

"I don't think so. Her car's parked outside," the stranger replied, 
pointing Jennie's Porsche beside Lisa's Impala. 

"Oh! Did you mean Jennie?" Lisa asked in confusion. 


"I meant Miss Kim. But, yes," the intruder responded vaguely. 

"She's inside. May I know who you are? In case she'll ask." 

"I'm none of your business, Lalisa Manoban. Please get Miss Kim 
for me," the stranger said in an unfriendly tone. 

"Whoa! Wait! How the--how did you know who I am?" Lisa was 
flustered. Did Jennie told anyone about her? Well yes, there was 
Jisoo. But anyone other than Jisoo? And her address, also? If yes, 
then why? 

The stranger just shrugged. He didn't say anything and just stood 
there looking cocky and resolute. Like, he was wired to act that way 
even when he was actually intruding. He clearly meant business. 

"Fine. You better come in, I guess. It's freezing in here," Lisa said 
as her body shivered from the cold air and stepped aside to provide 
entrance to the tall stranger. The intruder offered her a stiffed bow 
and stepped inside the apartment. 

The intruder, Lisa noticed as he decided to take off his scarf and 
bonnet was good-looking. Too good-looking that he could pass as a 
model, especially with his brooding eyes and sharp jawline. He was 
beautiful. His skin was slightly tanned, his body was obviously well- 
built under the winyer clothes he was wearing. His trimmed hair 
was close to blond and he had a stance that would indicate that he 
was nothing sort of ordinary. If anything, he seemed like the male 
version of Jennie, in Lisa's opinion. A walking sophistication and 
luxury. But more haughty and definitely, most definitely unfriendly. 

"Why don't you take a seat and I'll just go get Jenn--Oh! There she 
is," Lisa said when she saw Jennie emerging from the kitchen, 
looking curious and confused at the same time. She was looking at 
the intruder and then shifted her eyes to Lisa, her brows were 
raised, as if asking her Lili who the six-foot guy standing in tge 
middle of her living room was. 

"He said he's looking for a 'Miss Kim'," Lisa offered, providing 
answer to Jennie's silent inquiry. "Are you 'Miss Kim'?" she then 
asked Jennie, which made Jennie's brows furrowed further. 

"Who are you?" Jennie demanded from the stranger in a rather 
blunt way. She was eyeing him like she was trying to remember if 
she had seen his face elsewhere. 

"Good day, Miss Kim," the man said and offered Jennie a polite 
bow. "Madam Kim asks me to pick you up and bring you home 
immediately," he said. He put an emphasis on the last word. 

Jennie's eyes, Lisa noticed, snapped and turned from confusion to 
irritated. Her stance changed from being comfortable to raising her 
guard immediately. And Jennie didn't even flinched or look 
surprised that the intruder somehow knew where to find her, Lisa 
realized. She just stood there, looking at the six-foot guy 


intimidatingly, sizing him up and daring him to do or say anything 
stupid. 

"You did not answer my question," Jennie told the stranger 
coldly. There was authority and hostility in her voice. Something 
that Lisa wasn't used to hearing from Jennie. 

"My name is Kai," the guy said coldly. "Your new driver," he 
added with a scoff. As if the mere idea of him driving someone like 
Jennie was ridiculous. 

"Since when did I ever need a driver?" Jennie asked sardonically. 

"Uhm, I'll just give you, guys, a minute to figure things out. I'll be 
in the kitchen," Lisa interjected, looking at Jennie, but Jennie held 
her by the arm. 

"No, Lisa. Stay," Jennie said and there was nothing else Lisa could 
do but to nod and stand beside Jennie. 

"Why don't you ask your mother, Miss Kim?" the Kai guy 
impertinently. 

Jennie rolled her eyes and said, "I'll ask her to fire you 
immediately. And if she won't, then I'll do it myself." 

"Shall we get going?" Kai asked casually, as if he didn't hear a 
word Jennie said. As if the idea of losing his job was nothing for 
him to worry about. 

"May I remind you that I'm your boss? Therefore, I will have the 
final say on things," Jennie said irritably. The driver was getting on 
her nerves. "I'm sorry about this, Lisa," she then told Lisa 
apologetically. 

"No, it's okay. Perhaps you should leave? I mean, your mother's 
asking for you, according to him," Lisa said, looking at Kai. 

"Give us a minute," Jennie told her driver. 

Kai nodded and said, "Of course, Miss Kim," and planted himself 
on Lisa's carpeted floor, showing no intentions of leaving and giving 
them privacy. 

So, Jennie held Lisa's hand and dragged the tall blond towards 
the kitchen, leaving Kai standing in the middle of Lisa's living room, 
who was looking visibly tall and immovable. 

"Hey, slow down! Wha--?" Lisa mutteres but was interrupted from 
asking what is going on when Jennie covered her mouth on hers. 

The kiss was urgent and pleading. And the only thing that was 
obscuring them from Kai's view was a brick wooden panel 
separating the kitchen and the living room. 

"I should have done this before," Jennie said breathlessly as she 
pulled away from the kiss. 

"Kissing me?" Lisa asked teasingly. They were talking in whispers. 

Jennie reached in for another kiss and said afterwards, "Yes. And 
explain things to you." 


"What's there to explain?" Lisa asked. 

"Everything. I should have told you everything from the 
beginning, Lili," Jennie said. 

"Well, you can do that next time," Lisa said encouragingly. 
"Including why he knew where to find you." 

"I will. And I have to go now. But I don't want to leave, Lili. It's 
Valentine's!" Jennie groaned and pouted. 

Lisa smiled and lightly kissed the pretty chaebol on the mouth 
and said, "Now I understand why Jisoo calls you 'Jendeukie'." 

"Shut up and just kiss me," Jennie ordered and so Lisa, smitten as 
she was, yielded. 

They pulled each other closer, until the only things that separated 
them were the fabrics of their clothes and the possibility that Kai 
might walk in on them any second and discover them wrapped 
around each other's embrace and sharing smooches. 

"You should go," Lisa mumbled as she held Jennie's soft lip 
between her teeth. 

"Yeah," Jennie whispered and planted a full kiss on Lisa's mouth 
before begrudgingly pulling herself away from the kiss and the 
embrace. 

They stood there staring at each other's eyes and then they both 
smiled and laughed. 

"Happy Valentine's, Lili!" Jennie said, playfully tugging the cord 
of Lisa's hoodie. 

"Happy Valentine's, Nini!" Lisa greeted back, a bright smile was 
painted on her face. "You can keep the hoodie. I won't mind." 

"Thank you," Jennie replied and leaned in for another kiss. She 
then held Lisa by the arm and led them towards where the Kai guy 
was waiting for her. 

"What about my car?" Jennie asked the guy coldly. 

"Someone from the company will take care of it," Kai replied 
curtly and started walking towards the door. 

Lisa followed him and punched in the security code for him. Kai 
walked passed her without a word and started climbing down the 
stairs. 

"TIl see you, Lili," Jennie said. She kissed Lisa on the cheek and 
headed towards the door. 

But Lisa quickly held Jennie's hand because she suddenly 
remembered something and said, "Hey. You still haven't told me the 
third reason." 

Jennie smiled and said, "I'll tell you about it next time, Lili. Be 
sure to eat those pancakes. I made them for you." 

Lisa smiled back and nodded. She dropped her hand and let 
Jennie go. 


"Careful with your ankle! The steps are slippery," Lisa said in a 
worried voice as she was watching Jennie walking down the stairs, 
away from her. 

"Is she your girlfriend?" Kai asked as soon as Jennie have settled 
in the backseat. His eyes would occassionally flicker towards the 
rearview mirror, checking on Jennie, waiting for an answer. 

Jennie met Kai's eyes in the mirror. She looked at those brooding, 
intrusive eyes intimidatingly and said, "Drive." 

Kai shrugged and started the engine. Jennie looked back and she 
saw Lisa. The blond was still standing on her doorway, patiently 
waiting for them to leave. The spilled chocomilk on her hoodie was 
visible even from a distant. 

Jennie smiled despite herself but quickly stopped and glared 
when she saw Kai's eyes on the rearview mirror, looking at her. 

It just dawned on her what was happening. And suddenly, Jennie 
wanted nothing else but to talk to Jisoo. She would need to deal 
with a lot of things today and she needed Jisoo by her side. Jisoo 
would know the right words to tell her. 


Chapter 30 


Jisoo was sprawled on the soft satin sheet of her queen-sized bed. 
She had been wide awake for hours now. And if her stares could 
burn, she'd already have put soots and holes on the ceiling of her 
bedroom. 

She was still wearing the dress that she had worn for the gala 
dinner she attended last night. Her raven hair was a beautiful mess 
around her head and her eyes were now fixed on the tiniest smudge 
of ink vaguely visible on the spread of white above her. Which she 
knew too well that it was her own doing. 

She had once flung her favorite pen on the ceiling, wanting to 
feed her curiosity about how sturdy the case of her pen was and 
how high she could fling it in the air. It was sturdy, she found out, 
after it did not break open when it hit the concrete ceiling. But the 
tip of the ballpoint miraculously touched the white paint and left a 
mark there, which nobody else knew about. The pen did not work 
properly after that and Jisoo prohibited a repainting on her ceiling. 
She felt like it was one of her secrets, a weird relationship between 
her and her room. 

"AAAAAARGH!" Jisoo screamed and sprung herself up on her 
bed. Her hands automatically flew towards her head and disturbed 
her already messy mane. 

The memory of her kissing--no, smashing her mouth--on 
Chaeyoung's mouth kept replaying on her head since she got home 
at almost four in the morning. 

"I am so stupid!" Jisoo told herself for the nth time and dropped 
herself back on her bed once again. She went back to her eagle- 
spread position. "So so so so stupid!" She was kicking her feet four 
times against the soft linens, putting an emphasis on the word "so" 
every time. Her soft pillows scattered all over the floor. 

She had already lost count the number of times she screamed and 
sprung up and then plopped herself back on the soft mattress and 
did it on repeat eversince she got home from her stupid stopover at 
the Orange. 

"I think I like her?" Jisoo repeated the monologue she had been 
doing with herself for the umpteenth time. The echo of her own 
words from the dawn at the Orange was haunting her. "I. Like. 
Her?? Since when did you ever like a...a woman, Jisoo Kim? A 


woman! For God's sake! Idiot! You're an idiot!" she told herself and 
shut her eyes. 

When Jisoo was a kid, her mother would often tell her to shut her 
eyes if she wants to forget a bad memory. It was the trick, her 
mother would often say. "Close your eyes and think of something 
happy." And now that she shut her eyes tight, all she could see was 
Chaeyoung, grinning at her and telling her that she hasn't died yet 
after drinking that stupid cocktail she made and named after 
herself. 

"That idiot," Jisoo mumbled and heard her phone ringing. 

The sound of the ringing was muffled. She knew she had thrown 
it somewhere underneath all the sheets of her bed out of sheer 
frustrations and annoyance to own idiocy. And the thought of 
unearthing her phone from the layers of her bed linens was already 
tedious enough. 

So Jisoo rolled her back, instead of standing to her feet and 
systematically recover her device beneath the layers of sheets, after 
she felt the vibration of her phone against her back. It was Jennie, 
calling. 

Jisoo suddenly realized something while she was staring hard at 
Jendeukie's name on her screen. Maybe this was all that she was 
waiting for. 

"Oh, yes. Right on cue," Jisoo muttered and sprung herself up 
again and snatched the device rather harshly. 

"This is all your fault, Ruby Jane! I swear to God I will reap you 
open when I see you and feed your internal organs to Dalgomie! 
He'd love that!" Jisoo told her bestfriend as soon as she slid her 
thumb towards the green telephone icon on the screen. 

"Well, Happy Valentine's to you, too, Jisoo Kim!" Jennie 
responded sardonically from the other line. "I don't know what 
you're talking about but you better come over because we need to 
talk." 

"T-talk?" Jisoo said, repeatedly blinking her tired, bloodshot eyes. 
A sudden shot of cold slid down her spine. Her hand gripped the 
device rather tightly. Did Chaeyoung told Lisa and Lisa told Jennie? 
"What are we going to talk about? If this is about something I did at 
that stupid bar, then no. I cannot talk to you about it. Because I did 
not do anything politically wrong." 

"What bar? Did you mean the Orange? Have you been there?" 
Jennie asked from the other line. 

"Yes! No!" 

"Chu, what--?" 

Jisoo signed in resignation and slowly said, "Well, yes. Yes. Fine. 
Yes, I went there. But now is not the right time to talk about 


anything, Jendeuk. I'm tired and sleepy," and feigned an obvious 
loud fake yawn. "Did you hear that, Ruby Jane? I was yawning 
because I'm tired and sleepy. I need to go now. Please hang up 
already," she almost begged Jennie. 

"What did you do, Chu?" Jennie asked suspiciously, not buying 
Jisoo's fake yawn. 

"I honestly don't like the accusatory tone on your voice, Ruby 
Jane. Are you seriously accusing me of something that you know I 
wouldn't do, ever, right now?" Jisoo asked, sounding defensive. 

"What on earth are you talking about?" Jennie asked curiously, 
sounding a bit weary and annoyed. 

"I don't know. Why do you want to talk to me all of a sudden?" 
Jisoo shoot back. 

"What do you mean why? We've been talking since pre-puberty, 
Jisoo Kim! Me wanting to talk to you right now is not ‘all of a 
sudden'," Jennie pointed out. 

"Okay, let me rephrase it for you, Jendeuk: What do you want to 
talk to me all of a sudden?" 

"Things. Stuff. Lots of important, pressing matters that you and I 
need to discuss in person and in private," Jennie answered. 

"Like what?" Jisoo prodded. 

"Like I cannot discuss it with you over the phone, Chu. Because 
apparently, I now have a driver and he's obviously eavesdropping 
right now. Hence, it is imperative that you need to come over and 
meet me at the house in thirty minutes," Jennie said. The obvious 
annoyance and contained anger on Jennie's voice was all it took for 
Jisoo to realize the grave seriousness of the situation. 

"Oh, shit. Did hell broke loose overnight? Okay, no, don't answer 
that. I'll see you at your place in thirty minutes," Jisoo said and 
flung her phone on the mattress, not minding if Jennie was still on 
the line or not. 

She and Jennie have one important rule about phone calls. They 
discussed and imposed the veracity of it eversince the day they 
were allowed to use a phone, which was eons ago. And it says: "The 
one who called should hang up first. Ignoring to do so would equate 
a severe punishment. The punishment should be decided by the 
aggrieved party." They even both signed a piece of paper that they 
torn from Jennie's diary book. 

Punishment back then was childish and immature but should still 
be taken seriously. Friendship Golden Rule: "Be childish and 
immature. But do so together." But now that they're older, 
punishment for the "phone calls rule" would mean paying for 
everything the next time they would splurge themselves to anything 
or everything. And Jisoo wasn't worrying a bit about breaking the 


rule at the moment because she did not technically hung up first. 
She just threw her phone on the bed. And for all she knew, Jendeuk 
might have already hung up while her phone was suspended in 
mid-air. Who knew? 

"Damn rules. I kissed a girl," Jisoo muttered as she admitted 
herself inside her walk-in closet. She needed to change. Her dress 
reeked of a pungent mixture of perfume and spoiled alcohol. 


Meanwhile, Lisa had been sitting on the same high stool she had sat 
upon waking up on her kitchen. Leo was back on his favorite place 
in the apartment. Which was anywhere away from Lisa's reach. And 
Luca went back to sleeping on the windowsill. The only sound that 
was generously disturbing the monotony was Lisa's speakers on the 
living room, where Tracy Chapman was asking for that one reason 
to stay. 

The house felt quiet and empty after Jennie left, Lisa realized, as 
she was staring at the distorted pancake sitting on one of the two 
plates that are strategically placed above the dining table. 

"I know you don't like talking to me but I need you to explain 
things to me right now, Leo," Lisa spoke, her soft round eyes sought 
Leo. She found him hiding behind a shelf; his wide eyes were 
staring back at her. "Why does the house feel empty and quiet all of 
a sudden?" 

Leo repositioned himself, preparing to run away as fast as he 
could in case Lisa would decide to walk over and scoop him up and 
imprisoned him inside her snuggles once again. 

"You should know the answer, Leo. You obviously like her, too," 
Lisa continued and decided to heave herself up from the high stool, 
making a beeline towards the table. 

Leo impulsively ran as fast as he could towards the top of the 
staircase. 

"Aren't you a little paranoid?" Lisa told Leo as she found him 
lurking at the top step of the stairway. 

Leo just stared at her, looking as though he thought Lisa was a 
little paranoid. 

"Like! is an understatement," Lisa told herself as she forked a 
portion of the distorted pancake and brought it to her mouth. It 
tasted flour. "It is an understatement," Lisa repeated and took the 
whole pancake on her mouth. 

She wasn't really hungry and the pancake's cheap flour taste was 
nowhere close to her favorite pancake in the world--her mother's 
recipe of soft, thick pancakes smoothered in syrup, a sprinkle of 
powder sugar and fresh berries. But Jennie made it for her, the 


distorted one. And she already missed Jennie, eventhough it's only 
been half an hour since Nini left. 

Lisa's eyes shoot up and all her senses came live when she heard 
the doorbell. Even Leo and Luca shared the sudden excitement that 
their hooman Lisa was feeling at the moment. 

Nini, Lisa thought as she quickened her pace towards the door, 
crossing the distance between her kitchen and the living room. But 
it wasn't Jennie, Lisa found out as soon as she opened the door. 

"Chaeng?" Lisa asked when she was meet by the flustered face of 
the redhead. 

"Hi, Shutterbug!" greeted Chaeyoung with a bright but anxious 
smile. 

"Hey! Come in, come in. What are you doing here?" Lisa told and 
asked her bestfriend. 

"Uhm--," 

"And why did you have to ring the bell? You know the code, 
right?" 

"Well, I didn't want to intrude. Just in case you're, you know, not 
alone," Chaeng said as she took off her overcoat. 

"But I am alone," Lisa said before she noticed her two furballs 
who were waiting for Chaeng to recognize their existence. "Well, 
not really," she said. 

"Heyyyy! How's the two most handsome furballs in the planet 
doing?" Chaeyoung asked and scioped the two cats on her arms and 
kissed them on their noses. "Leo's eyeing you suspiciously," she then 
told Lisa. 

"He's been eyeing me suspiciously eversince. I don't know what 
his problem is," Lisa said scornfully and went back to the kitchen. 
Chaeyoung followed. 

"Are you making pancakes?" the redhead asked when she saw the 
mess that Jennie left with the pancake batter droplets on the stove 
and the kitchen counter. She even took a peek of the pancake batter 
laying cold and abandoned on the frying pan. 

"No. Jennie did," Lisa replied. 

"Oh! Is Jennie still here? I'm so sorry. I can come back later, if 
you want?" Chaeyoung said, suddenly looking anxious and ready to 
bolt out the door. 

"Don't be silly. She left half an hour ago," said Lisa, eyeing her 
bestfriend curiously. 

"She left? Why? Did something happen?" Chaeyoung asked in her 
most concerned voice. 

The last question sent Lisa back to the almost-steamy moment she 
shared with Jennie, before the Kai guy arrived. The kiss, she thought 
with a subtle sigh. Those kisses they shared as they explore they 


delicateness of each other's mouth and the slow dance their tongues 
did. Wet, hot and intimate. Lisa shivered as she remembered the 
moans and soft whiperings of their own discoveries. 

"Uhm, n-no," she said, suddenly feeling uncomfortably hot in the 
face. "A guy came over and picked her up. Her driver, apparently." 
She decided that she couldn't look Chaeyoung straight in the eyes, 
so she decided to stare at Luca, instead. 

"I didn't know she has a driver?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"She didn't either," Lisa replied, thinking about the less 
welcoming look Jennie gave to the Kai guy. "Hey, does every driver 
in Gangnam doesn't look like a driver at all?" 

"What do you mean?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"That guy was wearing a Gucci. I think he even smelled Gucci, 
too," Lisa replied. 

"I don't know, Lisa. Maybe that's, like, their designated uniform or 
something. Are you okay?" the redhead asked. 

"Yeah, of course," Lisa replied. "Anyway, I don't know if there's 
anything relevant about it or whatever, but Jennie is a Kim. I just 
found out. So, her name is Jennie Kim. Does it ring a bell to you, 
Chipmunk?" she asked. 

"No. But Jisoo kissed me," Chaeyoung blurted out before she 
could contain herself. 

Lisa blinked and just stared at her bestfriend before she realized 
that she was already looking stupid with her mouth slightly hanging 
open and eyes almost bulging. 

"Jisoo what?!? What do you mean Jisoo kissed you? Did you 
mean Jisoo, as in Jennie's friend Jisoo?" Lisa inquired. 

"Yes. That Jisoo," Chaeyoung replied, rolling her eyes. She'd never 
imagined talking to Lisa, telling the blond about someone kissing 
her. It felt weird, considering that Lisa was the only person she'd 
ever wanted to kiss. 

"Whoa! Why? I mean, when? Where?" Lisa asked. 

"At the bar. She arrived an hour after you and Jennie left. I don't 
know why she did that," the redhead replied. 

"And she kissed you where exactly?" 

"In the mouth, Lisa. Where else? Well, she sort of just rammed her 
mouth on mine, actually. She almost knocked my front teeth off. 
That idiot!" Chaeyoung said, feeling a little awkward all of a 
sudden. 

"Did she say anything after?" Lisa asked, trying to contain herself 
from laughing so hard. She didn't want to offend the Chipmunk. But 
she never thought she'd ever hear Chaeyoung telling her about 
stolen kisses. And the fact that Jennie's bestfriend, Jisoo, was the 
culprit? Everything just seemed funny all of a sudden. 


"She told me my cocktail was disgusting," Chaeyoung replied. 

"What?" Lisa asked. 

"I mean, she was talking fast and incoherently, like she was 
blabbering, before she told me that the cocktail I gave her was 
disgusting. The was the only part that was clear and coherent 
enough for me to understand. And then she just stormed out. I 
mean, I really don't understand how she had the nerve to walk out 
from me, angrily, if I might add, when it was me who was the 
victim here!" the redhead said lividly. 

"Victim how?" Lisa prodded, a laughter was already visible on her 
face. 

"She stole a kiss from me, Lisa! What gave her the right to storm 
out and be mad like that? And why are you laughing?" 

It was Lisa's cue to release all the bubbles of laughter contained 
on her throat. She laughed and then said, "I cannot believe Jisoo 
kissed you! I mean, you both hate each other. Right?" 

"Oh, here we go again. I. Don't. Hate. Her!" the redhead snapped. 

"Okay! Okay!" Lisa said in between giggles. "Wow, it's Valentine's 
Day and here we are talking about stolen kisses, Gucci-clad drivers 
and Jennie being a Kim," she said and sighed. "Hey, can I borrow 
your phone?" 

"Sure. But why?" Chaeyoung looked apprehensive but still handed 
her phone to Lisa. 

"I'm just really curious why Jennie had to withhold her being a 
Kim to me," Lisa replied. She could, of course, use her own phone or 
computer. But both her devices were upstairs and Leo's there. She 
didn't want to intimidate the cat further. Plus, she's feeling tediously 
lazy at the moment. 

"So, what are you going to do?" Chaeyoung asked as she watched 
Lisa tinkering her phone. 

"Google her," the blond answered. "Something should come up, 
right? A LinkedIn or something. Anything. Does her Jennie ends 
with a 'y' or 'ie'?" Lisa asked as she was about to type Jennie's name 
on the search box. 

"You're the one who spend most of the time with her. You should 
know," Chaeyoung said with a raised brow. 

"Well, we really don't discuss the spelling of her name, to be 
honest. Let's try the one that ends with a 'y' first, then. Okay, here 
we go," Lisa said and typed "Jenny Kim" on the box. 

Chaeyoung scooted closer and took a look at her phone's screen. 

"Jenny Kim is a South Korean model and beauty pageant 
titleholder who was crowned Miss Supranational 2017 blah blah 
blah," Lisa was reading out loud the Wiki result, scrolled a little 
more further, stared at the beautiful face of the woman in the 


picture and added, "This isn't her." 

"Try the other Jennie," Chaeyoung suggested. She, too, was 
starting to get curious about Jennie's identity. 

Lisa typed "Jennie Kim" on the box and was shocked with what 
she saw. 

"Nothing," she said. 

"What do you mean nothing?" Chaeng asked and took her phone 
from Lisa's hand. And all she could read was, "No results found." 

"Google couldn't give me anything about a Jennie Kim. 
Unbelievable! Is that even her name?" Lisa sounded exasperated. 

"Hey, stop that. I'm sure Jennie has an explanation," Chaeyoung 
told Lisa. 

"Why are you defending her all of a sudden?" Lisa asked the 
redhead. 

"I'm not. I just don't want you to think about anything stupid 
right now. Anyway, I'm hungry!" Chaeyoung said. 

What better way to divert their focus than to think about eating a 
good set of meal on a freezing Valentine's Day, right? And no, she 
wasn't trying to keep Lisa for herself. She just wanted to get out and 
eat good food and forget Jisoo's kiss and how she was thinking 
about it from the moment she woke up. And maybe it could help 
Lisa, too, from thinking too much about Jennie's identity. 

"Me, too," Lisa said and asked, "Do you want to go out?" 

Chaeyoung nodded and asked, "What about all these?" She was 
looking at the mess on Lisa's kitchen. 

"TIl clean this up later when I get back," Lisa answered. She didn't 
want to disturb Jennie's mess yet. Stupid as it may sound, but she 
thought Jennie's mess on her kitchen was the only real flaw about 
Jennie. And she loved that flaw. 


"So, what's your story?" Jennie asked the stranger on the front 
seat as they were cruising down the street of Gangnam. 

"What do you mean?" Kai asked back and added, "Miss Kim?" 

Jennie smirked on the rearview mirror as she was trying to catch 
the stranger's eyes. 

"I mean, who are you and why are you driving me home to my 
mother?" Jennie asked. "I can ask my mother about you later, of 
course. But maybe you might want to fill me in with your version of 
the story, first?" 

"There's nothing more to tell. I'm your driver, Miss Kim," Kai 
answered curtly. 

"My mother didn't orient you well about me, did she?" Jennie 
asked and scoffed. 

" don't know what you're talking about, Miss Kim," Kai 


responded cautiously. He was too cautious that he intended to not 
meet Jennie's eyes on the rearview mirror. 

"Of course you do," Jennie told him disdainfully. "Because if she 
did, then she would have specifically told you to call me Lady Kim. 
That's how everyone from the household staff and the company 
would address me, as per her instruction." 

Kai remained resolutely silent. His focus was on the road, but 
Jennie could tell that he was thinking, the way his jaw would 
occasionally twitch and how his brows were furrowed. 

"So, let me ask you again. Kai, right? What's your story?" Jennie 
prodded. 

Kai took his time and when he met Jennie's eyes on the mirror, 
his eyes were laughing at her. 

"I was told I'm supposed to marry you, instead of my cousin, Yi 
Eun. I thought, 'No way!' I heard a lot of stuff about you, Jennie 
Kim. They said you're hard to handle and that you're really 
stubborn. And so I told myself, no, I am not going to marry that 
kind of woman. But now that I've finally met you? I think I'll give it 
a shot,"Kai said confidently." And it's Jongin, by the way. Jongin 
Kim." 

Jennie smirked and glared at him. Another Kim, she thought. She 
was right, she told herself. Kai looked a little too overdressed for a 
driver. And she knew how drivers slash security dressed up in 
Jisoo's dad's security company. They would never wear fancy Gucci 
scarfs and sweaters. 

"I won't, if I were you," Jennie said, feeling too tired to even 
argue and tell this Kai guy that she's not interested, at all. 

Her thoughts drifted back to Lisa's kitchen. And how it smelled of 
cats and Lisa. She missed the tall blond already. She missed how 
Lisa made her feel a million things just by kissing her. Chaeyoung 
Park was absolutely right. Lisa was a great kisser. 

And now, Jennie was curious what more could Lisa do and those 
plump lips of hers. She needed to find that out. 


Chapter 31 


"Baby, what is the capital of Austria?" Chairman Kim asked the young 
Jennie. 

They were inside his home office. A massive room surrounded with 
books and ledgers adjacent to the library inside their posh abode, along 
the manicured street of their neighborhood. 

It was their weekend routine--spending a couple of hours inside his 
office, or in the library, whichever the eight-year old Jennie would 
prefer. It was young Jennie's favorite time of the week. She got to sit on 
his father's leather cushioned chair behind the big, shiny desk full papers 
to read and sign. And her father would often sit on the couch, like now, 
with his legs crossed and a spectacle was perching on the bridge of his 
nose. A pencil and a crossword puzzle from the Sunday edition of the 
The Korea Herald were on his hands. 

"Vienna?" the young Jennie answered without looking up. She, too, 
had a pencil on her hand. She was doodling on a piece of paper, with an 
emblem of the Kim Group of Company printed on the upper-right. 

Chairman Kim smiled proudly and wrote down VIE N N A on the six 
boxes vertically aligned on his crossword puzzle. He knew what the 
capital of Austria was. He just wanted to see how far his daughter have 
gone on her session with her tutor and how fast Jennie was learning. 

"Anything else you want to ask me, Daddy?" Jennie asked her father, 
now looking up from her doodle, with her brows raised and an air of 
innocence and haughtiness on her face. She sounded like she was daring 
her father to ask her difficult questions. 

"What do you want to be when you grow up, my Ruby Jane?" 
Chairman Kim asked, temporarily abandoning his crossword puzzle. 

"Does today's crossword puzzle ask that, too? That's odd," Jennie said, 
looking slightly confused, which earned her her father's chuckle. 

"No, baby. But I am asking you," Chairman Kim said, a fatherly smile 
was plastered on his face. "So, what do you want to be when you grow 
up?" 

"I want to be a unicorn, Daddy!" the eight-year old Jennie chirped and 
went back to her doodle. 

Chairman Kim laughed again and asked, "But don't you want to be 
like Daddy?" 

Jennie looked up and was met by her father's hopeful and doting eyes. 
She smiled, showing her father her precious gummy smile and said, "I 


want to be as brave as you, Daddy." 

When the car that she was riding on was approaching the 
intimidating tall, black gate of their , Jennie knew it was time to be 
brave. She wasn't sure how. Especially since she and her mother 
had never been in a situation where she would need to confront and 
stand her ground. 

She immediately spotted Mr. Young, standing at the foot of the 
staircase that would lead to the main door. Along with him were a 
couple of men, dressed alike. Black suits, black pants, black shoes 
and a stern look on their faces. They were part of the security group 
from Jisoo's dad's security company. 

The three of them bent their bodies forwards when they saw her 
from inside the car. And when Kai parked in front of them, one of 
the two men quickly opened the car door beside her and took 
another bow. 

"Good morning, Lady Kim," Mr. Young greeted Jennie and like his 
aide, he took a bow in front of the young Kim. "Madam Kim is 
waiting for you in the office," Mr. Young said and gestured his hand 
towards the staircase. "Shall we?" 

"There is no need to escort me, Mr. Young. I know how to find 
my way inside my house," Jennie told the head security coldly after 
she stepped out of the car. 

"Certainly, Lady Kim," Mr. Young said and took a few steps 
backward. 

"TIl see you around, Jennie Kim," Kai said from the window of the 
driver's seat. When Jennie glanced at him, he nodded curtly and 
then maneuvered the car away from the driveway and into the gate. 

"Since when did he start coming over?" Jennie asked the head 
security. They were both looking at the car's tail light, with Jennie 
concluding inside her head that the car was actually Kai's and not 
from the conpany. No wonder it smelled so unlike the company car 
would smell. 

"I am not in the position to tell you, Lady Kim. I'm sorry," Mr. 
Young replied politely and took another bow in front of her. 

"Of course," Jennie said and started to climb up the stairs. Her 
hands were tucked inside the pockets of Lisa's hoodie. She was still 
wearing Lisa's home slippers that looked like a mouse, adorned with 
small fluffy ears and tiny whiskers. She was wondering if she 
already smelled like Lisa, too. And would her mother notice her 
lips? Because she could swear her lips felt a little plump and a bit 
sore from Lisa's kisses. Was that even possible? 

Jennie knocked against the hardwood, licking the outlines of her 
lips as she did so. Hoping that it wouldn't betray her any traces, if 
there was any, at all, of the kisses. 


"Come in!" she heard her mother's distinct voice from the inside. 

"You wanted to see me?" Jennie asked as soon as she admitted 
herself inside her father's home office. It had been a while since she 
last stepped foot inside the huge room. The last time was when the 
family lawyer was reading her father's Last Will and Testament. It 
felt like light-years ago. 

The curtains hanging on the sash window behind the leathered 
cushioned chair, where her mother was sitting, was drawn aside 
widely. The sky was a slightly overcast today, Jennie noticed as she 
looked passed the glass. The natural light that flooded in gave more 
than enough amount of light inside the office. Jennie thought the 
effect made her mother look more beautiful and literally glowing. 

"Have you had breakfast yet?" Mrs. Kim asked without looking up 
from the thick stack of papers she was reading. A cup of her 
favorite tea was beside the papers. Wisps of smoke was wafting 
from it. 

"No. The guy you sent to pick me up arrived before I could even 
enjoy the pancakes I made," Jennie answered and sashayed towards 
the brown leathered couch and settled herself there. He half- 
expected Kai to bring her in. After all, he needed to report directly 
to her mom, didn't he? 

"Hmm," Mrs. Kim nodded and asked, "And what do you think of 
Jongin?" 

Jennie sprung herself up impulsively from the couch and 
indignantly said, "I will not marry him, Mom! Or Yi Eun. Or anyone 
you think is capable of . . . of wifing me!" She was livid. She knew it 
was coming. But she never expected it to come too soon. 

Mrs. Kim took off her glasses calmly and throw an assessing look 
on her daughter. Her eyes lingered on the mouse slippers that 
Jennie was wearing. Its pink color was a contrast against the 
burgundy carpet. 

"It's not about 'wifing' you, Ruby Jane. This is about fulfilling 
your duties as the sole heiress of the company that your father had 
entrusted to you," Mrs. Kim explained. But she sounded oddly calm, 
collected and tired, much to Jennie's surprise. She was expecting a 
confrontation. 

"I can do that without you picking out strangers and telling them 
to marry me, Mom. That is weird and this is my life," Jennie said, 
now feeling slightly embarrassed with how she overreacted. 

"Yi Eun is not a stranger, darling," Jennie's mother said 
patronizingly. "He's been in your life since you were kids. Don't you 
remember?" 

Oh, yes, she did. She, Jisoo and Yi Eun went to school together, 
along with some other chaebol kids. Yi Eun was a leader of a pack of 


boys who would put chewing gums on the girls' hairs on their class 
for fun. One of her friends, Irene, was an early victim of Yi Eun's 
display of idiocy. 

Irene's mother had to cut Irene's hair very short because Yi Eun 
decided to stick her hair with a pack of chewing gums which his 
gang have chewed on and played with their hands. It was gross and 
dehumanizing. Her friend, Irene was crying nonstop and she had to 
wear a beanie anywhere. 

"But I don't like Yi Eun, Mom. He's a jerk. He's always been a jerk. 
Do you want me to marry a jerk?" Jennie said. 

"Jongin, then? I heard he went to a good school in the US. You, 
two, have something in common. You can talk about New York. Or 
Paris! Jongin have visited Paris recently. He said he loved there. 
You both can go there together, someday. I think that would be 
lovely," Mrs. Kim said dreamily. 

Jennie rolled her eyes and let out a sharp sigh. She thought her 
mother was the exact representation of all the chaebol mothers out 
there. It was excruciatingly annoying. And how long did her mother 
and that Kai guy had been sharing informations that they've 
reached as far as talking about Paris and New York? 

"I'm sorry, Mom. But I don't wabt to marry him, too. I don't know 
him," Jennie said despite her mother rolling eyes on her. "I just met 
him today and I don't like him. He's impolite and he was nosy," she 
justified. "Honestly, Mom? Will you please stop this already? I'm not 
a child anymore." 

"I am doing this for your own good, Ruby Jane," Mrs. Kim told 
Jennie, gone was the dreamy attitude. "I believe you are still 
incapable of making decisions for yourself after your father died. 
You need someone to help you once you take over the 
chairmanship." She was now on her feet. 

"So you'd rather have someone who will decide things for me, 
other than you? Is that it?" Jennie retorted. 

Mrs. Kim tried to open her mouth but was lost for words to 
retaliate. Of course she knew how smart her daughter was. There 
was no doubt about it. But she couldn't just let Jennie win this time. 
She knew Yi Eun did not had a chance with her daughter because 
Jennie was right. That boy was no good. But Jongin was different. 
The boy was well-educated. He's a perfect match for her Jennie. 

"Is this about that woman you're constantly hanging out with?" 
Mrs. Kim took a different approach. She saw how her daughter's 
facial expression changed so suddenly. 

Of course, she already knew about Lisa Manoban. The people 
from the KSG have provided her ample informations about Lalisa 
Manoban. The Thai photographer whom Jennie was spending a lot 


of time with lately. The woman was undeniably beautiful. No 
wonder Jennie was attracted to that Thai photographer. Her 
daughter had a thing for anything beautiful. Places, faces, food, 
everything. 

"What's her name again? Lali--," 

Jennie's face went white and pale. She was shaking and her heart 
was beating loudly. She was dreading for this moment to come. 

"Leave Lisa out of this, Mom. She doesn't know anything. She 
doesn't even know who I am," Jennie said, trying to sound calm. 

"I see. So, this is about that woman, then," Mrs. Kim concluded 
and returned to her seat and resumed with her reading. The 
expression on her face was unfathomable and Jennie was dying to 
know what was going on inside her mother's head. 

"I'm accepting the position," Jennie blurted out. 

Mrs. Kim frooze and raised her head. She looked straight towards 
her daughter's eyes. Jennie was a transparent kind of person. If 
Jennie was sad or mad or anything, it was evident on her face. But 
this time, all that Mrs. Kim could see was a determined Jennie, 
although a little anxious. Her eyes were bright and sharp, her lips 
were pursed with conviction and her head was high. Jennie meant 
what she just said, Mrs. Kim realized. But she had to ask, of course. 
Despite her insides swirling and singing with glee. Finally. Finally! 

"What position, darling?" Mrs. Kim asked, pretending that she 
didn't understand what Jennie was talking about. 

"I'm taking over the company, Mom. I will now accept the 
chairmanship," Jennie answered. 

"Are you sure? Well, that's great news! Finally!" Mrs. Kim said 
and went back to her reading, forcing to hide a gleeful smile on her 
face. Pretending that it wasn't what she had been waiting for all this 
time. 

Jennie rolled her eyes. Her mother was never really subtle at 
hiding her emotions, was she? 

"Please, set a meeting tomorrow morning with the board. I want 
everyone to be there," Jennie said and started to walk towards the 
door. "Oh and by the way, Mom? I want you to be there also. 
Please?" 

"Sure, darling," Mrs. Kim said. 

"Well, if that would be all? I'll be in my room if you need 
anything," she added and finally stalked off her father's office. 

Jennie didn't even had time to breath because Jisoo, who was 
looking worried and slightly pallid, was attacking her with multiple 
questions all at once as soon as she stepped out of the office. 

"What happened, Jendeukie? Is she mad? Did you two had a 
fight? What did she tell you? Oh my god! Did she disown you? Talk 


to me!" 

"You know what, Chu? For someone who claimed to be sleepy, 
you talk too much," Jennie told Jisoo and dragged the latter to her 
room and said, "Come on. I'll tell you everything." 


eesse 


"Kai? You mean, Jongin? He's the only Kai I know. Other than your 
dog, that is," Jisoo said and crawled on Jennie's bed when Jennie 
was done talking. 

Jennie told her about Kai showing up at Lisa's doorstep and 
eventually telling her that he was interested in marrying her. She 
told Jisoo everything. 

Everything, except the kisses she shared with Lisa this morning. 
She didn't feel like sharing it to Jisoo yet. She wanted it to be 
between her and Lisa. For now, at least. Oh, how her heart skipped 
a beat again just by thinking about it. But she shouldn't be thinking 
about it right now, Jennie reminded herself. Especially when there 
were more pressing matters to deal with first. 

"So, you know him, too?" Jennie asked, now feeling somewhat 
disappointed that Jisoo knew who Kai was. She was sitting at the 
edge of her bed. While Jisoo was sprawling right in the middle of it, 
occupying half the space. 

She thought Kai was a total stranger who her mother just picked 
out from the internet or whatever and decided that he was good 
enough to be her future husband. And with Jisoo personally having 
a knowledge about him only made him a real person. 

Jisoo nodded. "Everyone knows him," she said matter-of-factly 
and let out a yawn. 

She felt like dozing off but she couldn't. Everything just 
snowballed all of a sudden. The kiss she aggressively initiated on 
Chaeyoung, Jennie obviously spending the night at Lisa's place, 
Jennie's mother and Kai. And Jennie accepting the chairmanship-- 

What happened to Valentine's Day?, Jisoo asked herself. 

"Well, not me, obviously," Jennie said with a hint of annoyance. 

"Are you kidding? Don't you remember him? He went to the same 
school with us, but only for a year, I think. That was during 
gradeschool, if I remember it right. He then went to the U.S. to 
study there. And he's--," 

"Yi Eun's cousin? Yes, he told me," Jennie said. 

"So, you're mom wants you to marry Jongin?" Jisoo asked. 

"Apparently. And he said he's trying to consider the idea. But I 
said no," Jennie answered. 

"Wow. I don't know who's funnier between your mother and Kai," 
Jisoo and laughed. 


"What do you mean?" Jennie asked curiously. 

"I mean, there are rumors about him, Jendeukie. And it's actually 
quite a buzz within the circle. Irene and the girls heard about it 
also," Jisoo hesitated and turned serious all of a sudden. 

"What rumors?" Jennie's curiosity was now in full mode. 
Especially because Jisoo wasn't the type to hesitate. 

"Well, I'm sure they're just rumors and I really don't mean to put 
Jongin in a bad light here," Jisoo said, now totally looking 
uncomfortable. 

Which started to annoy Jennie. Her patience was wearing thin 
since Kai showing up in Lisa's doorstep happened. Or maybe she 
just missed her Lili. She wondered what Lisa was doing right now 
and did she eat the pancakes? 

"Chu, will you just tell me about it so we both could get over it 
quickly if it's too uncomfortable for you to talk about?" Jennie 
suggested. 

"Okay. Look, everyone in the circle is saying that Jongin is... 
Well, rumor has it that he's . . . gay. Or bisexual? I'm not sure which 
is which. And I don't know if it's true or not. Anyway, they said that 
his parents know about it long before the rumor about his sexuality 
have started. So, there you go," Jisoo said." But I heard he's a nice 
person. His Instagram is flooded with pictures of him and his 
nephew and niece." 

But Jennie wasn't impressed. She was more aghast and she felt 
offended than being impressed with Kai's relationship with children. 

"Chu! You can't just talk about anyone behind their back about 
their sexuality. That's rude. How would you feel if you hear 
someone talking about me falling in love with a woman?" 

"I know, okay? I'm just telling you what I know. Or heard. 
Besides, that's why they're called rumors, Jendeuk. And they'll 
remain so unless proven otherwise. Which hasn't happen yet in 
Jongin's case. And I don't think it will ever happen because he's 
either extra careful or there's really nothing to prove," Jisoo 
defended herself. "So, anyway. Yi Eun and I had a little chit chat 
last night at the after-party." 

Jennie rolled her eyes. "Ugh! What did he say?" she asked. 

"You know, the usual nonsense. He was talking like the jerk that 
he is," Jisoo replied and chuckled. "I guess he didn't get the memo." 

"What memo?" Jennie asked. 

"That he's off the list, what else? The ‘Mrs. Kim's List of Potential 
Candidates for a Son-in-law’. Yi Eun would be really pissed when he 
finds out he's being substituted by his own cousin. Your mother has 
just brewed a family conflict between them," Jisoo said. 

And Jennie took it as her cue to break the more important news 


to Jisoo. There was no point keeping to herself, anyway. The news 
will eventually be disseminated tomorrow. She wanted Jisoo to 
hear it from her first. 

"There won't be a list anymore because I've already accepted the 
chairmanship," said Jennie. 

Jisoo sprung herself up from being sprawled on Jennie's bed and 
looked at Jennie with eyes wide open and her mouth gaping. "Are 
you serious?" she asked, almost like a whisper. 

Jennie nodded and sighed. "You were right, Chu. It's the only way 
to stop my mom from being a mat-seon. I'm already sick of her 
asking any boys to marry me. As if I'm some kind of desperate." 

"What about Lisa?" Jisoo asked. One that Jennie did not expect. 

"What about her?" she asked, unsure what to expect next from 
Jisoo's line of questioning. 

"Does your mom know about her?" 

"She knows Lisa's name. But I don't know yet how far does she 
know about Lisa," Jennie replied and quickly added, "She asked me 
about her inside the office," when she saw the unspoken query on 
Jisoo's eyes. "Perhaps you can find that out for me, Chu? Now that 
we're on the subject." 

"Find how exactly?" Jisoo asked apprehensively, her eyes were 
squinted. She didn't like the way Jennie was looking at her with 
those cat-like eyes of hers. Like Jendeuk was thinking of something 
that involves her, Jisoo, doing illegal things. 

"You know how things work inside your dad's company, Chu," 
Jennie implied. 

"And you already know I can't use my dad's computer anymore 
after he found out about your little adventure in Tongyeong, right? 
I don't even think I'm still allowed to wander inside his office 
anymore. Let alone be near it. That place is off limits for me. So 
whatever you're thinking right now, the answer is no, Ruby Jane," 
Jisoo said. 

It was true. Although they never really discussed about it over 
family dinner, but Jisoo was rather good at reading signs. She knew 
that her father have specifically instructed the people in his 
company to keep her away from his office after that day. His 
secretary had always a reason to keep her on a certain distance 
from her father's office door whenever she would pay a visit. 

"I know you can't, Chu. But your brother can," Jennie suggested. 

"Sure, he can. But he won't do it, Jenduek. Whatever it is that you 
will ask of him. He works for our dad, in case you've forgotten," 
Jisoo said. 

Jennie smiled slyly and said, "No, I haven't. But he'll be inheriting 
your dad's company years from now, right? And I'm taking over our 


company effective tomorrow. Which means that he will soon be 
working for me, so he can't say no to me. Unless he would decide 
that we should part ways in the future, which is unlikely to happen 
because the Kim Security Company is under the Kim Group of 
Companies. Plus, he loves me as much as he loves you. I'm 
practically his sister." 

Jisoo looked dumbfounded and shook her head in disbelief. 

"God, you're scary when you think like that. You're going to be a 
scary boss, Ruby Jane. I feel scared for everyone who will work for 
you starting tomorrow," Jisoo said. 

"I will be a fair boss like Dad," Jennie told Jisoo. "So, will you tell 
him?" 

"TIl try. But I'm not going to promise anything," Jisoo said. 

"Thank you, Chu," Jennie said. "So, what did you do at the 
Orange? Did something happen? You seemed edgy over the phone." 

"What? No, of course. Nothing. Nada! What's supposed to happen 
inside that place, anyway?" Jisoo responded and laughed. 

But Jennie knew better. She knew Jisoo long enough. Jisoo wasn't 
a good liar. 

"Did you and Chaeyoung had a go at each other again?" Jennie 
prodded but Jisoo did not answer. She took it as a yes. "Chu, 
seriously? Whatever your issues are with Chaeng, just drop it. 
Please?" Jennie pleaded. 

"We did not kill each other, obviously . . ." 

"Good. Because Chaeng is really a nice person, Chu. And she's 
Lisa's bestfriend. You're my bestfriend. I don't want things between 
the four of us to get complicated or whatever--," 

".. . b-but I sort of k-kissed her?" Jisoo said and tried to laughed 
it off. It only made her look more guilty. 

"You WHAT?!?" 

"And I think it made her even angrier at me. She was livid and 
she told me I was stupid," Jisoo said and groaned and then buried 
her face under one of Jennie's huge, soft pillows. 

"But why? What made you do it, Chu? Was it to spite her?" Jennie 
asked. 

Jisoo's face emerged from under the pillow, looking offended. 
"What? No! I was just trying to prove a point," she told Jennie. 

"Point about what?" demanded Jennie. 

"Whether I'm going full lesbian on her or just, you know, 
girlcrushing?" Jisoo answered. 

"Well, it wasn't what I was expecting. I thought you said you 
won't ever like girls?" Jennie asked, trying not to laugh. 

"Don't you dare laugh at me right now!" Jisoo warned Jennie. But 
it only made the latter laugh out loud. 


"Did you get the answer you were hoping, though?" Jennie asked 
between giggles. 

"That's the problem. I think I did but I feel like I didn't. Anyway, 
enough about that. What about you and Lisa? Don't tell me you still 
didn't kissed her, Jendeuk. Because I won't believe you." 

Jennie's giggles turned into shy smiles and said, although with a 
bit of hesitation: "Lisa and I were making out when Kai rung the 
doorbell." 

Jisoo laughed and said, "Attagirl! Happy Valentine's to you, then!" 

"Thanks, I guess?" Jennie replied with a laugh. "What are your 
plans for today?" 

"Sleep. I want to sleep the day away," Jisoo answered and let out 
another yawn. "What about you?" 

"Same. I was up all night staring at Lisa snoring on her bed. It 
was cute, actually," Jennie said with a smile. 

But Jisoo was already sleeping soundly. Jennie shook her head 
and pull on the cover over Jisoo's body. She forgot to ask why Chu 
was still wearing the dress she wore from last night. 


Chapter 32 


"Uh-uh! 6 o'clock!" 

She was sitting languidly in the open bar with Chahee, sipping 
her afternoon tea while the bartender was busying herself by 
wiping the glassware free from fingerprint smudges and moist. It 
was a routine that Chahee was very particular about. 

She had been wasting away her afternoon at the bar after she 
spent the first half of her day inside her office and rehearsing for 
the show later. Her bandmates were so into it, especially A-yeon, 
who for some reason, was being tyrannical about getting everything 
right. 

It was what Chaeyoung would prefer to call her self-imposed 'the 
lazy hour' of the day. Although not technically just one hour, max. 
But until she would found again the motivation she would need to 
move around and resume her day. Which Chaeyoung had found out 
that it was a hard thing to do, especially because Chahee had been 
a really good companion and they were talking and exchanging 
ideas that ranged from the weather outside to just about anything 
that their minds would tread and wander. 

"What?" Chaeyoung asked in confusion. 

Chahee nodded towards the entrance, a few feet behind 
Chaeyoung. 

"What is she doing here?" the hot bartender hissed. 

Chaeyoung was wondering the same thing after she whirled 
around on her seat and saw Jisoo standing at the entrance, 
obscuring the view and blocking out the chilly air for them when 
she opened the door and took a step forward to admit herself in. As 
if the chaebol hadn't stormed out angrily the last time she was here 
and left Chaeyoung a not-so-forgettable memory. "What now?" were 
the words swirling inside Chaeyoung's head as she locked eyes with 
Jisoo. 

Jisoo was looking as impossibly beautiful as ever, Chaeyoung 
thought as she watched the woman walked towards them. In fact, 
‘beautiful’ was an understatement to describe someone as out-of- 
this-worldly beautiful as Jisoo. She had to admit that, because it 
was the least she could think of to justify the pulchritude Jisoo had. 
With her raven hair bouncing on her every step like in a shampoo 
commercial and eyes piercing through whatever she'd set it upon. 


And she was unabashedly setting it on Chaeyoung. Her gaze was 
penetrating, like she was sending Chaeyoung an unspoken message 
to cipher or whatever. It was unnerving, that she heard Chahee 
snorted and scoffed behind her. 

There was something on Jisoo's overall being that exuded many 
other multiple things other than her being outrageously beautiful 
and Chaeyoung couldn't pinpoint and define at the moment. Maybe 
it was the way the woman's brows were furrowed a little. Like, she 
had woken up on the wrong side of her bed. Or maybe not. Maybe 
it was the chilly air outside. And Chaeyoung told herself that maybe 
she should just stop bothering to know already because how the 
heck would she know? 

She didn't know Jisoo that much. She wasn't even sure anymore if 
the truce that they had agreed the last time was still in effect. 
Considering that the night did not end well between the two of 
them the last time. Well, none of the nights ever did, anyway. 

"Do you want me to talk to her?" Chahee offered in whispers, 
dropping the piece of cloth and the glass she was holding. 

Chaeyoung should say yes. She wasn't up for anything 
confrontational today, like facing the very person who stole a kiss 
from her few days ago. The thought was still tormenting her. Not in 
the same way as it was tormenting her after it happened, but still. 
And Chahee was already looking ready to leap passed her, probably 
to prevent Jisoo from coming closer and inflicting anything more 
unnecessary things on her. The gorgeous bartender hadn't forgiven 
the chaebol yet, obviously. 

But it was now or never, Chaeyoung Park thought. Besides, she 
and Jisoo were somehow connected now. They would need to re- 
acquaint sooner or later, despite how immaturely they had dealt the 
other during the course of their brief encounters. What with Lisa 
and Jennie being romantically involved with each other. They 
didn't have to be friends, though. Just, something that doesn't 
involve bickering. It was the very thing that Lisa have asked from 
her—begged, even—after she told the Shutterbug about the stolen 
kiss. And she said she'd give it a thought. 

"No. It's okay, Chahee. I can handle this," Chaeyoung assured the 
bartender. The look on the chaebol's face was still unreadable. 

There was no excuse not to deal with whatever they needed to 
deal with now, especially since it was nothing but an expiremental 
kiss from Jisoo's part and an overreaction on her part. It didn't even 
feel like a kiss, if truth be told. It was more like two mouths 
colliding with one another, Chaeyoung told herself. So, what's there 
to be awkward about? Right? 

"Hey," Jisoo greeted with a nod to both women and planted 


herself a convenient distance from Chaeyoung. Her eyes lingered on 
the redhead after she offered a quick but courteous glance at 
Chahee, who was staring at her with tentative and calculating eyes. 

"Hey," Chaeyoung replied. "Wha--," 

"What are you doing here?" Chahee had beat the redhead from 
asking. She didn't sound welcoming, at all. And judging by how her 
eyebrows were forming a formidable line on her forehead, Chahee 
was ready for war. If the situation would arise, that is. 

Jisoo ignored Chahee's jab and the impoliteness and directed her 
eyes instead on Chaeyoung. "Can we talk?" she asked. "Please?" she 
added. 

Chaeyoung took her time to gaze at Jisoo's eyes, seeking 
something in those irises that would somehow resembles something 
like sincerity. And when she found what she was hoping to see, she 
offered a half-shrug and said, "Yeah, sure." 

She was aware of the look that Chahee was giving her but chose 
to ignore it. She'll have to explain later to her friend, though. And 
as weird as it would sound, she knew Jisoo won't do any more harm 
than she already did. Because what for? 

"Are you sure?" Chahee blurted out in disbelief, her hands now on 
her hips. The look on her face was clearly implying that she was 
asking Chaeyoung to reconsider her decision. Afterall, Chahee had 
specifically told the redhead to avoid a sequel. 

Chaeyoung chuckled and nodded. She appreciated her friend's 
loyalty and also found it funny—the way Chahee was shamelessly 
showing Jisoo the attitude. She was wondering how Chahee would 
react if she would tell the bartender the things that happened at the 
dawn of the fourteenth. Chahee would be livid. 

"Alright, then. Signal me when you need a backup," Chahee told 
the redhead loudly and threw a sniding glance at Jisoo. "Excuse 
me," she told Jisoo. Which Jisoo responded with a nonchalant look, 
before she left the two women on her domain, reluctantly. 

"Sorry about that. She hasn't forgiven you yet about what 
happened. Of course, I told her it was partly my fault. But she 
insisted that you should apologize in her presence," Chaeyoung said 
as soon as Chahee was already out of earshot. 

"Maybe she shouldn't have left then. I'd give her her peace of 
mind," Jisoo said sarcastically. But it was done so with a bit of 
humor, the way Jisoo's eyes twinkle like she was indulging herself 
for a private joke inside her head. 

"No, you wouldn't. Especially since she specifically mentioned 
that you need to kneel down in front of me, asking for forgiveness, 
with her as the witness," Chaeyoung said, trying to humor herself 
more than Jisoo. "So, what are you doing here, by the way?" she 


then asked, as politely as she could. 

There was a sudden shift in the chaebol’s stance. Gone was the 
haughty air and the discreet laughter on those eyes of hers. Jisoo 
suddenly looked awkward and anxious. It was so un-Jisoo-like, in 
Jisoo's personal opinion. 

"I—uhm, just—well. . ." Jisoo stuttered and cleared her throat. "I 
would like to apologize for, you know?—what I did the last time? It 
was stupid. I wasn't thinking straight and it was really. 
unnecessary," Jisoo said, looking anywhere but directly at 
Chaeyoung. 

Chaeyoung remained silent for about a few seconds and finally 
scoffed. She found the confession scoffable, if such word ever 
existed. 

"Unnecessary, huh? I thought you said you wanted to prove a 
point?" she asked the other woman. 

For some reason still unknown to her, Chaeyoung now couldn't 
stay mad at Jisoo—for what she did and what she didn't do. 
Surprisingly, if she may say so. Well, okay, yes. She was still feeling 
a little offended about the stolen kiss. But it wasn't because she feel 
attacked or harassed. But more like it shouldn't be how a kiss 
should be. She had done it with Lisa before. And although it was 
just a game, it was a good kiss. Something that she had treasured 
and would treasure for a lifetime. Lisa had set the bar high. Of 
course, she had to compare. And Jisoo's was anything but and that 
sort of tarnished her memory of a good kiss. 

And she told Lisa about it, after she told her about how Jisoo 
tried to rammed their faces together, aiming for a kiss. Lisa asked if 
she was disappointed, the nerve of that woman. She said no, of 
course. Why would she be? But deep down, she knew she was. 
Because it had a been awhile since she had tasted another mouth 
pressed on hers. She loved Lisa. But Lisa was off limits now that 
she's with Jennie. Not that Chaeyoung was looking for a rebound, 
no. But it was a kiss, for god's sake! It was big deal for her. 

"It hadn't brought me anywhere, to be honest," Jisoo answered 
and took the stool next to Chaeyoung uninvited. 

Chaeyoung did not protest. Nor had she imagined herself in the 
company of Jisoo, without them bickering or trying to hurl out 
insults and provocation at one another. 

Silence had started to envelop them. It was like their individual 
personal bubbles had sort of joined together in the middle and 
formed a bigger bubble and they were trapped inside it, enveloped 
by an unnerving kind of silence 

A song was playing on the jukebox in the corner. Someone from 
Chaeyoung's crew must have inserted a coin. Prince's Kiss started to 


fill the void. They both turned their heads in an instant towards its 
direction, caught each other's eyes for a fraction of second after and 
looked away. As if the universe was conspiring all its elements to 
mock and remind them about that kiss. 

Yes, Chaeyoung decided to keep the thing. She paid a good 
amount of money and a lot convincing bordering to begging to 
William, the owner of The Era, for it. The old, grumpy waitress at 
that cafe, who kept calling Lisa 'Barbie', wasn't ecstatic with the 
idea of letting the jukebox go. Lisa helped, of course. The 
Shutterbug was rather good at convincing people. 

"Can I ask you something?" Chaeyoung decided to break the ice. 

Jisoo gave her a shrug. Non-committal but otherwise 
accommodating. They were both looking at the entrance door and 
the busy pedestrians outside, walking to and fro, wrapped in thick 
clothes and their heads bowed to spare their faces from the frosty 
bite of the wind, minding their own businesses to get through their 
days. 

It was a Saturday afternoon. The sun was still up behind the 
overcast sky. February was still as chilly as ever. And Chaeyoung's 
crew was preparing for another promised night of booze, music and 
who knows what else the night would offer later. 

"Why did you do it? I mean, yes, I remember you said something 
about trying to prove a point and you said a lot of things which 
really didn't make any sense to me at all because you were talking 
incoherently—," Chaeyoung said incessantly. 

"It's—I don't think it still matters now," Jisoo interjected, still 
looking ahead. There was no way she would repeat what she had 
told the redhead last week, after the kiss. After the moronic kiss she 
moronically instigated. 

"Really? Because I thought I caught some words you said like you 
‘like me' and—," 

"Lisa!" Jisoo jumped, both in relief and utter surprise. She silently 
thanked the heavens for the sudden appearance of the tall blond at 
the doorway. Who, by the way, was wearing an oversized 
motorjacket with patches stitched all over it and a beanie on her 
head. 

"Shutterbug!" Chaeyoung exclaimed when she saw Lisa. But it 
sounded more like someone who was caught redhanded while doing 
something illegal that she even fidgeted on her seat a little farther 
from Jisoo. 

It was a slightly tensed moment, in Chaeyoung's opinion. For her, 
at least. First, because she wasn't expecting Lisa to come over 
unannounced and would find her in the company of Jisoo, whose 
arrival was also sudden. And she knew that particular look on Lisa's 


face while the Shutterbug was advertently averting those eyes from 
her to Jisoo and back and forth. It was annoying and so she glared 
at her bestfriend who was obviously teasing her with those round 
eyes of hers. And second, because she knew Lisa could be very 
annoying when she wanted to. She shouldn't have told Lisa about 
the kiss. That was a mistake. 

"Hey, Chu! I didn't expect to see you here?" Lisa greeted Jennie's 
bestfriend first as she started to pace towards the two women. She 
smirked when she saw how uneasy Chaeyoung was on her seat. 

"I was just passing by," Jisoo said, biting her lower lip after. Lying 
was never her forte. But what would she say? The truth? That she 
had planned this meeting all week? No way. 

"Hmm," Lisa mumbled knowingly and smiled. "It's good to see 
you, though," she told Jisoo and turned her attention to the 
Chipmunk on her right. "Hey, Chipmunk!" she greeted and flashed 
another smirk. 

Chaeyoung flickered a sideglance towards Jisoo, making sure that 
the black-haired woman was looking somewhere else, before she 
glared at Lalisa Manoban. Whose smirk have slowly turned into a 
grin, showing her those annoying pearly set of white teeth. A grin 
that Chaeyoung knew too well. 

"What brings you here?" Chaeyoung asked, rather scathingly. She 
wanted to Lisa to disappear right there on her spot. 

But it wasn't because she hated Lisa's presence. In fact, she 
welcomed Lisa's arrival as a breeze of air. Or a prickling needle that 
had popped the invisible bubble that was enveloping her and Jisoo. 
No. It was the fact that the way Lisa was showing her those perfect 
set of teeth through a wide grin that clearly and obviously 
indicating that it was more than an obvious indication that Lisa 
was, in fact, teasing her. Her assumption was eventually validated 
when Lisa slid a glance from Chaeyoung to Jisoo and back to 
Chaeyoung in a manner that would only mean that she wasn't 
buying that Jisoo-was-just-passing-by BS. 

And Lisa was good at putting up a show when she felt like it. Like 
now, when she pouted and contorted her beautiful face and looked 
hurt from Chaeyoung's words. 

"You should at least say 'hey' back, you know?" Lisa scowled. 

Her scowl eventually made Jisoo turned her head towards the 
two women. Her eyes averted from Lisa to Chaeyoung, asking. 
Wondering what was going on. She bought the show that Lisa had 
put on. Chaeyoung noticed it and aimlessly waved her hand 
between the three of them. 

"Don't mind her. She's always like this when she's bored," the 
redhead told Jisoo and then glared at Lisa. 


Lisa's mouth dropped and her eyes were bulging. 

"Oh my god! What is happening?" she asked. 

"Nothing," Jisoo said and decided to changed the subject 
abruptly. "Have you heard from Jendeuk yet?" she asked Lisa. 

Jennie, both Jisoo and Chaeyoung found out, was a good 
diversion for a curious and prying Lisa. The sudden change of Lisa's 
mood was a proof of their discovery. 

Lisa sighed and shook her head. 

"Nope," she said. "Have you?" 

"No," Jisoo replied and forced a smile on her lips. "It's really hard 
to talk to her right now, Lisa. Let alone see her. It's weird, how not 
seeing her often. But it's okay. We'll get to see her eventually." 

Chaeyoung, looking lost and confused, couldn't stop herself from 
asking. 

"Why? What's up with Jennie?" 

"She's finally filling in the biggest shoe," Jisoo provided an 
answer. 

Which confused the redhead even more. So she looked at Lisa, 
her eyes pleading for a clearer and more elaborate version of the 
filling shoe’ thing. But Lisa, who was as clueless as Chaeyoung, 
responded with a shrug. So they both turned to Jisoo to demand an 
explanation. 

"I mean, Jendeuk has finally decided to work in the company. It's 
a big company and there are, as I've been told, too many bigger 
shoes for her to fill. I'm pretty sure her hands are full lately," Jisoo 
explained. 

It wasn't a profound enough explanation and Jisoo had to explain 
in a way that she hadn't gave away informations that Jennie was 
obviously still withholding from Lisa. Jendeuk would kill her if she 
had a slip of the tongue. 

"Oh, Lisa," the redhead sighed and reached out a hand on the tall 
blond, which rested on Lisa's wrist. "Are you okay?" Chaeyoung 
asked after she saw a fleeting emotion that flashed across Lisa's 
eyes. There was genuine concern and affection on her voice and it 
made Jisoo flinched on her seat. 

"Yep. Why wouldn't I be?" Lisa professed and tried to laugh to 
shake the bitter taste of her own lie on her mouth. 

"Oh, yeah? So, what brought you here, really?" Chaeyoung 
persisted with a raised brow. "Because I've been calling you nonstop 
since yesterday, Manoban, and you never did pick up. Not once. 
And now you just showed up here, unannounced?" 

Jisoo had witnessed enough that she knew when it was time for 
her to leave. She couldn't be a third-wheel, could she? She held a 
distinguished pride of herself all these years just to allow herself to 


be sitting there quietly and watch Lisa and Chaeyoung bicker or 
whatever that was that they were doing. Because it was sweet. They 
looked sweet. And as hard as she had to convinced herself that she 
wasn't jealous—she was. But totally not in a weird possessive kind 
of way, she told herself. 

She gathered herself and cleared her throat, in a way that wasn't 
really imposing, stood up and said, "Perhaps I should leave?" Her 
voice was tentative. Like, she wasn't even sure if she wanted to 
leave just yet. 

Both Lisa and Chaeyoung turned their heads toward her and said, 
"No! Stay!" at the same time. And both Jisoo and Lisa looked at 
Chaeyoung after, in disbelief, because why would she stop Jisoo 
from leaving, anyway? 

"I mean, you know—," Chaeyoung felt compelled to explain. But 
she found it hard to string a few logical words together to justify 
her refusal. Because she didn't even know the answer, herself. 

Lisa, the bestfriend that she was, saved Chaeyoung from making a 
blunder of herself and said, "No, Chu. Please, stay. Chaeng and her 
band will perform later. You might want to check them out. They're 
really good. Besides, I'm leaving, anyway." 

The "Why?" and "Where are you going?" from Jisoo and 
Chaeyoung were both hurled at Lisa at the exact same second that 
they had thrown Lisa off-balance. 

"Whoa! Okay!" she said, throwing her hands above her head 
because she felt attacked by the demanding tones behind the 
inquiries. "I need to go back to my studio because I'm working on 
some rolls right now," she told the two women. 

"And yet you're here, Lisa. What's up?" Chaeyoung asked with 
narrowed eyes, obviously unconvinced. 

"I need to buy some film papers, Chipmunk. Because I know I told 
my assistant to buy a stack for me few days ago but he insisted that 
I didn't. And now I've ran out of papers. I just really dropped by to 
say hi. I swear," Lisa explained. 

"Why didn't you just ask your assistant—what's his name again?— 
to buy them this time, Lis? I know you don't like it when you have 
to leave your lab especially when you're in the middle of developing 
films," said Chaeyoung. 

Jisoo, meanwhile, was planted on her seat. Listening and 
watching, again, the exchange of conversations between the two 
women. She missed Jendeuk, she realized while looking at Lisa and 
Chaeyoung. And she knew Lisa's missing Jennie, too. She could see 
it on the strained and faint dark circles under Lisa's weary eyes. And 
then there was Chaeyoung and her flaming red hair cascading on 
her slender shoulders. Both her hands were nestled between the 


recluse of her thighs, back hunched slightly and her head inclined 
so she could look straight on Lisa's eyes, who was standing a couple 
of feet in front of them. Looking quite adorable, in Jisoo's opinion. 
She shook her head after that unwanted thought. 

"Bobby. And I can't trust him yet. He's new and he's flirty. And 
there are unigirls everywhere. I don't want him running around, 
throwing flirty looks all over, when he's got loads of job to do in the 
studio right now," Lisa said. 

"So, you're denying him the chance to find a potential love?" 
Jisoo asked curiously. 

Lisa laughed. "No, Chu. I'm denying him the chance to lose his 
job and myself from losing an assistant because I'm in dire need of 
one right now," she said with a smile. "And I really have to go." 

"Don't overwork yourself, Shutterbug," Chaeyoung reminded Lisa. 

Concern and affection were written all over her face again, the 
tentacles of it were laced on Chaeyoung's voice, Jisoo noticed. It 
was raw and genuine that the effect of it somehow made its way to 
Jisoo's chest. Probably. Because she could feel the sensitive beating 
muscle inside there prickling and a little heavy just a little enough 
to make her feel something. . .weird? 

"I won't and I'll see you both later tonight," Lisa said as she 
adjusted the beanie on her head. 

"You're coming, then?" Chaeyoung asked a little hopefully. 

"Of course. I wouldn't miss it. So, you still better be here when I 
come back, Chu," Lisa told Jennie's bestfriend. 

"Why don't we have dinner later? The three of us? My treat," 
Jisoo decided impulsively. 

"Hey, I like that," Lisa laughed and started tracing the way 
towards the door. "Count me in! See you two later!" she shouted 
and waved an arm before she was gone. 

"She knows, doesn't she?" Jisoo asked the redhead after all that 
was left between them was the bubble slowly forming back and 
enveloping them again with the kind of prickling silence. She was 
talking about that stupid kiss. 

"I might have told her, yes," Chaeyoung answered and chuckled 
when Jisoo released a frustrated groan. 

"Oh my god! Why?" Jisoo had to asked that. She just had to. She 
had never felt so embarrassed in her whole life. 

"Because I tell Lisa everything," Chaeyoung answered with 
passion. Like, she was declaring her religion. 

"Okay. But not the part about you being in love with her, have 
you?" Jisoo asked cockily. Which she didn't mean to, but the words 
just came out of her mouth before she could prohibit herself from 
being blunt. 


Chaeyoung's eyes almost popped out of their sockets from utter 
shock. Her mouth was agape. She sat erectedly and her palms were 
slowly forming into a fist, which she layed it tensedly on her lap. 

Jisoo anticipated what would happen next. Chaeyoung would 
slap her. Or punch her, judging from the way the redhead's balled 
fists. She deserved it, she told herself, for being such a bitch 
sometimes. She was beating herself internally while waiting for the 
coming onslaught. 

"How did you—?" 

Jisoo breathed out a sigh of relief. 

"Seriously? It's written all over your face," Jisoo said while 
brandishing her forefinger on the redhead's face, which Chaeyoung 
followed the every movement with her eyes. "Only a dumb person 
won't know it when she sees it everytime you look at Lisa. You're 
that obvious." 

Chaeyoung fell silent. Longer than Jisoo was anticipating and it 
made her worry if she had somehow offended the redhead again. 
She was on tenterhooks, Jisoo was. But after what seemed like an 
eternity, exaggeration included, Chaeyoung Park turned her head 
towards Jisoo and offered a shy smile at the black-haired beauty. 

"Don't tell her that," Chaeyoung said. "And Jennie, too. I don't 
want to cause any trouble." 

"So, Lisa really doesn't know?" Jisoo asked. 

Chaeyoung shook her head and said, "No. I don't know. I think 
she knows. She's smart. She just doesn't feel the same way," she 
paused and smiled languidly. "And hey, I know that Jennie's your 
bestfriend and, well, now that you know what I feel about Lisa, I just 
want to say that you don't have to worry about anything—," 

"Why so?" Jisoo interrupted. 

"Because I'm not going do anything stupid to ruin the thing that's 
going on between them right now. I promise. I saw how protective 
you are with Jennie," she added after she saw how Jisoo's eyebrows 
were hitching higher towards her hairline. 

Jisoo scoffed and asked, "Who says I'm worried?" 

Chaeyoung looked at Jisoo with curious eyes and furrowed 
brows. 

"I know you won't do anything stupid. You're better than that," 
Jisoo provided the answer to Chaeyoung's silent inquiry. And 
added, "I'm quite good at reading people, you know? And I know 
you're not a bad person. Not even when you tried to murder me 
after a stupid game some weeks ago." 

Chaeyoung snorted and laughed out loud that it made Chahee 
looked up from whatever she was doing, who was sitting on a few 
tables away from them, and eyed Jisoo conspicuously. 


"Please, don't remind me how pathetic I was that night," 
Chaeyoung groaned. "I'm really sorry about that." 

"So, are we friends now or what?" Jisoo asked teasingly. 

"No," Chaeyoung answered that made Jisoo crestfallen, before the 
redhead added, "We should do a reset first. Then we'll be friends. 
So," Chaeyoung turned her body towards Jisoo, extended her hand 
forward and said, "Hey! I'm Chaeyoung. Lisa's bestfriend. You know, 
that tall, pretty, sometimes clumsy blond woman that your 
bestfriend Jennie has fallen in love with? Lisa's an idiot most of the 
time, by the way, but don't tell Jennie. Anyway, you can call me 
Chaeng, if you like." 

She curved her mouth and formed it into a playful smile after the 
introduction. And when Jisoo was unresponsive because the latter 
was just staring at her with eyes that clearly said she was being 
ridiculous and cute at the same time, that Chaeyoung had to shove 
her hand forward and raised her eyebrows, eyes dilated and 
gestured Jisoo to take it for the customary handshake. 

Jisoo recovered from herself and laughed. She shook her head, 
rolled her eyes and accepted Chaeyoung's proffered hand. 

The redhead clasped her hand on Jisoo's, a little too delicately, 
and shook their both hands slowly. Causing the bracelet that Jisoo 
was wearing to rattle and create a soft tingling sound against the 
thin air between them. 

"I-I'm Jisoo," the chaebol said. And she was not okay. 

Because she could feel the loud beating of her heart against the 
cavities of her chest. It was chiming along with the tingling sound 
of her bracelet. It was heavy that she almost couldn't breathe 
properly. 

Her hand felt weird against the redhead's hand. She felt it 
clammy against the warmth of Chaeyoung's. In fact, she knew it 
would have slipped away involuntarily if not because of Chaeyoung 
holding it and keeping it in place. 

Jisoo felt weird. 

It was weird how it made her feel weird all over. She wondered if 
this was how it was to Jennie when she saw Lisa the first time? 

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Jisoo," Chaeyoung said. Still playing 
the role that she chose from her own script and still not letting go 
of Jisoo's hand. 

"The pleasure is mine, Chaeng," Jisoo replied with a nervous 
chuckle and riding on with the redhead's charade. No matter how 
clammy and weird she was feeling at the moment. 

Because she didn't want to disappoint Chaeyoung. 


Chapter 33 


People who didn't know her, or probably knew her but not on the 
same level as Chaeyoung or the rest of the girls in Chaeyoung's bar, 
would automatically catalog her to be three things: goofy yet laid- 
back, mischievous and impulsive. The last one being being the 
strongest among the three. 

Which were all true, if Lisa should be ask. But what those people 
didn't know was that she loved the sense of commitment. She would 
commit herself to something (or someone) and would dedicate all 
of her until she would get the result that she was aiming for and 
would only stop when she knew that she had finally reached the bar 
that she had set for herself or give up trying. The latter being 
unlikely to happen, ever, because Lisa's desire for fulfillment for 
anything and everything she would set her eyes into was insatiable. 

Of course, except the piano lesson that she enrolled herself into 
to accompany a shy Chaeyoung when they were kids and the 
culinary lessons and all the other adult-ish lessons her parents had 
ask her to partake. And after all the efforts she had exerted to at 
least fulfill something and pleased her parents, who by the way 
were never really obsessing about bestowing what they knew and 
what they'd hoped to instill in her. She then had turned her full 
attention to religiously attending her classes and accidentally 
stumbled and eventually immersed herself in photography. 

It was pretty much non-special, the first time she held a camera 
and took interest in it. She had volunteered to help de-clutter their 
attic one boring day and saw a vintage camera inside a glass shelf. 
It was her grandfather's, she was told after she took it out and 
brought it downstairs and asked if she could bring it to a shop to 
see if it was still working. An old guy from the camera shop was 
over-enthusiastic to hold a 1960's Uniomat in his hand had worked 
his magic on it. Polished and clean it for Lisa. Suggested what film 
to use and how to use it in general. But it wasn't until she went to a 
gallery one day that she discovered her passion for photography. 

And that was the dream that had been burning inside her since 
then. To open a gallery one day, someday, that would feature her 
own works for people to see. Not because she wanted to receive 
accolades or anything. She just wanted to show how the world 
looked through her lens. She wanted to tell a story. Of course, 


chasing her magnum opus was another thing. She'd get there 
someday. The gallery and the magnum opus. 

Those were the thoughts dancing inside Lisa's head when she 
arrived in front of her studio. With a mixture of strawberry scents 
and expensive Chanel perfume and burnt pancakes. And kisses. 
Most definitely kisses and the sensation in her belly that she would 
feel everytime her mind would wander unto the intimacy that she 
and Jennie had shared the last time they were together. 

She missed Jennie and her gummy smile. She missed being with 
Jennie. And seeing Jisoo today on Chaeng’s bar was an add-on to 
her long list of why she missed Jennie. It was frustrating on her 
part. 

"Hey, Boss!" Bobby, her assistant greeted her as soon she pushed 
the door open and admit herself into the premise of her studio. 

Lisa scowled. The way how Bobby prolonged the 's' like a hissing 
gaspipe would never failed to get under her skin. 

"I think we had already settled not to call me that," she told 
Bobby and placed her tumbler of choco milk and the box that 
contained the photo paper she bought in front of Bobby so she 
could wiggle herself out from the jacket that she was wearing. 

Bobby laughed at the sight of her and shrugged. Those big, barky 
laughs he would make like he just heard the funniest joke in his 
lifetime. 

"L-i-s-a, then," he said and offered a flirty wink. 

Lisa paused. The jacket was still halfway from peeling off her 
body and was wrapped awkwardly around her midsection. She took 
her time to roll her eyes in exaggeration towards the back of her 
skull, to emphasized how she was not impressed with Bobby's wink. 
And that loopsided, schoolboyish smile he was showering her. 

"You bought a box of it?" Bobby asked. He meant the box of 
papers that Lisa had demanded from him. 

"Can you please remind me again why I hired you?" Lisa asked, 
instead of answering Bobby's query. 

"Because you find me irresistibly cute?" Bobby replied with a 
smirk. 

Lisa laughed and winced. She liked Bobby. She found him nice 
and, okay, cute on first impression. But totally not in a special kind 
of way. If she had a brother, Lisa thought he would be a lot like 
Bobby on some aspects. 

"No. Definitely not that," Lisa said good-naturedly, tilting her 
head a little to the right. "I think I hired you to be my assistant, 
Bobby. So, you better act like one. And speaking of which, I still 
definitely remember telling you to buy the papers last week," she 
told him, her eyebrows raised. She just could not let that go. 


Because Chaeyoung was right when she said how Lisa hates being 
disrupted when she would immersed herself inside her lab. 

But of course, Bobby would argue. Like he always would. 

"No, you did not. Because you definitely told me to cancel 
everything that day because you said there was a VIP that you need 
to attend to," he told her. 

And it hit Lisa. The memory of a red-cladded Jennie inside her 
car, parked outside the studio, waiting for her and flashing her that 
gummy smile she adored. Yes, that definitely was last week. Same 
day that she had asked Bobby to buy the supplies for another week's 
worth and told him to cancel everything because there was Jennie 
and her three reasons. And the third one, it seemed, was already 
lost in translation. 

"Now you remember," Bobby gloated when Lisa just bit the lower 
lid of her lips in an attempt to neither refute nor insist that Bobby 
was right and she was wrong. 

Lisa looked at him with narrowed eyes. "You know, when all 
these will be over? Remind me again to fire you, okay?" she told her 
assistant with a taunting smile. 

Bobby paused from stacking and cataloging photos and 
considered Lisa for a moment before he flashed his schoolboyish 
smile and shrugged dramatically. 

"Nah, you won't," he said confidentially that caused Lisa to roll 
her eyes once again. 

Of course, it was an empty threat. And Bobby knew it well. She 
had been issuing threats to Bobby about termination and riddance 
ever since he joined Lisa's studio. Not because she really was in 
haste to get rid of him after she hired him barely two weeks ago. 
But because it was the kind of banter they had started and it was 
nonetheless fun. 

Bobby was competent, behind the flirtatious look on his face 
everytime he sees Lisa. Or women, in general. He was showing 
eagerness to learn and adapt, which was a plus point for him to 
land in the position. And, okay, Bobby was cute and good-looking. 
And definitely had his way with women. Or girls. And people, in 
general. He was a talker and so Lisa decided to hire him. Because 
she couldn't deal with the talking and dealing with potential clients 
while she was off somewhere chasing her magnum opus and 
collecting stills and stories to fill her would-be gallery. She needed 
someone to man the studio. And of course, do errands for her. 

"TIl be in the lab and I cannot be disturbed," Lisa said as she 
picked up the box of photo papers and her choco milk drink from 
the countertop. 

"Define 'disturbed', please?" Bobby asked. 


"You, barging in there for unimportant and unnecessary reasons," 
Lisa replied without so much as looking up. She was fiddling on her 
phone for some music that she could use for the amount of time 
that she would spend inside the dark room. 

"And if I do have important and necessary reasons?" Bobby 
insisted. 

Lisa pressed her lips together and consider Bobby's words for a 
moment. And then she said, "Call me. I'll have my phone with me." 
Shaking the device on her hand to emphasize her point. 

Bobby snorted. "That's really funny because you don't actually 
take any of my calls, Lisa." 

Lisa laughed and said, "Touche!" before leaving Bobby in the 
threshold of the studio. 

"Lisa—," 

"Call me, Bobby! And nobody gets through my door!" Lisa said 
loudly, waving her phone on her hand in the space above her head 
as she proceeded to the farthest end of the hallway. Where the dark 
room was situated. 

"Is there any exception?" Bobby asked loudly, because his boss 
was almost out of earshot, that he even had to lean forward and 
twist his upper body to have a better look at Lisa's figure as she 
hovered at the front of the door of her most favorite room on Earth. 
Probably working on with the key and the doorknob. 

"Not a single soul, Bobby!" Lisa yelled back before she twisted the 
knob and finally admitted herself inside. 

Once inside, her fingers automatically searched for the light 
switch on her left. And when she found it, she pushed it upward 
and red light had bathed the dark room. She loved to call it her lab. 
Because that's where she could create something that would conver 
a story to tell the world. A story that she had seen and captured 
through her lens. Because that was what photography is to Lisa. An 
unspoken story that could tell a thousand different perspectives of 
interpretations through different eyes that would look at it once 
they're laid out to the world. 

Lisa sat her drink above the shelf next to the switch, where she 
stored boxes full of film rolls, cataloged by dates and places, written 
in bold, messy letters, using a permanent marker. Most, she took. 
Some were left by avid film photography enthusiasts for her to scan 
or develop. It was a tedious job, which would need a period of time 
to finish. One roll would take at least a week to scan for 
digitalization. Developing it was another story. But Lisa loved the 
challenge it was asking from her. 

On the shelf also were stacks of film papers, a basket full of 
empty film roll cartridges that she just couldn't let go for recycling 


purposes, among many other things. It wasn't fully organized but 
Lisa would know where to find what she would be looking for even 
with the ample amount of light the red bulb could provide her. It 
was her domain. She belonged there. 

Lisa docked her phone on the box speaker she had set up inside 
her lab. Contrary to her old piano teacher who told her she that she 
didn't have aptitude for music, she couldn't live without it. Probably 
due to the fact that she had been friends with Chaeyoung who had 
been breathing and spewing music even before she could utter a 
single word and the Chipmunk used to give her mixtapes guised as 
gifts. 

Her hips started to sway and her head was bobbing when Joan 
Jett and The Blackhearts’ I Love Rock n’ Roll had started to blare on 
the speakers, filling her ears with the all-too familiar beat of drums 
and guitar rhythm while she gathered her long blond hair on her 
hands, raised it just a little above her nape and tied it to a clumsy 
bun. She then proceeded to the table where a tray of film rolls— 
Kodak, Ilford, Dubble, to name a few—that she had placed prior to 
her going out to buy the papers that she would be needing. She 
picked the tenth cartridge on the second row because that was 
where she stopped before she went out. 

And I can tell that it wouldn't be long 
Till he was with me 

“Yeah, with me!” Lisa muttered, singing in a tune she knew was 
far-fetched from the original, providing the second voice as she 
proceeded to her working station. 

And I can tell that it won't be long 
Till he was with me 

“Yeah, with me! I'm singin’—,” 

I love rock n’ roll 
So put another dime in the jujebox, baby 

With her spectacles and hand gloves on, Lisa rolled her sleeves up 
to her elbows and resumed the pace of her work. She knew it was 
going to be a long day and she was fine with it. She preferred 
getting lost in time inside her lab, surrounded by heaps of film 
canisters and cartridges, already-developed photos hanging on the 
line above her head to dry and inhaling mixed scents of her choco 
milk and chemicals for photo development on the trays on the next 
table, than be anywhere else right now. 

"Oh god! Please, leave me alone," Jennie groaned to herself 
exasperatedly when her phone had rung, yet again, for the 
umpteenth time eversince she hurriedly left the building. 

She picked up her device from the vacant seat next to her without 


taking her eyes off the road. It was her assistant, she found out after 
taking a glance on the screen. 

Jennie released an exasperated sigh through her nose before she 
pushed the button on the built-in stereo of her car. 

"Yes?" she asked before the woman on the other end of the line 
could open her mouth to speak. 

"I'm sorry to bother you, President Kim, but yo—," 

"Jennie," Jennie said. "I told you to call me by my name, Seulgi. 
I'm getting sick of people calling me President or Chairwoman all 
week. Please, don't join their wagon. Not today. Not ever. It's 
Saturday!" she groaned and pouted, eventhough her assistant 
couldn't see it. "I'm sorry. I'm just really—,” she sighed. “What were 
you saying again?" 

"Madam Kim called to ask whether you'll be joining her for 
dinner later or you have to attend yet again another meeting? Her 
words, not mine," said her bubbly assistant. 

Jennie rolled her eyes. 

"Now she wants to make me feel like the bad daughter because I 
can't join her for dinner. What else does she wants from me? 
Honestly!" She heard Seulgi stifled a chuckled from the other line. 

"So, what should I tell her? Because she's been busting the 
telephone lines non-stop for the last thirty minutes, Jennie, and I'm 
seriously bordering to freaking out already,” her assistant said. 

"Tell her I already left the building. I'm off somewhere and I won't 
be home until later. She'll probably know where I'm heading, 
anyway. So, you don't have to worry about her demanding about 
my whereabouts," Jennie told Seulgi. 

"Is that also what I'm supposed to tell everyone who will look for 
you?" 

"They won't leave me alone, will they?” she asked and heard 
Seukgi muttered a faint ‘no’ on the other line.” No. Please tell them 
I already called it a day. Bad headache. And you should, too, Seulgi. 
You've been working hard twice as I do. Go home already." 

"Thanks, Jennie. But call me if you need anything, okay?" Seulgi 
said. 

"Alright,” Jennie said and was about to hang up when she 
remembered something. “Hey, Seulgi? Have you heard from Jisoo 
yet?" 

She had instructed Seulgi to contact Jisoo since this morning. She 
had not seen nor talk to Jisoo for a week now and she missed her 
bestfriend. It was weird not seeing Jisoo that often. Everything just 
happened in a blur that Jennie felt like she was walking on a 
different shoe in a world not her own. 

"I'm sorry, Jennie, but Miss Jisoo still won't pick up. Do you want 


me to call her office?" Seulgi replied. 

Jennie sighed and shook her head. Jisoo might probably be 
outside the country for all she knew. They hadn't spoken since she 
took over the company. What with all the meetings that she needed 
to attend to everyday, left and right, consuming most of her time. 
And also the never-ending people coming in and out of her office, 
bringing with them thick stacks of papers and books that she 
needed to review and sign. It was almost impossible for her to even 
sip a tea or just breath. Her schedule was so tight and hectic that 
she wasn't given the time to at least drop a call to Jisoo and Lisa. 
Especially Lisa. 

"No, never mind. I'll just try to call her later. Thanks, Seulgi. 
You've worked hard today. See you on Monday,” Jennie said before 
she ended the call. 

Her heart ached when she remembered how abrupt she was taken 
away from Lisa's place the last time they were together. And how 
she left Lisa with another set of unanswered questions. She knew 
Lisa would be curious. She missed her Lili. And the warm and 
comfort that only Lisa could possibly give her. 

Jennie’s heart was pounding a little too loudly when she saw the 
Impala parked beside Lisa's studio slash apartment. She maneuvered 
her car towards the space next to Lisa's car to park beside it. And 
when she stepped out of her Porsche, Jennie couldn't stop herself 
from smiling. She walked like there were balls attached at the soles 
of her feet and started to climb the stairs with a heart as light as a 
feather. She missed this place. 

But after she hit the doorbell for a handful of times and returned 
unanswered, Jennie decided to descend down the stairs with a pout 
and creased brows, wondering where Lisa could be and if Leo and 
Luca were left all by themselves again inside the apartment. 

She pushed the door of Lisa's studio and was slightly taken aback 
when she heard an unfamiliar voice, welcoming her into the 
threshold. 

"Good afte—,” Bobby started but his jaws dropped shamelessly 
when he saw Jennie. Sure, there had been girls and women 
streaming in and out of the studio, but he had never seen such 
gorgeousness in an expensive-looking suit standing in front of him 
until now. “Oh! Hello there! Can I help you?" 

The voice of the guy standing behind the counter changed from 
customary to flirty in a matter of second, that it made Jennie’s 
eyebrows twitch. Her mind was asking what possibly made Lisa to 
take the guy in and work for her. 

"Hi! I'm looking for Lisa. Is she here?" she asked Bobby, who was 
smiling at her from ear to ear. 


"She's—," 

"She's not upstairs. I've checked. But her car's parked outside. Is 
she inside the studio?" Jennie inquired, pointing the door of the 
studio with her thumb. 

The tone of her voice made Bobby's grin falter. Gone was the 
flirty look that he had been casting on the petite beauty in front of 
him. She wasn't impressed with his flirting, he realized. 

“No. I'm really sorry but Lisa can't be disturbed right now,” he 
said in a business-like tone, matching Jennie’s. 

"Why? Where is she?" Jennie demanded, her fingers were tapping 
impatiently on the countertop. That was something that she had 
learned in a span of a week working at the company. She had to 
demand in order to be heard accurately. 

"In the dark room. She probably won't be out until forever,” 
Bobby replied. 

"Excuse me?" 

"Well, Lisa's been spending most of her time inside her lab lately 
and only steps out when she's hungry or she needs to feed her cats 
upstairs,” Bobby said. “Do you want to leave a message? I'm Bobby, 
by the way. Her assistant.” He offered his free hand for a 
handshake. 

But Jennie ignored it. "Thanks, but no. I think I'll deliver it, 
myself,” she said, stepping away from Bobby's station. 

Bobby dropped his hand and shrugged. "Oka—hey!” he said when 
he saw Jennie walking towards where Lisa's lab was. “Hey, hey, 
hey! Please, no. Don't. Do not go there. Lisa will kill me!" he 
desperately begged. 

Jennie paused and looked at Bobby incredulously. "No, she won't. 
Don't worry about it,” she said and resumed her steps. 

Bobby grabbed her arm impulsively and said, "She definitely will. 
You don't know Lisa." 

They were now standing in front of the dark room’s door. 

"Yes, I do. Now, please let go of my arm," Jennie told Bobby 
while looking at his hand around the bend of her elbow, while her 
hand had found its way on the door knob. 

Bobby had unlatched his hold on Jennie’s arm like it was singed 
and muttered a meek ‘sorry’, the same second as when Jennie’s 
hand had turned the knob and pushed the door open. Revealing for 
the first time to her how Lisa's lab looked from an outsider’s point 
of view. 

The light was dim and red. Freshly developed photos in different 
sizes were hanging on a line attached from one wall to another and 
under it were long tables with trays filled with liquids that Jennie 
had no idea what. And there was Lisa, sitting on a high wooden 


stool with her back on them. Her shoulders were hunched, her foot 
was stomping along with the music; she was concentrating on 
something that both Jennie and Bobby couldn't see. 

"Nobody gets through the door, Bobby. I thought I already made 
it clear?" They both heard Lisa's voice despite the blaring sound of 
her music on the speakers. Her back was still on them. 

Bobby flinched and took a step inside. Clearly, Lisa was the boss, 
Jennie was pleased to realized, the way Bobby cowered all of a 
sudden. Jennie followed him, despite the fact that she and Bobby 
were both uninvited. 

"I tried to stop her, Lisa. I swear! But she won't listen," Bobby 
said, his hands were in front of him, as if silently telling Lisa that 
there was nothing he could do because Jennie was persistent and 
stubborn. 

Lisa dropped whatever she was working on and snapped her head 
towards the door, looking passed through Bobby and saw, “Jennie! 
What are you doing here?" she asked with her eyes wide open and a 
look of shock and disbelief visible on her face. 

Which Jennie had only taken lightheartedly and said, "Yeah, 
okay. I missed you, too, Lisa.” She was smirking at her Lili. God, 
how she missed looking at those soft, round eyes. 

"Do you want me to carry her out?" Bobby offered, flexing his 
arms as if to show Jennie that he could actually carry her out. 
Literally. 

But Bobby didn't look intimidating enough, Lisa noticed. If 
anything, he looked more excited and overwhelmed with the idea 
of carrying Jennie while he was side-glancing at Jennie beside him. 

"What? No,” Lisa said when it finally dawned on her what Bobby 
was trying to do. She was shaking her head vehemently. “No, 
Bobby. I can—,” she cleared her throat. “I'll handle this. Thank 
you." 

"Are you sure?" Of course, Bobby had to ask that. 

Lisa rolled her eyes on him and quickly nodded. "Yes, Bobby. I'm 
sure. Can you just... Can you... You can go back to your station 
now. Thanks," she said, while throwing glances on Jennie. Whose 
stares she could feel were already making a mark on her skin. 
Burning and itching. 

"Kay, Boss," Bobby said grudgingly, as if telling Lisa that she was 
a party-pooper, before leaving the lab and closing the door behind 
him, looking somewhat disappointed with her shoulders hunched 
and his foot dragging. 

“He's...something,” Jennie commented with a chuckle the second 
they both heard the door clicked. 

“Yep. I always wonder why I hired him in the first place, to be 


honest,” Lisa said and bit the side of her mouth between her molars. 

And then there was silence between them. Broken rhythmically 
by the beats; the drops of drums and guitar riffs from the song that 
was playing from Lisa's playlist. Which seemed to grow even louder 
now that they were alone, together. And Janis Joplin’s classic, raspy 
voice seemed to reverberate and bouncing against the walls of the 
dark room, spilling consciousness and a million tiny different set of 
feelings that Lisa knew wasn't there before Jennie stepped inside 
her lab. 

But you know you got it 
If it makes you feel good 

“So, I was wondering...” Jennie started. 

“Hmm?” Lisa could only make that sound without betraying 
herself. 

It was weird, Lisa thought. It felt weird to have Jennie around. To 
see her and look at her, merely a few feet away from her, standing 
inside her lab. Bathing in the red light, the look of pure curiosity 
and something else visible on her eyes. It was strange to bask 
someone else's presence in the dark room because it was the first 
time that she had let another person to tread inside her it. And 
Jennie, of all people. Her insides were tingling and squirming, 
especially when Jennie dtarted to move. Slowly and deliberately. 
Taking her time to be where she should be. 

“How are you suppose to ‘handle’ me, Lili?” asked Jennie in a 
voice that could only tell that she was restraining and containing 
whatever it was inside her that she didn't want to spill out just yet. 

But when you hold me in your arms 
I'll sing it once again 

Lisa was looking at Jennie beneath the red light, unable to speak. 
She had a funny feeling that her voice would either squeak or croak 
if she would open her mouth to speak. Her heart was beating madly 
in harmony of the guitar riffs and the drums. It made her slightly 
dizzy. 

“Got any idea?” Jennie asked, not breaking eye contact, as if 
daring Lisa to do something outrageous. She planted herself a mere 
foot away from Lisa. So that Lisa could inhale and take in all her 
lungs could make room for the luscious expensive scent of Jennie’s 
perfume. She missed that. 

I said come on, come on, come on, come on 
Now, take it 
Take a little piece of my heart now, baby 

Lisa reached out almost instinctively, like in a trance. Her eyes 
were fixed on Jennie’s smirking lips and pulled Jennie closer, gently 
holding her by the nape and brought their lips together. Warm, soft 


and quivering, the way she remembered it the last time they shared 
a kiss. She heard Jennie released a soft, contented sigh through her 
nose as her hand crawled and rested on Lisa's arm, while the other 
was taking a handful of grip on Lisa's plaid longsleeves. As though it 
was her lifeline from drowning. 

And the kiss grew deeper as the transition of the guitar riffs and 
the dropping of the drums grew louder against their ears. Pounding, 
like how their bloods were pulsating loudly on their ears. It was 
crazy and it was bliss, the way they both held unto each other while 
rediscovering and devouring each other's mouth. And when Jennie 
so boldly slipped her tongue inside Lisa's mouth and was meet 
halfway by the Lisa's daring piece of flesh, the world around them 
exploded into tiny pieces. The shards and jaggged elements floating 
and dancing. Sparkling, like specks of pixie dusts being generously 
scattered into the air. 

“God, I missed you,” Lisa said between the kisses as they both 
tried to gasped for air. 

Jennie responded by pushing herself onto Lisa once again and 
took the liberty to extend the kiss. Lisa smiled and grazed her teeth 
on the edges of Jennie’s lower lip. She bit it and tugged it gently 
while her hands dropped and landed on Jennie’s waist, pushing 
Jennie while devouring her mouth once again, towards the edge of 
the table where the tray of film rolls cartridges was and where a 
long roll of film negatives were laid bare. 

Jennie raised her bottom on the table when it hit the edge of it 
and parted her thighs to make room for Lisa between her. She 
released a contained, soft moan at the base of her throat when Lisa's 
kisses had started to trace her jaw and toward the beating pulse on 
her neck. Her hands were gripping on Lisa's shoulders for support as 
warm, soft kisses were showered on her skin and on her collarbone. 

“Lili...” Jennie muttered through her jagged breath when Lisa's 
hands slithered under the suit she was wearing. Soft, long fingers 
were tracing the burning skin beneath it. Thumbs skimming 
through the outline of her ribcage, barely touching the lace of her 
bra, setting her on fire, before those hands decided to emerge back 
on the surface. 

“Can I take this off?” Lisa whispered, tugging the hems of 
Jennie’s unbuttoned jacket. 

Jennie bit her lip and nodded. Her hands resting behind her as 
she leaned herself backward. Her palms were spread widely on the 
flat surface of the table to support the weight of her upper body. 
She never took her eyes off Lisa as the latter was pushing her jacket 
off her shoulders. 

And when it came off, Lisa held Jennie by the waist and brought 


their bodies closer again, their kisses had somehow reached another 
level of intensity as the music was blaring loudly against their 
eardrums. Their tongues dancing along with the song that Lisa 
couldn't remember the title at the moment because her mind was 
already taken over by the heat and the outburst of passion and fire 
within her just as when Jennie’s lower body was flinching and 
fidgeting against her front. Closing the little gaps between them, 
until the only thing that was separating them was the garments of 
their clothes, already singed by invisible scorch of flame. Burning 
and consuming their sanity and all that was left of it. 

Jennie let out a whimpering moan, blowing heated breath in the 
air, against Lisa's ear while her hands were clutching a little too 
tightly on Lisa's shoulder blades, as the tip of Lisa's tongue was 
grazing the hollows at the bottom of her neck. Lisa's hands were 
exploring the length of Jennie’s back and caught the suit on the 
table. She pushed it away and heard a rustle of film against the 
surface of the table. 

“Oh, shit!” Lisa muttered when she realized the result of her 
recklessness. Her eyes snapped open. 

“What?” Jennie asked, her eyes, still droopy from their making 
out, were following where Lisa's vision was stationary. 

The bare roll of film negatives were crushed beneath Jennie’s suit 
jacket. Some were dented while others were spared, thankfully. 

“Im sorry, Lisa,” Jennie said, trying to sound apologetic and 
biting her lips to restrain the smile that was trying to escape from 
her mouth. Her fingers were tracing Lisa's plump lips. Swollen and 
red from all the kissing. Taking pride of what she did. 

Lisa rolled her eyes playfully and offered Jennie a lazy smile. Her 
first genuine smile since the fourteenth. She knew Jennie wasn't 
sorry, at all. Obviously. 

“Don't worry about it,” she told Jennie and planted a kiss on 
Jennie’s cheek. “Come on. Let's go out before Bobby will start to 
wonder and barge in again,” Lisa said as she pulled Jennie off the 
table and helped her put the suit jacket on. 

“Hey, Lisa?” Jennie pulled Lisa back to her for another kiss and 
said, “I'm sorry for not showing up for a week and for not calling 
you. I know you have lots of questions to throw at me and I promise 
to answer all of them today.” 

“Im not mad at you, if that's what you're worrying about,” Lisa 
said and offered Jennie a reassuring smile. “But, you're right, 
though. I do have a hundred questions. Plus, I'm hungry. I haven't 
eaten a decent meal since last night. Come on.” 

She held Jennie by the hand, leading them towards the door and 
stopping by the shelf to undock her phone from the speaker. 


“T love that song, by the way,” Jennie said after Lisa was done 
fiddling on the screen of her device to turn her music off. 

It was a classic Michael Jackson song. 

“Me, too,” Lisa seconded, closing the door of her lab behind them 
after she turned the light switch off. 

Jennie tiptoed and whispered, “And I love you,” on Lisa's ear 
before walking passed by the blond. Leaving the dumbstruck Lisa 
behind. 

Jennie turned around a few steps after, only to wink playfully at 
Lisa, before she resumed her steps. Her gummy smile was showing 
off again. 

Her first genuine smile after a week of corporate meetings and 
hectic schedules at the company. 


Chapter 34 


“Oh! I saw Jisoo today, by the way. I meant to tell you earlier,” 
Lisa told Jennie while the latter was Indian-squatting on the carpet 
floor and playing with Leo and Luca. 

They were languidly idling the time on Lisa's place, listening to a 
playlist that Jennie picked. They just came back after they went to 
the nearest food stalls to eat. Lisa meant to take Jennie to a nice 
Korean restaurant for a full meal but Jennie insisted that they 
should try the food stalls lining up along the streets of Hongdae. 
Lisa wanted to protest because she really wanted a full-course meal, 
but there was no way she would say no to Jennie. 

And so they hit the food stalls, jumping from one stall to the 
other. Jennie was particularly feasting over the hot mandu. She 
finished at least a dozen of it, that it made Lisa question her 
gastronomic capabilities. 

“What?” Jennie demanded when she picked her twelfth hot, steaming 
mandu and saw that Lisa was eyeing her conspicuously. 

“That's your twelfth,” Lisa pointed out, while her fishcake was 
suspended in midair. 

“So? I'm hungry,” Jennie said with a pout before she took a mouthful 
of her twelfth dumpling and fanning the outskirts of her mouth with her 
hand because it was almost burning the insides of her mouth. 

“Who starved you? I never seen you munched food like this,” Lisa 
said, shaking her head. 

“The corporate world. And speaking of starvation, I want to highlight 
this little food adventure we're having right now with deserts, Lisa,” 
Jennie said and turned her attention to the elderly woman manning and 
cooking at the food stall. “Ahjumna! Can you please give me a hotteok? 
Make it four,” she told the older woman manning the stall and faced 
Lisa and said, “We'll have two each.” 

Jennie looked up and met Lisa's eyes. The blond chose to sit on 
the couch, bringing her feet up in the upholstery, her chin was 
resting on her knees and her arms wrapped around her legs. She 
had never felt so relax and happy in her own apartment, she 
realized, while watching Jennie with the two furballs on the carpet 
floor. And the apartment never felt warmer now that Jennie was 
gracing and filling it with the sound of her laughter and the cute 
voice she was making when talking to the two cats. They were even 


both laughing at some point when Leo and Luca were trying to fit 
themselves inside two small boxes. Luca succeeded but Leo didn't. 
And Lisa's heart warmed up when instead of laughing at Leo's 
misfortune, Jennie chose to shower the cat with kisses on the top of 
his head to console him. Telling him that he was loved and that she 
would buy him a bigger box. 

“Where?” Jennie asked. 

“At the Orange, with Chaeng,” Lisa replied. “Yeah, I know. It's 
weird seeing them together after they tried to kill each other,” Lisa 
added with a chuckle after she saw the curious and horrified look 
on Jennie’s face. 

“So, that's why she wouldn't pick up my calls. All the while, I 
thought she's out of the country,” Jennie said softly and resumed to 
play with the two cats. “I'm glad to hear she's doing okay.” 

Jennie petted them that it made Leo purred loudly, to Lisa's 
disgust. Leo would never purr at her that loud, even if she would 
practically beg for it. But she decided to let that pass this time. 
Especially since Jennie with her two boys on the carpet looked 
picture-perfect. Especially with the faint sunlight streaming through 
the curtain cracks on the window. 

“Can you hold that still, please?” Lisa told Jennie while she 
stretched herself to reach her Polaroid camera on the coffee table. 

“Anyway, she told me that she haven't seen you for a week now?” 
Lisa picked up the conversation from where they left it after she 
took a couple of photos of Jennie and the two furballs. Which, 
Jennie was too happy to obliged and was beyond giddy when Lisa 
gave her the Polaroids. She asked Lisa if she could have one of the 
two copies and, of course, Lisa said yes. 

Jennie nodded and pouted after she slid the Polaroid photo inside 
the pocket of her jacket. “I miss Chu. Things would have been a bit 
easier if she was around. But it was hard to get away from all the 
meetings and everything,” she said and looked at Lisa with an 
anxious look. “Wait, did she and Chaeyoung—,” 

“Tried to kill each other again?” Lisa suggested amusely. Jennie 
nodded and Lisa shook her head and said, “No. They're friends now, 
I think. They were talking when I walked in on them earlier today,” 
she said and returned to her old position. 

“That's good to hear,” Jennie commented, looking at Lisa. “I tried 
to talk to Chu about befriending Chaeyoung. I'm glad that she did.” 

“T think they both did. Just as long as Jisoo won't try to kiss the 
Chipmunk again anytime soon, I think. Chaeng was pretty upset 
about it,” Lisa said. 

“Yes, that,” Jennie rolled her eyes and chuckled. “I did not expect 
that from Chu, to be honest. I'm really sorry about that, Lisa. I don't 


know what she was thinking. She has always been blunt about...not 
doing things that non-straight people do,” she added. 

Lisa gasped. “Wow! That's a very articulate way to put it, the way 
you said it,” she told Jennie teasingly and laughed. 

“Lisa? Don't you want to ask me something?” Jennie asked. 

Lisa fell silent and was looking at Jennie with uncertainty. Didn't 
she want to ask Nini everything? Of course, she did. She had a 
hundred questions forming and floating on her mind since 
Valentine's Day. But she didn't want to sound too invasive and 
prying. She didn't want Jennie to think that she was too curious, 
which, she really was, if truth be told. So, instead of deliberately 
constructing a question that wouldn't sound invasive, she blurted 
out the first safe question that she could think of. 

“Why can't I find you in Google?” she asked rather ungracefully 
and bit her tongue after. 

But Jennie took no offense. Instead, she chuckled and shook her 
head and looked at Lisa teasingly. 

“I knew you'd Google me after I left that day,” Jennie said and 
laughed. “Well, you should've asked Chu about that matter. It's her 
father's doing, I guess. Or her brother? I'm really not sure who, but I 
know they're responsible for erasing me off the Internet,” she added 
as she pushed herself up from the carpet to join Lisa on the couch. 

“What do you mean?” Lisa asked and scooted over to make room 
for Jennie. 

But Jennie chose to sit closest to her and copied Lisa's position. 
Her head was laid on the top of her knees, facing Lisa. 

“Chu’s family runs a security company, Lili. And for the longest 
time now, they've been providing my family the security that we 
need. Including deleting everything about me on every databases on 
the Internet, apparently. I honestly didn't know about that until 
now. I guess they did it since I was tasked to take over the 
company. For security reasons, of course,” Jennie explained. 

Her eyes were searching on Lisa's, looking for a hint of anything, 
any reactions that would somehow tell her whatever Lisa was 
thinking after what she had just said. But all she could find in those 
soft round eyes was plain curiosity. It was almost child-like, the 
way Lisa's eyebrows were knotted behind her fringe. It looked 
adorable on Lisa that Jennie wanted to reached in to plant Lisa a 
kiss, but stopped herself right on time. The kiss can wait, she told 
herself. 

“You're running a company now? No wonder you looked stressed 
out. What sort of company do you work for? Was it really necessary 
to have them delete everything about you from the Web?” Lisa 
inquired.. 


Jennie smiled and shook her head, biting her lip. 

“The sort of company that bears my family name, Lili. And the 
same sort of company that is now under my name, legally. And last 
Monday was officially my first day as the Presiden—,” 

Lisa gasped and untangled herself from the position that she 
chose for herself and shifted her whole body to face Jennie. “Holy 
sh—you're WHAT?!?” she asked Jennie with eyes wide open and 
her mouth hanging. 

Jennie laughed at Lisa's reaction and gave in to her heart's desire, 
because Lisa looked just adorable. And so she leaned over and 
planted a peck on Lisa's lips. 

“My father left it to me, Lisa. It was on his Will. He wanted me to 
take over when he's gone,” she said when she returned to her 
position, after her smile hovered over Lisa's plump lips. She just 
couldn't get enough of those lips. 

“T thought your father had passed away last year?” Lisa asked, 
now looking really confused. 

“Im glad to know that you were listening,” Jennie said 
appreciatively. 

“Of course. Why wouldn't I be?” Lisa said in a tiny voice and 
dismissed the sudden embarrassment she felt with a shrug. 

“Thank you, Lili,” Jennie mused and smiled appreciatively. 
“Anyway, yes. He passed away a year ago. I didn't want it—the 
position he left me and I didn't want to do it—what he asked me to 
do. I mean, what do I know about running a company as big as his 
company?” 

“Are you honestly being serious right now? Because I personally 
think you're going to be great, Jennie,” Lisa interjected. 

“Thank you for the confidence, Lisa. But I didn't trust myself back 
then. I still dont. I still have a lot to learn. Working as an editor for 
a magazine in New York was a lot easier than leading a 
conglomerate, I realized after I was being inducted as President. To 
say that it's tough is an understatement.” Jennie sighed. “Anyway, I 
stubbornly said no at first. I declined the offer. My mother was 
appointed interim. She had always been convincing me to take the 
position already...” 

“And?” 

“And...well, I had to stop running away eventually, Lisa. 
Although the decision to accept the job was a little desperation on 
my part,” Jennie said and smiled weakly. 

“Why? What happened?” Lisa asked, looking worried. 

“You happened?” Jennie said with a smile. “My mother was 
desperate to wed me to any boy she could find—,” 

“Including that Gucci guy?” Lisa interjected. 


“Gucci guy?” Jennie asked with her brows furrowed and chuckled 
when she realized who Lisa was talking about. “Oh! Did you mean 
Kai?” 

“Oh, yeah,” Lisa nodded. The name was pickling her ears. And 
she knew that if she would speak it loudly, it would taste bitter on 
her mouth. It was just some silly fleeting taste of jealousy, of 
course, she convinced herself. Nothing to worry about, except that 
she had spent a couple of days seething at the thought that some 
broody Gucci guy had the audacity to show up at her doorstep and 
take Jennie away. But Jennie didn't have to know about that. 
“That's his name. Kai. Yes, I remember now. He's not just a driver, 
was he?” she asked, trying her earnest to sound as casual as she 
could. Like she was just commenting about the weather outside. 

“Yes, he wasn't. But how did you know, Lisa?” Jennie inquired 
with amusement on her voice. 

“Because he was wearing Gucci and looking smug and broody? 
Wait, that rhymes,” Lisa paused and chuckled. “He really didn't look 
like just a driver to me,” she continued with a smirk and shrugged. 

“You're sharp, aren't you?” Jennie commented, obviously 
impressed by Lisa's observation. 

Which wasn't something new, Jennie reminded herself coolly. 
Because she had always been impressed with Lisa's idiosyncrasies. It 
was as though everything about Lisa seemed to fascinate her. From 
the way Lisa's eyes would flicker when she would laugh, to the way 
her mouth would curve into a smirk, like what she did just now. 
And Lisa's passion for her art was another thing. 

“T was told I have keen eyes for details,” Lisa said jokingly. 

“Yes, you do. It shows in your photography,” Jennie agreed and 
smiled. “Anyway, yes. My mother asked him to marry me. Which 
was really ridiculous!” Jennie said and rolled her eyes to emphasize 
how ridiculous the idea was. Lisa responded with a chuckle. “And 
of course, I said no. But before him, there was Yi Eun. Son of the 
Vice President of the company and Kai’s cousin...” 

“I bet your mom’s a bit of a fan of their bloodline, don't you 
think? It won't surprise me at all if the next person she will ask to 
marry you is some distant cousin of those two. Like a cousin of a 
cousin of a cousin,” Lisa said, shaking her head in disbelief. 

Jennie laughed because she thought it was funny. Because Lisa 
had always been funny. And because somehow, she felt relieved 
that Lisa was taking things lightly. So far. 

“So, how did I end up in the equation?” Lisa then asked curiously. 

“My mom asked me about you,” Jennie replied, biting her lip. 
“She knows about you, Lisa. She knew I spent the night in here. 
Which was partly a mistake on my part, I guess,” Jennie said and 


quickly added when she saw the confused look that Lisa was giving 
her. “You were right when you said I shouldn't leave my car in the 
open that day, if you can still remember?” To which Lisa responded 
by nodding vehemently. “That's probably how Kai suddenly showed 
up in here...” 

“But why him?” Lisa asked. “I mean, why not someone you 
already know? Correct me if I'm wrong, but it was the first time you 
met him, yes?” 

Jennie nodded. “I think my mom thought that I wouldn't come 
home that day had she sent any of our staff. Or Mr. Young, himself. 
Especially him. Anyway, I panicked. I didn't want my mom to pry 
too much about you, Lili. So, I kinda blurted out that I will accept 
the position. Just to keep her from asking about you and to stop her 
from meddling in my personal affairs.” 

Lisa breathed out loudly. She didn't realize that she had been 
holding her breath. “Wow, that's—,” she gulped. “How did she 
exactly know who I am? Am I... Am I being followed? Should I flee 
the country now?” Lisa asked incessantly, thinking about her 
passport and Thailand, leaving Chaeng behind, Leo and Luca, and— 
“No,” she said, shaking her head furiously, “that sort of thing only 
happens in movies. Is it?” she added weakly. 

Jennie chuckled because she found Lisa cute when flustered and 
said, “Chu’s dad's company provided her details about you, I guess. 
They do that sort of thing, actually. Background-checking, 
profiling... Things like that. I think my mother was a little too 
curious about you, Lili. She knew I'm the kind of person who would 
never spend the night in someone else's place. I've actually never 
done that before.” 

Lisa suddenly sprung up and jumped from the couch to Jennie’s 
surprise. Her impulse was to run. But of course she didn't, because 
she didn't even know where she would go. And she knew she would 
look like a complete idiot if she would do so. Besides, Leo had 
already beaten her to it. The cat was already running for his life 
because he thought that Lisa was trying to catch him and 
imprisoned him again for a snuggle. Luca, meanwhile, was 
curiously looking from Lisa to Leo, who ended up securing himself 
at the topmost flight of the stairs. 

“And...and Jisoo knew about this? She agreed on this? Did she... 
did she help digging informations about me?” Lisa demanded. Of 
course, she had all the right to freak out, hadn't she? What if Jisoo 
was only being nice to her to gather informations about her? Yes, 
she was freaking out, for god’s sake! “Was that why she was always 
nice to me?” 

But Jennie shook her head gently. “Chu has got nothing to do 


with it, Lisa. She doesn't meddle in their company’s affair. She 
doesn't work there,” she said and smiled when she suddenly 
remembered something. “Although, she did meddle once? For me,” 
she said in a tiny voice. “Remember that day in Tongyeong?” 

“Of course. How could I ever forget that day,” Lisa replied, now 
sounding calm, and went to sit beside Jennie again. “I missed that.” 

“Me, too,” Jennie smiled. “But it wasn't coincidental that I was 
there, Lili. I, uhm,” she cleared her throat to compose herself first 
and continued, “went there because I wanted to see you...that day. 
Chu helped me,” Jennie confessed. 

She had been wanting to confess that to Lisa ever since. But she 
was waiting for the right moment, because she didn't want to scare 
Lisa. She didn't want Lisa to think less of her about that day or any 
days. Or at how she had been keeping her identity to Lisa for so 
long. 

Lisa just blinked; she was lost for words. Perhaps she was 
freaking out? Again? God! These rich people and what they can do! 
She was screaming and screeching internally. 

“She, uhm,” Jennie hesitated, “she used her dad's computer, she 
told me. Without his permission, of course. She's not allowed to 
even touch it. I think she said something about locating people 
through their phone's GPS?” 

Lisa was still lost for words. She just resolved into staring at the 
wall panel in front of them. Her mouth was agape. Her brows were 
knitted under her fringe; her immaculately unbothered forehead 
was now creased. But it wasn't because of Jisoo locating her GPS 
because, hello?—anyone could do that nowadays. Anyone except 
her, that is. She wasn't that much of a techie. 

“A—are you mad at me, Lili? Say something!” Jennie commanded 
when Lisa was still in resolute silence and quickly added, “Please?” 
in a softened tone because she realized she was imposing the 
company President in her on Lisa and she didn't want that. 

Lisa turned her head to face Jennie. 

“What?” Jennie asked when she couldn't take it anymore how 
Lisa was just staring at her with a blank expression on the face. 

“So, you really went there just to see me? You flew all the way 
from Seoul to Tongyeong just to see me?” Lisa asked. The corner of 
her mouth had slowly curved into a smirk. “Guess who's whipped?” 
she quipped. 

“Oh my god!” Jennie groaned and brought her hands to her face. 
She felt it burning against her palms. “Oh my god! Out of all the 
things I told you, that's all you can say, Lisa? Unbelievable!” 

Lisa responded with a loud laugh. Too loud that she was almost 
shrieking and scared the usually-chill Luca away. Who scuttled and 


decided to join Leo at the topmost flight of the staircase. Both were 
throwing scornful looks on Lisa. 

“Okay, you can laugh. I'm done talking,” Jennie proclaimed and 
stood up. Her face was flushed. She was too embarrassed too even 
look Lisa in the eye. “I'm leaving,” she declared. 

“Oh, no you won't, Jennie Kim. You still have a lot of explaining 
to do,” Lisa said teasingly and grabbed Jennie by the hand, she was 
still laughing. 

Jennie had lost her balance when Lisa tugged her hand. She 
accidentally landed on Lisa's lap. And everything went still as they 
were both staring into each other's eyes, too caught up in the 
moment to even utter a word. 

Lisa was the first to recover. She half-smiled when she heard Slow 
and Steady had started to play on her music player, as if the 
universe had decided to select that particular song for this 
particular moment. 

“Hi,” Lisa said, smiling. Her arms were slowly snaking around 
Jennie’s waist to secure the petite beauty on her lap. 

“Hi,” Jennie replied shyly, her gummy smile was showing off. 

Her eyes were boring into Lisa's, as her hands automatically 
curled on Lisa's shoulder blades. Lisa's face was so close to hers that 
Jennie could practically count the number of times Lisa's irises had 
dilated in just a matter of seconds. It was fascinating. Like, there 
was a whole new universe inside those brown orbs and it was 
slowly opening up for her. Showing her its beauty, sucking her in 
by its gravity. 

And Jennie allowed herself to be sucked in. She leaned forward. 
Slowly. Closer. Her eyes was still fascinated by the explosion being 
displayed on Lisa's brown orbs and only shut her own lids down 
when she was meet halfway by those plump lips that she probably 
wouldn't get tired of kissing. And Jennie knew that the universe had 
exploded yet again. Slowly. Magnificently. Like fireworks lighting 
up the dark sky on New Year. She could hear and feel it with the 
way their kisses sound. 

Loud. 

Bright. 

Burning. 

Intruiging. Like stars exploding in the outerspace, displaying its 
wonders. 

Jennie gasped and moaned when Lisa's tongue had finally made 
its entrance. Its tip was teasing her, inviting her for a dance. 
Tapping softly, waiting for a consent. And Jennie gave in. She 
welcomed the soft flesh in the threshold of her mouth. She earned a 
soft moan from Lisa. The sound of it was endearing. Like music. Not 


too sensual, but sensual enough that it made the tiny hairs of her 
body to prickle and stand on their ends, as if she was electrocuted. 
She had never felt more alive, Jennie thought as the kiss deepened 
like how their hold of each other had deepened. Clinging for 
support because they were torn between drowning and staying 
afloat above the surface. And just when Jennie had decided to get 
drowned in, Lisa suddenly pulled back from the kiss. 

“Why?” Lisa asked. Her eyelids were barely open. Her lips now a 
little more plump, shamelessly displaying the evidence of the kisses. 

“Hmm?” Jennie could only hum. She was too intoxicated from 
the kiss that she knew that if she'd even try to speak, her words 
would only slur. 

“Why did you want to see me that day?” 

Jennie smiled and rolled her eyes in amusement. Of course, she 
still had a lot of explaining to do. She repositioned herself, a little 
boldly this time. She stopped herself from laughing out loud when 
she saw how Lisa's face had stiffened when she decided to straddle 
on Lisa's lap. Her knees on her sides, resting on the soft upholstery 
of the couch. 

Jennie then brought her thumb to Lisa's lips; her other hand was 
resting on the blond’s shoulder. The tip of her thumb was tracing 
the outlines of those plump lips; her cat-like eyes following every 
move. She could feel Lisa relaxing under her touch and it made her 
smile. Her eyes traveled 1 and marvel on Lisa's features. Soft, plump 
cheeks, long nose that was slightly upturned on the tip, and soft 
brown eyes that were curiously looking at her expectantly. 
Obviously waiting for an answer. 

Okay, then. It's confession time, Jennie amusely told herself. 

“You intrigued me, Lisa. You made me feel things at The Era. 
Things that I've never felt before...with anyone. And you made me 
laugh so hard when you sang The Beatles inside my car. I like how 
you made me laugh that night and the days after that,” Jennie 
chuckled. “I've never laughed that much after my dad passed away. 
I've always felt like it's a sin to laugh after he was gone. You made 
me realize that life doesn't stop just because somebody had already 
stopped living it,” she said, almost in whispers. 

“And the third reason?” Lisa asked as she rested her hands on 
Jennie’s hips. 

Jennie laughed, her shoulders were shaking. The sound of it 
echoed across Lisa's place, making the two cats on the top of the 
stairs stirred and craned their necks to get a better view of a 
laughing Jennie. It was a beautiful sight. 

“Do you want me to show it to you or would you rather I'll tell 
you a story?” Jennie asked playfully. 


Lisa contemplated for a moment. She was absentmindedly 
chewing the walls of her mouth. 

“How about we make a deal?” she asked. “Tell me a story, and if 
it's a good enough story, I will show you something. What say you, 
Jennie Kim?” 

Jennie raised a brow and asked, “Why do I feel like you're 
patronizing me the way you're saying my name right now?” 

“So, it's not a deal then?” Lisa replied, looking smug. But a 
shadow of a smirk was hinting on the corner of her mouth. 

“Fine. Deal,” Jennie said. “Remember when I said I'd been to 
Paris before I showed up in front of your studio?" she paused and 
waited for Lisa to nod and continued when Lisa did. "I had dinner 
with some friends in a lovely restaurant one night, the Eiffel Tower 
was at the side of my window. It turned pink. One of my friends 
said it only happens once a year. And I got so excited that I hastily 
left the table and went outside the restaurant to get a better view of 
the pink tower. It was so romantic, Lisa. And I...I thought of you. I 
missed you from miles away. And later in the evening, when I was 
alone in my hotel room, I was looking out the window and the 
Eiffel was looking exceptionally bright and then it hit me.” 

“What?” Lisa asked curiously. 

“That I wanted to see you so bad I booked a flight first thing in 
the morning and went home. I can't not be with you on Valentine's 
Day. It was the first time that I got so excited about Valentine's, it 
was crazy!” Jennie said, laughing. 

“But you said you went there to sub your mom, right?” 

“T really love that you've been paying attention,” Jennie swoop in 
for a light peck. “And yes, I went there on her behalf. Chanel threw 
a party and my mom was invited. But she couldn't come because of 
the company, so she sent me instead. I needed to do my part and 
socialize, she told me. She almost fainted when she saw me walking 
through the door earlier than she expected of my return. I did not 
attend the party, you see.” 

“Wow! No wonder your mother is prying what she could find 
about me and sent a Gucci guy to fetch you. You ditched a 
glamorous Parisian party for me,” Lisa said, laughing but looked 
pleased and impressed at the same time. 

“You're worth it,” Jennie commented unabashedly that made Lisa 
blushed. “So, what are you going to show me?” she then asked Lisa. 

“Uh, it's actually upstairs but I don't want to move right now,” 
Lisa said with a smirk, her eyes were fixed on a spot in Jennie’s 
chest. “I like the view.” 

Jennie gasped and said. “I didn't know you that you have this 
kind of...of perversion in you, Lisa!” and brought her arms across 


her chest. 

Lisa responded with a laugh that resonated throughout the whole 
house. “What? I was looking at your necklace. It's beautiful,” she 
said, pointing at the necklace that Jennie was wearing. The pendant 
bearing the Chanel monogram was resting in the middle of Jennie’s 
chest. It's gleaming gold was a contrast against the black fabric of 
the turtleneck that Jennie was wearing. 

Jennie rolled her eyes and unlatched herself off from Lisa's lap. 
“Go on. Get it, whatever that is you're going to show me,” she said 
as she planted her feet on the soft carpet. 

“Don't you want to come with me?” Lisa asked, an eyebrow was 
raised. 

Jennie contemplated and then shook her head. “No, thank you. 
I'm good,” she said and went back to her spot on the carpet floor. 

“Are you sure?” Lisa asked, as her two cats were running passed 
her, heeding Jennie’s call. “You and the cats can play in the bed.” 

“Lisa, can you please stop doing whatever it is that you're doing 
right now?” Jennie said, playfully throwing glares at Lisa. 

“It's working, isn't it?” Lisa concluded, her eyebrows were 
wagging up and down, teasing Jennie Kim. 

“Maybe,” Jennie answered coyly. “Now go, before I'll change my 
mind.” 

“You can change your mind.” Lisa suggested with a shrug. 

“Lisa!” 

Jennie laughed out loud. “I'm just kidding! My room's a mess 
right now, anyway. I can let a company president see it's state right 
now. That would be totally embarrassing,” she said and gave Jennie 
a wink, which Jennie replied by rolling her eyes and making a face, 
before heading towards the staircase. “I'll be right back,” she called 
out. 

Jennie shook her head while listening to Lisa's footsteps running 
towards the loft. She called Leo and Luca when she heard 
frightened meows as the two cats ran for their lives when they saw 
the sprinting Lisa towards them. 

Leo being the older took the liberty and settled hurriedly at the 
space between Jennie’s legs while the hooman was cross-sitting on 
the floor carpet. Luca stretched out and yawned. He laid his body 
next to Jennie. Both were trying to stay as close as they could with 
her. 

Jennie chuckled when she thought about the all the spices and 
pancake ingredients she saw that Lisa had stored on her fridge and 
cupboards when she rummaged the kitchen as soon as they arrived 
from the food stalls. Lisa told her that she had been stocking her 
storage just in case someone who knows how to cook will come 


over and cook for her. 

“Here,” Lisa said as soon as she planted herself in front of Jennie, 
handing her a big, brown envelop. She noticed how her two cats 
stirred and looked at her but only returned to their stupor. She 
smirked at how smitten her two furballs were with Jennie. It was 
kinda amusing, actually. 

“What's this? Can I open it?” Jennie asked curiously. 

“Sure. I'm supposed to give it to you, actually,” Lisa said and 
dropped herself beside Jennie. She was staring at Jennie and smiled 
when she saw how those cat-like eyes dilated and those soft lips 
formed into an ‘oh’ when Jennie pulled the papers inside the 
envelop. It was a pure joy to watch. 

“Holy crap, Lisa! They're beautiful!” Jennie gasped as she took 
the contents of the envelop one by one and laid them on the carpet 
in front of her. “Oh my god! Thank you!” she said and gave Lisa a 
peck on the cheek. 

“You're welcome,” Lisa said and smiled. “I'm glad you like them.” 

“Like them? I absolutely love them, Lili. I'm going to put them on 
a frame and hang them in my room and in the office,” Jennie 
declared. 

She was looking at the photos of her that Lisa took inside The Era 
the first time they met. One was a photo of her staring out the glass 
window. The faint light streaming through the glass bathed her 
face, Lisa caught the slight creased on her brows, totally unaware 
that she was photographed. The other was a photo of her glaring 
directly at Lisa's lens, like an angry cat preparing to snarl. And the 
last one was a photo of her face behind a book. The only part of her 
face visible were her creased forehead and knitted brows. All of 
three of them were in crisp black-and-white colors. 

“They're so beautiful,” Jennie sighed appreciatively. “You're 
really good, Lisa. The world needs to see your art.” 

“Thank you,” Lisa said, humbled by Jennie’s words but made no 
further comment about the last part. “I wanted to frame them, 
actually. But—hey, do you want to hear a story? It's actually a good 
one,” she said. “Better than yours,” she added as an afterthought. 

Jennie raised a brow and asked, “Is there any way you can top 
my Eiffel story?” 

“Of course,” Lisa replied with confidence. 

Jennie nodded in a condescending, teasing manner and chuckled. 
“Let's hear it, then,” she said as she slipped the photos back inside 
the envelop. 

“So, I’ve been carrying that around for weeks after I developed 
them and went back to The Era everyday, hoping that I'd see you 
again so I can give it to you personally...” Lisa started. 


“But I stopped going to that place after that day,” Jennie 
interjected, looking sorry for the wasted efforts that Lisa had 
exerted. 

She remembered how she fought the urge to go back to the old 
diner because she was afraid to see Lisa again. She wasn't yet ready 
to deal with all the weird things that her heart was feeling back 
then. 

“Yeah, I know,” Lisa nodded and chuckled. “Anyway, Chaeng 
suggested that I should've just set up a tent outside that place so I 
won't have to stalk around it like a psycho. William saw me one 
day, we talked a little. I took a photo of him, with his consent, of 
course. And then he introduced to that grouchy waitress—,” 

“Who? Haeyun?” 

“You know her name?” Lisa asked, bewildered. She was 
sidetracked by the new discovery. That grouchy woman had a 
name?!? 

“Of course. She was with William when they went to my father's 
funeral. She used to give my dad his coffee whenever he would pay 
a visit at the diner, she told me,” Jennie explained. 

“What? So, she knows you, too?” 

Jennie nodded. “Yes, Lisa. William introduced her to me. But why 
do you look so shocked?” she asked. 

“T think I might murder her one of these days,” Lisa murmured, 
looking dumbfounded. 

“What?” Jennie asked in horror. She heard Lisa, apparently. 

Lisa whirled herself around to face Jennie and said, “I asked her 
about you, Jennie. And she told me the most outrageous story I've 
heard in my entire life!” 

“Which was?” Jennie asked. 

Lisa immediately opened her mouth to speak but closed it again 
and shook her head furiously. 

“No. Never mind,” Lisa said and groaned. “Oh, god! Was that 
why she was mocking me when we went there to pick up the 
jukebox that Chaeng had acquired? I feel so stupid right now for 
even listening to her. Oh my god! I'm so stupid!” 

“Lisa, what did she say about me?” Jennie asked, now looking 
really curious. 

“Nothing. Forget it,” Lisa dismissed her. 

“Lisa!” 

“Fine. She said you're connected to a mafia. Like a leader of a 
mob or whatever. That conniving...” Lisa gritted her teeth, “witch.” 

Jennie looked totally perplexed and asked, “And you believed 
her, didn't you?” She was stifling a laughter. 

“T did not!” Lisa answered indignantly. 


“Yes, you did,” Jennie said and was quick to add before Lisa 
could even deny it, “You did, Lisa. You asked me once if I'm part of 
a mafia.” 

Lisa fell silent, unable to counter that fact. Because, well, she did. 

“She won't even call me by my name,” she said instead, like it 
was the most offensive thing that the grouchy waitress—Haeyun, or 
whatever her name was, she thought bitterly to herself—did to her. 

“What did she call you?” Jennie asked. 

“Barbie,” Lisa said grumpily, like it the most disgusting name that 
anyone could ever think of to call her. 

Jennie laughed so loud, she was rocking her body back in forth, 
to Lisa's dismay. She did not stop until she ran out breath and her 
sides were already screaming in pain from all the laughing. Tears 
were pooling on her eyes. 

“If it makes you feel better, Lili—you definitely don't look like a 
Barbie to me,” Jennie said after she spent an entire three minutes in 
mirth. 

“What do I look like to you?” Lisa asked sullenly. 

“Mine,” Jennie replied with a smile. 


Chapter 35 


There were probably three types of people in a restaurant, Jisoo 
concluded, after she spent an ample amount of time looking around. 

First were those who would dig their food without so much as 
looking up. Not because they were hungry. But because they could 
not resist food. Their love for food was unparalleled and they would 
gush and shed a tear, even, because the taste of gastronomical 
wonders was heavenly on their taste buds. Like how the two women 
were doing so, sitting three tables away from them. Best of friends 
on a night out, probably. Or food bloggers, Jisoo thought, 
considering how they seemed to passionately discuss the food that 
they ate after long periods of silence, when they were so engrossed 
with what was on their plates, one after another. 

The second type were those who could not seem to touch their 
food because talking and keeping up with each other's lives was 
more important. Which was what a group of people sitting on the 
table next to their's were doing. Probably resulting to wasting a 
good amount of delicious, sweet smelling food, which Jisoo thought 
would be a lot useful if given to the hungry, unprivileged children 
of the world. The thought of them had created a twisted knots on 
Jisoo’s stomach. 

And the third type, and this was funny because she was never 
aware that these people still exist in this world full of unabashed 
and colorful amalgams of people and their idiosyncrasies, were 
those who seemed too awkward and too shy to even do the first 
two types. Like Chaeng, who was sitting across Jisoo and had 
seemed to practice herself the ability to offer Jisoo a smile--an 
awkward, shy smile that it made her look like she was suffering 
from a toothache--whenever their eyes would met. Which didn't 
happen often, considering that the redhead would choose to look 
around the restaurant, rather than engage herself in a conversation, 
for the fourth time now. Probably memorizing on her mind the 
nooks and every little details of the interiors of the place. The wall 
color was as blue as the Mediterranean Sea. 

They were inside a cosy Italian restaurant called Ciuri Ciuri in 
Sangsu-dong. Chaeyoung particularly asked Jisoo that they 
shouldn't want to go farther from the district because of her bar. 
She didn't want to miss the first act later, she reasoned. 


“This is weird,” Chaeyoung Park said for the fourth time and 
settled her eyes on the woman sitting across her. 

She would speak those three words after a round of looking 
around and would then set her eyes on Jisoo between the ‘r’ and ‘d’ 
whenever she would utter the third word. 

And for the fourth time now, Jisoo would respond with a smirk 
and raised her eyebrows to Chaeyoung Park and would ask: 

“Why?” 

Not because Jisoo thought it was a necessity to make a 
conversation happen, although that wasactually what she really 
wanted, but because she realized she was looking forward for the 
answer. 

The best part about Chaeyoung Park saying “this is weird”, Jisoo 
realized after the first round of their banter, was her reply to Jisoo’s 
“Why?” It was amusing how the redhead would seem to have found 
another reason why she thought the whole setup was weird, after 
when she was done looking around the whole interior of Ciuri Ciuri. 

Perhaps, by looking around and discovering the little things that 
made the place interesting, in a way that it made you feel like you 
were actually on a holiday in Sicily, was Chaeyoung’s way of 
gathering her thoughts and providing herself a list of reasons why 
she thought it was weird. 

The redhead shrugged and said, “I don’t know. This just feels 
weird,” Chaeyoung answered and laughed this time. “I’ve passed by 
this place perhaps more than a couple of times and I’ve never 
imagined sitting on one of these cosy chairs--,” she tapped the 
wooden cushioned chair, painted in a lighter shadeof blue, that she 
was sitting at, “staring at those straw-hut lampshades above--,” she 
pointed the small lampshade made of straw-hut, that would remind 
you of the tropics, that were hung on the ceilings, providing light 
and aesthetics to the place, “and inhaling all this sweet, delicious, 
mouth-watering scent of food--,” she inhaled the strong aroma of 
saffron and spices from the kitchen, “which I really really like, by 
the way. I mean, I like food. I love food. Not necessarily the Sicilian 
food, by the way. And this is just...weird,” Chaeyoung concluded. 

Jisoo nodded and smiled. That was the best and long answer yet 
that Chaeyoung had given to her ‘why?’ The first three were a 
jumble of words, half of it were incoherent, and awkward series of 
chuckles. 

“Will it make less or not weird, at all, if I wasn’t the person sitting 
across you?” Jisoo asked. 

The redhead looked shocked and a little scandalized. “No,” 
Chaeyoung said, shaking her head vehemently to emphasize her 
denial. “I think it would be a lot weirder if Pm here with Lisa,” she 


added and laughed a little. 

Jisoo raised an eyebrow. First, because she didn’t mean it to be 
Lisa. But then again, of course, it had to be Lisa. Because Lisa was 
the only person who Chaeyoung had fallen in love with and 
probably the only person in the world who Chaeyoung had given 
her consent to take her out on dinner dates. And secondly, because 
what Chaeyoung said had piqued her interest. Because why would 
Chaeyoung thought it was weird to be sitting inside a cosy 
restaurant with the love of her life? That was weird. And so, Jisoo 
was starting to get curious. Like how she always would whenever 
something interesting would come across her mind. 

She had ways to feed her curiosity, of course. Reading a book 
would be the first option. One time, she had been reading a book 
about history because she was curious. It was interesting and 
informative but it only made her more confused. She realized that 
the chronological order of the events wasn’t done accordingly. And 
so she changed it. By writing down the dates and events in a 
chronological order on a notebook and made her own history 
textbook. 

But there wasn’t a book about Chaeyoung Park she could found. 
Not even on the Internet. Which was her first option, by the way, 
when she wanted to feed her curiosity--read a book. Or a PDF, if 
there was any available. Or maybe a book of guidelines--the tips of 
do’s and don’ts, questions to ask and not to ask, etc.--on how to deal 
with someone like Chaeyoung Park being in love with Lisa since 
God knows when. And more specifically, how to deal with someone 
like Chaeyoung Park, in general. And so, Jisoo resorted to her 
second option: By asking. 

“What do you mean?” Jisoo asked, stirring absent-mindedly the 
contents of her tea cup. 

They decided not to place their orders yet. They were offered 
wine but they ask for tea, instead. Perhaps because both of them 
had still on their minds the things that happened between them 
when they had both consumed alcohol. They wanted to stay sober 
as much as possible. 

“All these years that I have been harbouring this feeling--this 
love, whatever, for Lisa, but I have never once imagined myself 
going out on an actual date with her on a place like this. I mean, 
I’m not saying that this is some sort of a...a date,” Chaeyoung 
added the last part hastily when she saw how Jisoo’s eyebrows 
raised a notch higher about the ‘date’ word. “She just isn’t really the 
type,” she concluded. 

“So, you're saying that Lisa isn’t the romantic type?” Jisoo asked. 

Chaeyoung shook her head and said, “Oh, no. No. She is. But 


maybe not the typical type, I guess?” 

Jisoo had read a hundred books about romanticism. About love 
and the idea of it. About the vulnerability and susceptibility of the 
human heart. About how exhilarating it is to be wooed and be 
swept off your feet by gestures and sweetly-weaved words about the 
grandiose of it all. About the inclination of becoming stupid because 
love would make you. 

But in conclusion, Jisoo, herself, didn't know what was romantic. 
Or love, in general. Because she had never given a thought about it. 
Not once. And because there was really nothing for her to compare 
it from. Although, she could read the symptoms. But not the 
diagnosis. 

She had once thought that liking someone should equate to going 
after them. Pursuing them. And by going after them, she meant to 
be assertive about it. That was why she had repeatedly asked 
Jendeuk about whether she and Lisa had already kissed and why 
she tried to kiss Chaeyoung. Which was really silly. She was being 
stupid and so she told herself that she would never do such things 
again. She had learned her lessons. 

“What’s the typical type of romantic for you, then?” Jisoo 
inquired. 

“T don’t know. Flowers and chocolates? Dinner and movie dates?” 
Chaeyoung answered tentatively. Like, she, herself, didn't know 
what her personal definition of romantic was, until her soul had 
poked her out of nowhere. “But, I'd say romatic people should have 
a way with words and music. I think those two are important 
factors,” she said and sipped her tea. 

“And you think Lisa isn’t one of those?” Jisoo asked. 

“No. But she’s got her own style. I mean, she would take me to 
dinner and stuff, would give me trinkets from her travels or a 
bouquet of flowers because she knows I'm a flower person, but 
without this whole romantic vibe thing going on around,” 
Chaeyoung explained and laughed bashfully. “But why are we 
talking about Lisa again?” she asked, as though she had just 
realized that the most obvious. 

But Jisoo dismissed it, the bashful look of sillyness or whatever it 
was that Chaeyoung was showing all over that pretty face. It wasn't 
silly to talk about Lisa or whoever, Jisoo wanted to say. Just as long 
as Chaeyoung Park was talking, nothing was ever silly. 

Besides, wasn't it silly of her to boldly invite the redhead inside 
this cosy restaurant-- “to look around,” she said casually on their 
way in half an hour ago--and asked the redhead to check on Lisa if 
she was joining them for dinner, like she had promised? 

“Because you've brought her name up? Like, again? For the--,” 


Jisoo raised her hands and pretended to count with her fingers, 
“Tve lost count. Sorry.” 

“Yeah,” Chaeyoung said, laughing. “Sorry,” she added and fell in 
silence. Her gaze wandered once again on the straw-hut lampshade 
above their heads, which reminded Chaeyoung so much of a 
vacation she had never went to. Again, weird. 

“You know what? By the rate that you’re going, you'll definitely 
be paying for dinner,” Jisoo said and chuckled. She was trying to 
keep the conversation going. 

They had made a deal. No. Chaeyoung Park came up with an idea 
while they were walking side by side from the bar towards the 
restaurant half an hour ago. Jisoo was persistent in declining it, 
saying that it was stupid, to begin with. But the redhead was 
adamant. 

“But it is a good deal,” Chaeyoung insisted after Jisoo had said no 
repeatedly. “Plus, it's going to be a good exercise for me not to talk a lot 
about Lisa while we're there.” 

“That's actually the point because nobody ask you not to talk about 
Lisa. Why would you not want to talk about Lisa? That's weird,” Jisoo 
pointed out. 

“It's not like I don't want to. It's more like I need to?” Chaeyoung Park 
reiterated and breathed out in frustration. “I just realized that I've been 
dropping Lisa's name on you, like, nonstop, today. Lisa likes this, Lisa 
hates that. Lisa this and Lisa that. It's like I'm--,” 

“Finally liberated from keeping it to yourself all these years? Your 
love for her? Because you know that I know about it, so you feel like 
you can talk to me about her all you want. Plus the fact that Lisa and I 
aren't that close yet, so you're secret is safe with me?” 

Chaeyoung halted on her steps and looked at Jisoo with a fleeting 
look of surprised and impressed. 

“Sort of?” she said, burying her hands deeper on the pockets of her 
overcoat. 

It was still past five in the afternoon. The sun was still up, but the 
neon lights of the districts was already lit up. They were taking a stroll 
along the cold, dry streets of Hongdae. They were searching for a good 
place to dine and stopping at a particular corner at one point because 
Jisoo wanted to take a picture. Which, Chaeyoung permitted, just as 
long as she wouldn't be asked to be in the picture. Not because she didn't 
want to. But because she had never once stand in front of someone else's 
camera other than Lisa's. It was sortof habitual. Something that couldn't 
be shaken off easily. 

“There's actually nothing wrong with that, you know? It's okay if you 
want to talk about Lisa with me. I'm willing to listen. I'm actually quite a 
good listener,” Jisoo said with a hint of pride on her voice. 


“Thanks. But I don't want to make it too obvious anymore,” 
Chaeyoung replied with a meek smile and resumed their pace. 

“Don't you think that's a bit late for that? I mean, you already did a 
pretty lousy job of keeping it to yourself. Well, except from Lisa. And 
Jendeuk. But Jendeuk is smart. She'll catch on eventually,” said Jisoo. 

“Which is why I need to stop talking a lot about Lisa. I don't want 
them to know. Especially Jennie,“ said Chaeyoung. 

Jisoo sighed and asked, “So, what do you suggest?” 

The redhead fell silent. She scrunched her face to think of something 
and after a few seconds, she said, “How about you keep tab on how 
many times I'm dropping Lisa's name once we find a place to settle in? 
Ten should be the limit.” She raised her hands in front of her, spreading 
it as she did so, showing Jisoo her ten fingers. 

“I'm sorry but that's stupid and a bit childish. No, I won't do it,” Jisoo 
said, but her eyes fell on the unusually short pinky of Chaeyoung’s left 
hand. She thought it was cute. 

“Tl be paying for dinner when I hit eleven,” Chaeyoung offered. 

“That's still stupid,” Jisoo insisted. “Besides, I invited you and Lisa for 
dinner and I promised that it's going to be on me. And if Il agree on this 
deal, what's that going to make me?”she asked, craning her neck to get a 
better view of the tall figure beside her. 

“Okay. Fine,” Chaeyoung said, stopping on her tracks once again and 
falling behind. “How about we'll split the bill--me and you, when I hit 
the limit?” she suggested. 

Jisoo paused and turned around. The “me and you” did it. It sounded 
so good that it made Jisoo feel like she belonged. As stupid as it would 
sound like. But like, it made her feel like she was now part of a secret 
covenant or something. Like, she was in for a secret with Chaeyoung. 

“Okay,” Jisoo said almost instantly, nodding once and resumed her 
pace. The cold was biting on her face, making it a little numb. But a 
smile was slowly cracking on her lips when she made sure that the 
redhead wasn't looking. 

“Deal?” Chaeyoung proffered her hand to Jisoo for a handshake when 
she was walking beside the black-haired beaut. 

Jisoo rolled her eyes to the towering Chaeyoung, as if telling the 
redhead that she was being ridiculous, but took it anyway. She smiled 
despite herself after she looked away. The handshake felt good. Or 
rather, Chaeyoung's palm on hers felt good. It was soft and warm. It 
reminded her of those smiling lips on her... Okay, no. Not that again. 

“Like I have a choice,” Jisoo said sardonically, but holding on to the 
handshake anyway. 

“And if I hit more than fifteen, dinner will be on me. No but’s,” 
Chaeyoung Park said with a wink before she released the other woman's 
hand. 


“A deal is a deal, anyway,” Chaeyoung said, her fingers now 
slowly tracing the jagged lines of the mosaic that was made of tiny 
colorful tiles on the surface of the table. 

“Is Lisa still coming?" Jisoo asked after she took a glance at her 
watch. The analog hands said it was already quarter to seven. They 
had been waiting for quite a while now. 

"I don't know," Chaeyoung said and took her phone fron inside 
her pocket. "Wait, let me check," she said and fiddled on the screen. 
It lit up and came to life, Chaeyoung’s eyes were scanning on it and 
finally said, "Oh, no. No, she said she couldn't come. Jennie's with 
her and they're cooking." 

Chaeyoung showed the screen to Jisoo, where Lisa had sent a 
photo of a kitchen counter littered with peeled vegetable and fruit 
skins, a variety of spices and whole lot of mess behind an apron- 
clad laughing Jennie, whose hair was tied into a bun and holding a 
laddle. Looking like a beautiful homemaker. 

Jisoo stared at the screen and laughed. "She finally found a way 
to thwart her security," she said, looking impressed. "Anyway, looks 
like it's just going to be me and you. We can leave, if you want?" 
she told Chaeyoung. 

Chaeyoung looked at Jisoo quizzically, considered her for a 
moment and shook her head. "No. I want to try their famous 
arancine. I heard it's really good," she said. 

"Are you sure?" Jisoo asked, surprised and unsure, but somewhat 
hopeful. 

"Uh-huh," Chaeyoung nodded and squinted her eyes on the 
chaebol in front of her. "But why do I feel like you're not 
comfortable being with me right now?" 

"What? No! No. Of course, not," Jisoo denied vehemently and 
chuckled. 

"I'm sorry. I know I made you a little awkward a while ago. It's 
just that, I thought this whole thing was--," 

"Weird?" Jisoo provided in gist. "Yeah, you've said that four 
times." 

"Yes. I mean, this is the first time we went out together and you 
know, after everything that happened..." 

"Do you want to leave? We can leave, like, right now. It's fine 
with me," 

"No. I'm just saying--this is new. And we never really started in 
good terms, did we? But I think we've passed that already. Anyway, 
shall we order? I'm hungry," 

"Okay. Excuse me?" Jisoo called the attention of the passing crew. 

They ordered eveything. From the deep-fried saffron-flavored 
rice-ball with spinach and mozzarella stuffing, called arancine. 


Whose outer layer was so crispy, that you would need to crack it 
using a table knife by cutting it in half. To the special creamy small 
ring pasta called anelleti. They even tried the Gnocchi Gorgonzola-- 
gentile Gragnano spaghetti, with black olives, anchovies, capers and 
white tomato. Among other authentic Sicilian dishes that they 
wanted to try, and paired it with an Italian wine. 

Yes, they finally both agreed to ask for a bottle of wine because it 
was the most perfect compliment for all the food that they ordered. 

Chaeyoung was gushing on every food being served, wafting the 
aroma towards her by fanning her hands over the served dishes and 
inhaling all its deliciousness to her heart's content. She was excited 
and giddy, that Jisoo could only laugh at her because the redhead's 
attitude towards food was cute and contagious. 

And at one point, Chaeyoung couldn't stop the tears from pooling 
on her eyes because the food was so good and she had a habit of 
crying over good food from pure bliss. Which shocked and worried 
Jisoo at first but laughed about it eventually. Because Jisoo Kim 
had never met anyone who would cry over delicious, mouth- 
watering food. It was something new to her. Like, how it was new 
that she was sharing and enjoying a delicious, sumptuous Sicilian 
meal right now with someone like Chaeyoung Park, when she could 
have just head home and join the family dinner. 

"What time are you going back to the bar?" Jisoo asked 
afterwards. 

"We," Chaeyoung muttered after taking a bite from the slice of 
pizza she was holding. 

"What?" 

"What time are we going back to the Orange," Chaeyoung 
corrected her. "You promised Lisa you'd be there for the show later. 
I have a strong feeling that she and Jennie will head there later 
tonight," she said and gushed, "Oh my god! This is so delicious!" She 
was pertaining to the pizza. 

"So, you want me to be there because Jendeuk and Lisa will be 
there?" Jisoo inquired. She was quite unsure what to feel if 
Chaeyoung would decide to say yes. 

But the redhead directed her eyes straight towards Jisoo and 
looking as though she was offended with the idea. 

"No. I want you to be there because you haven't seen my band 
play without grudge or hostility being furtively thrown at me," 
Chaeyoung said and smirked. She was in the mood to smirk now 
that she was indulging in good food. "Besides, you and Chahee 
should talk it over." 

"Okay, first of all: I wasn't throwing ‘furtive grudge or hostility' at 
you the first time I was there. I was doing fine until you snarl at me 


just because I asked who named the bar 'Orange'," Jisoo said 
defensively. "And secondly: Talk what over?" 

"Things. Make peace or something," Chaeyoung replied and took 
a sip of wine after she finished the slice of pizza. 

"Your friend is setting a ridiculous list of things before she can 
forgive me. As if I did something terrible to her. And why do I have 
to kneel down? Like, seriously? We're not in the Game Of Thrones," 
Jisoo complained. 

Chaeyoung waved her hand impatiently. "You don't have to kneel 
down in front of her. That's just ridiculous. And Chahee won't allow 
it. I know her. She was just bluffing," she told the chaebol. 

"Why do I have to talk to her, then?" Jisoo demanded. 

Okay, so maybe she felt the need to apologize to Chahee and 
everyone from the Orange. But she didn't have to talk to them, like 
'talk' talk, did she? What were they supposed to talk about? 

"Because I have a feeling that tonight won't be the last time you'll 
be at my bar?" Chaeyoung responded, sounding unsure. 

"You feel a lot of things, don't you?" 

"Uh-huh," Chaeyoung nodded. "And I'm usually right, especially 
now that I'm full," she added with a smirk. "Which, leads me to a 
question, by the way. I hope you're up for answering?" 

"What question?" Jisoo asked, totally unaware that she was 
staring at the ghost of the smirk that was still visible on the corner 
of the redhead's mouth. 

It was, uhm, cute. And sexy. And Jisoo reminded herself that she 
should never look at that mouth again. Or anywhere near it. 
Because the last time she did... Well, it didn't end up well. 

But still, she was internally battling with herself the urge to tell 
Chaeyoung how pretty those lips are. Especially when it would 
curve into a smile. It was beautiful. From one woman to another, 
Jisoo thought that Chaeyoung Park's lips were to die for. 

"Do you like me?" 

Jisoo choked and spit out the wine that she was about to slide 
down her throat. She knew she heard it right the first time. Despite 
the fact that her mind was elsewhere and she wasn't listening 
attentively. But she heard it right--those intricately-woven four- 
word question. And the amused tone laced around it. 

"Excuse me?" she asked while dabbing the table napkin on her 
chin. 

"Well, I remember you telling me that you like me that night, 
after the kiss? Before you walked out of the bar?" Chaeyoung said. 
And there was that smirk again, which slowly transformed into a 
smile, while maintaining eye contact. "I mean, it's not necessarily 
like anything kind of ‘like’, right? Just, like. So, do you?" 


Jisoo had sworn to herself that she would never, ever, admit it 
again. Especially to Chaeyoung. Because there was no point and she 
was sure that it was only fleeting. It was just a stupid crush. She 
was just girlcrushing on the redhead. But on that moment, she felt 
bolder. Maybe it had something to do with the wine. She should say 
yes, she told herself pompously. But instead of saying 'yes', she 
asked: 

"What if I do?" 

There. Not admitting nor denying anything. Jisoo decided to play 
safe. She was safe from the interrogation. 

"I don't know, really," Chaeyoung shrugged. "I just want to know, 
I guess? For now, at least." 

Jisoo didn't say anything and just resolved to watching 
Chaeyoung trying to gather her thoughts and string words together. 
She was sure that the redhead was still not done talking. 

"I mean, I never had anyone telling me they like me. Like, 'like' 
me. You know what I mean? Perhaps because I was into Lisa all this 
time and I never really paid enough attention to anyone before?" 
Chaeyoung tried her best to explain. 

"And you're paying attention to me? Is that it?" Jisoo asked 
calmly. She had regained her composure. 

"Look, I know that I've stupidly proclaimed in front of you and 
everyone about me and Lisa kissing--," she hissed the word between 
her teeth because she didn't want to be overheard, "because of a 
stupid game. But I'm not the kind of woman who would just go 
around kissing another person..." 

"Oh my god! So, we're still not passed that, are we?" Jisoo reacted 
rather sardonically and regretted it almost instantly when she saw 
the look on Chaeyoung's face. 

"No," Chaeyoung said with a straight face. "We won't ever. Unless 
you give it back to me or I'll get it back from you." 

Jisoo furrowed her brows in confusion. She was sure they were 
talking about the stupid kiss. But what did she have to give back 
again? 

"What are you talking about?" Jisoo asked. 

"The kiss that you stole from me, what else?" Chaeyoung replied 
impatiently and leaned back to her chair. Her arms now crossing 
across her chest. 

She was looking at Jisoo like she was evaluating the chaebol. Her 
eyes were sharp and scrutinizing. Her lips were pursed. She was 
waiting for an answer. 

"Are you drunk?" Jisoo scoffed in disbelief. There was humor with 
how she laced those three words together. It was evident with the 
way she formed her lips into a loopsided grin. 


"No," Chaeyoung replied. 

"Of course, youre not. The wine isn't that strong," Jisoo 
commented casually. "What were you saying again?" she asked, 
because she still had not, in any way, confirmed what they were 
talking about. 

"You have to give it back," Chaeyoung reiterated. 

"Give you back what?" Jisoo asked. She was starting to lose her 
cool. Okay, so maybe the wine had something to do with it. Really. 

Chaeyoung kicked her feet rather impatiently on the floor and 
raised herself from her seat. She was moving so quickly that Jisoo 
barely had the time to react and understand what was happening. 

Until Jisoo heard Chaeyoung's voice on her ear, whispering to her 
a word that were audible enough for her to hear, amidst the 
cacophony of cutleries against the plates and the chatters and 
laughters inside the Ciuri Ciuri. 

"That," Chaeyoung said. 

Jisoo blinked several times, with her mouth agape. She was 
staring at Chaeyoung and had slowly brought her hand on her lips. 

It was only fleeting, she remembered. It lasted only a second. It 
was feather-light, like the small wings of a butterfly grazing a little 
too softly against the sensitivity of the tissue on her lips. 

Chaeyoung Park just freaking kissed her! And everyone around 
them did not seem to even notice. At. All! 

"Now were even," Chaeyoung Park said and returned to her seat 
with a haughty smile painted across her lips. 

Satisfaction was all over her pretty face, while she was looking at 
how Jisoo was still unable to recover from the shock. 

Chaeyoung was never really the vindictive type but she felt it 
surprisingly rewarding to get even. Just this once, she told herself. 
She brought the glass of wine to her mouth and sipped from it. 

Okay, so maybe she was a little drunk. 


Chapter 36 


They were cruising along Dongjak-daero when Jennie spoke after 
she was humming along with the song that was playing inside Lisa's 
car. The music was her choice. Lisa had given her the liberty to 
chose what music they could listen to and Jennie chose a song that 
Lisa wasn't familiar with. But it sounded good and it was Jennie's 
choice, so there was no way that Lisa would ever complain. 

"Where are we going again?" Jennie asked and leaned back to her 
seat. Her face was angled to face Lisa. The urge to be physically 
connected was suddenly too strong that she extended her right hand 
in the dark to close the gap between them. 

"It's a surprise," Lisa said, her eyes were concentrating on the road 
while her right hand was busy fumbling with Jennie's hand between 
their seats. A smile was playing on her lips as their fingers 
intertwined, perfectly molding with each other. 

"I thought we're going to the Orange?" Jennie pouted. She was 
beyond excited to see Jisoo again. 

"We will. After we take a little detour," Lisa responded and 
chuckled. 

She thought it was funny how she made it sound like the detour 
doesn't involve traveling eight kilometers away from Mapo-gu. It 
definitely wasn't a detour by definition. 

"Lisa!" 

It was now a thing between them. The way how Jennie would 
drop Lisa's name with a pout whenever she would need something 
from the latter. An answer to a question, a kiss because she wanted 
one, a whim whenever she felt like it--attention, in general. 

Like, when Lisa was on full concentration mode while watching a 
TV show that she claimed she was religiously following. But Jennie 
could tell that she was obviously bluffing from the way those soft, 
round eyes couldn't stand to stare at the TV set longer than three 
seconds, after they had dinner and Jennie had just finished washing 
the dishes (to her insistence, because "I'm making up for the lost 
times, Lili. I used to wash my own dishes back in New York. Don't 
worry about it.") back at Lisa's place. 

Jennie would utter Lisa's name as though she was lacing it with 
annoyance and displeasure, but border it to pleading and maybe 
just enough hint of coaxing. She would drag the sound of the ‘a’ 


longer than necessary and end it with a pout and batting of her 
eyelashes. Reiterating her need to be heard or looked at, even when 
she was fully aware that Lisa was already listening and looking at 
her attentively. 

And every time, Lisa would laugh as a response and gave in. 
Because there was no way she could resist Jennie Kim. There was 
no way she could say no. Especially when Jennie was pouting like 
that beside her. Like a little girl who was ready to throw her 
tantrums, because she wasn't given the full attention that she was 
demanding. Brat!, Lisa would often say affectionately in her mind. 

"Look, Nini. I'm not going to abduct you or whatever. Okay?" Lisa 
said, steering the wheel towards the Dongjak Bridge, that would 
bring them across the other side of the Han River. "I just want to 
show you something. I've been thinking about it for a while now, 
actually. I thought you'd love it," she continued. 

"I wasn't worried about abduction, though," Jennie pointed out. "I 
was thinking that maybe you'd suddenly want to elope?" 

Of course, Jennie was kidding about eloping. Or the idea of 
eloping. Lisa could hear it from the way Jennie huffed and stifled a 
chuckle. She could see it with the way Jennie's brows were arch 
beautifully and teasingly because they both felt how Lisa stiffened 
on her seat at the sound of the word. 

It was absurd and hilarious, when she would think about it, Lisa 
told herself. She and Jennie leaving their lives behind them, eloping 
and embark on an adventure with just the two of them? Totally 
absurd. Although, it wasn't absurd when she did it alone years ago. 
Packed her things, secured her camera bag on her shoulder blades, 
booked a ticket to a random destination and started to realize her 
dream of becoming a photographer. But, it was a pretty good idea, 
nonetheless. The thought of them doing it together. Exciting, like a 
shot of chocomilk on her veins, that it had sent her pulse rate 
flying. 

"Oh, I might. One day," Lisa said after she had regained herself, 
trying to laugh off the persistent quickening of her pulse against her 
ears. Defeaning her momentarily. "If another broody Gucci guy will 
show up at my doorstep unannounced, that is," Lisa continued and 
imitated the way Jennie had huffed and stifled a chuckle. 

Which she did rather unsuccessfully. Because the way she heard 
herself, she knew she sounded like she was a wheezing otter. And 
Lisa could tell that Jennie could tell. Because the chaebol beside her 
shifted on her seat to fully face her. 

"Lili? You're not jealous of Kai, are you?" Jennie asked a little too 
not subtly. Gone were the huff and the arching of her brows. 

And even on the faint light provided by the lamp posts that 


they've passed by and the headlights of the cars that they met while 
crossing the bridge, Lisa could tell that Jennie looked serious and 
worried. She could tell it from the way Jennie's brows had creased, 
even when she wasn't entirely looking. 

"Why would I even?" Lisa replied nonchalantly. 

She could've said no to prevent the conversation from escalating 
and ultimately make herself a liar. Which she didn't because she 
wasn't. Lying, like how she was often told, was never her forte. 
Even if it was a small lie. Or a white lie. Or any lie. Her eyes would 
give her away, eventually. And a 'yes', on the other hand, would 
lead to another question, she was sure about it because Jennie Kim 
wasn't the type to just drop a conversation just because Lisa agrees. 
And so it would lead to another question. And another. And a series 
of questions about why she was jealous of a tall, broody guy wasn't 
what Lisa would want at the moment. It was hard enough that she 
had to keep a straight face when Jennie was looking at her intently 
right now. As though the chaebol was trying the read her mind. 

"That's definitely not an answer, but I guess that will do," Jennie 
said eventually and gave up from trying to coax to Lisa to bare the 
truth to her, by looking at her. "And there's really nothing to be 
jealous about, Lisa," she added. 

"Other than he's the guy that your mom chose as your husband- 
to-be, you mean?" Lisa blurted out before she could stop herself. 

The truth, like it had been said time and time again, would bite 
and sting you in the tongue eventually and would spill out on its 
own accord out of your mouth and into the world no matter how 
hard you would try to bury it down the slippery hollows of your 
esophagus. Especially when it was as bitter and acrid as jealousy. 

"Oh my god!" Jennie exhaled and shook her head. "No! Don't, 
Lisa. I've never been into guys. I told you that already. Never was 
and never will. And I already said no. About the marriage thing," 
Jennie said reassuringly. 

And to emphasized how serious she was about what she had just 
said, Jennie brought her both hands and closed it around Lisa's arm. 
It wasn't assertive enough, but it was enough to slightly pull Lisa's 
attention away from the road. Waiting for whatever was Lisa to say 
anything. 

"I'm not jealous," Lisa told Jennie when she took a side glance and 
forced herself a smile and returned her focus on the road. 

Flat lie. It was a flat lie and her insides were squirming. But she'd 
rather deal with the squirming of her internal organs than admitting 
to Jennie that she was, indeed, jealous of the tall, broody guy. 
Because, dude, who wouldn't? Especially when he was as beautiful as 
a perfectly molded centerpiece by a bored ancient Greek sculptor. 


Tall, broad, seamless, Gucci. 

Alright, so maybe the last part didn't have anything to do with 
the ancient Greek geniuses. But still, the expensive brand of 
clothing was screaming at her from all over Kang's--or was it Kai?-- 
whole being, whatever his name was. It was screaming of wealth, 
luxury and well, reputation. Things that she wasn't really aiming to 
achieve at the current stage of her life right now (except the last 
part, maybe) but definitely were the things that could help her 
propel in life in the long run. Besides-- 

"What about you and Bobby?" Jennie asked all so suddenly that it 
took every brain cells of Lisa to pull away from her own train of 
thoughts and wonder where did that come from--this sudden attack 
of unprecedented notion about her and her assistant? 

"What about me and Bobby?" Lisa inquired, blinking her eyes 
because the waves of shock from the sudden attack had not 
subdued yet. 

Jennie shrugged, like it was the most natural thing to do when 
being demanded an explanation about the sudden offensive she had 
initiated, and said, "He's cute-," and leaving her sentence hanging at 
the tip of her tongue. As if she was trying to tell Lisa that there was 
more to it than Bobby's cuteness but she wouldn't want to discuss it 
further unless Lisa will confirm or deny anything. 

"And totally annoying most of the time, too," Lisa said before 
Jennie could muster the will to finish her thoughts. "He doesn't 
know how to keep himself from invading my personal space a.k.a 
my lab and I have to keep reminding him to segregate the trash for 
the collection. Which, but the way, is a huge part of the deal and 
was clearly stated on his job description." 

"But why do you sound so defensive, Lili?" Jennie asked calmly. 

But there was humor underneath those words, beneath those 
calm, almost condescending tone of Jennie's voice, Lisa knew. Lisa 
could tell that Jennie was definitely only teasing her. Maybe to get 
even. Or probably to make her feel like Kang or Kai or whoever that 
was was never an issue to begin with. 

"I'm not," Lisa replied almost immediately. 

"I think he likes you," said Jennie with a pout. 

"He likes every girls," Lisa corrected her, realizing that the tables 
had turned. That the spotlight was now on her. Jennie had a gift of 
doing that, Lisa knew all along. 

"He's got his eyes on you," Jennie insisted. It was either she was 
trying to prove a point or simply teasing Lisa. 

And Lisa thought it was the latter. It definitely was the latter, she 
convinced herself, because what's there to prove, anyway? 

"He's got his eyes on every girls he meets, Jennie. You, included. 


In case you didn't notice," Lisa said and was quick to add, "But it 
isn't like he's looking at girls like, you know?--preys. No, I guess he's 
still just a boy trapped inside a man's body. Fascinated with the 
fancy and pretty things. But that doesn't mean he's a bad boy," she 
explained and wondered right after why she was trying to defend 
Bobby's honor now when in fact, she couldn't even count on her 
fingers the number of times she issued her assistant the termination 
banter. 

"So, he's a Casanova?" asked Jennie. 

"No, I don't think so," Lisa said, shaking her head. "He only looks 
but doesn't touch, Nini. And I know I'm sometimes mean to him 
because he's most of the time annoyingly intrusive, but I feel safe 
when he's around. He's like a brother to me." 

Jennie nodded and fell silent, contemplating on something. And 
Lisa thought, hopeful, even, that that was the end of it, the 'Bobby 
talks'. But, of course, Jennie wasn't done yet. There was still the 
next round of a series of questions to get to the bottom of whatever 
was bugging her mind. 

"But why him?" Jennie asked. 

"What do you mean?" Lisa asked back. 

"Nobody else applied for the position?" 

"There were a handful. But Bobby was the most qualified," Lisa 
replied truthfully and smirked, "Are you jealous?" she asked. 

"No. I'm just wondering," Jennie replied. "But what if, for the sake 
of argument, I am? What would you do about it, Lisa?" 

Lisa blinked twice before she took a side glance at Jennie and 
asked, "Do you really want to find out? Like, right now? Because I 
can pull over and--," 

"Hmmm. Tempting, but no," Jennie laughed and shook her pretty 
head. "I mean, no, you can't pull over. We can't pull over on a 
bridge, babe. It's a no-no. Unless, you want to get caught? Although, 
I would really want to find out," she said, shamelessly dropping all 
her pretenses that she wasn't liking where their conversation was 
heading. 

It's another thing between them, now that they had made it clear 
what they were feeling for each other. The sexy talks and the 
teasing. It was like their own dirty little secrets, something that they 
could talk about without feeling inhibited. 

"Getting caught while demonstrating why you shouldn't be 
jealous of Bobby or anyone I'm associated with is actually a good 
idea, Jennie. Because that would be, like, the highlight of my 
career," Lisa said and laughed 

"Shut up, Lisa," Jennie said, flustered, and asked again, "Where 
are we going?" 


"It's a surprise," Lisa replied, still laughing. 

"And you won't give out any clues?" Jennie inquired. 

Lisa shook her head. "I'm bad at giving out clues. I might as well 
tell you about it straightforward and spoil the whole thing. Besides, 
we're almost there," Lisa said and stepped on the gas pedal to 
accelerate their speed a little more. 

She brought Jennie to a place called Banpo Hangang Park, 
located at the southern side of the Han River. Where one can enjoy 
the panoramic views of Seoul, which looked breathtaking during 
the night. What with the skyline of the cityscapes and the city lights 
laid before their eyes at a distance. The Golden 63 building could 
also be seen at the distance from the west side and the iconic N 
Seoul Tower and the Namsan Park at the northern side of the park. 
And at the farthest of the park was the Sebit Dungdungseon, where 
the structures around it were colorfully illuminated by lights. But it 
wasn't because of that that Lisa brought Jennie there. 

"So, you brought me to a park at eight in the evening because?" 
Jennie started as Lisa turned the engine off. 

"Because I wanted to show you something," Lisa replied. 

"Can we rent a bike? Are we renting a bike?" Jennie inquired 
rather excitedly when she saw a stream of people pedaling away in 
front of them at the designated bicycle paths. Most of them were 
kids wrapped in thick clothing to protect them from the biting cold. 

Lisa laughed and said, "We can. But no, we're not. Unless you 
want to. Do you want to?" she asked. 

Jennie contemplated for a moment and then said, "I think I want 
to. I really do, Lisa. But that would mean we might be late for 
Chaeng's set later." 

"I really appreciate it that you're putting the Chipmunk's show on 
your priority list right now. It really means so much to me, Jennie," 
Lisa said, looking genuinely touched by Jennie's thoughtfulness. 

"That's because I'm a fan, Lili. I really love it when Chaeng sings. 
She sounds like an angel. Besides, she's your bestfriend and I'm her 
friend now. We have to be there on time. I'm sure you don't want to 
miss her set," said Jennie. 

"Yes, I don't," Lisa agreed and chuckled. "She will definitely kill 
me if do." 

"Me, too. So, what's this thing you want to show me about?" 

Instead of talking, Lisa quietly drove towards the farthest end of 
the park. She parked just a few meters away from the edge that 
they could see the peaceful waters of the Han River below, 
reflecting the bright citylights from the other side of the river and 
from the tall lampposts erected strategically around the Banpo 
Hangang Park. She chose a spot which was dimly-lit. The reason 


behind it was so that Jennie could clearly see what she wanted her 
to see. 

"Come on," Lisa said after she turned the engine off and started to 
unbuckle her seatbelt. Jennie did the same. 

And when they were both done, Lisa stepped outside the car, 
Jennie followed suit and together they sat at the Impala's hood. 
Shoulders and arms scraping against each other. Unintentionally 
trying to create friction to waft off the cold air between them. 

"Look over there," Lisa told Jennie, pointing her long, slender 
forefinger at the long stretch of a double-decker girder bridge 
before them, called the Banpo Bridge, that connected the districts of 
Seocho and Yongsan. 

Jennie obediently heeded. She sat erectedly on her spot, hands 
tucked between her knees to find comfort against the biting cold 
and looking over at the bridge Lisa had pointed to her. 

"What am I supposed to be looking at exactly?" Jennie asked with 
curiosity. 

"Wait for it," Lisa answered and joined Jennie in waiting. 

Jennie waited anticipatedly. She was even craning her neck at 
some point to see what she was supposed to be seeing, but none 
came. The bridge looked nothing extraordinary, except that it was 
long. Probably the longest bridge that she had ever seen. 

Tall lampposts were aligned with each other at both sides of the 
bridge. Vehicles were cruising above it and the Han River looked 
peaceful under it. The footings and the pillars that were holding the 
bridge together were illuminated with bright yellow lights. 

And after a moment of waiting in vain, Jennie Kim grew 
impatient. She steered on her seat and turned to face Lisa. She was 
close to asking Lisa if whether she was supposed to be looking at 
the bridge or the water under it when she saw something at the 
corner of her eyes. 

"Lisa, what--OH MY GOD! IT'S A RAINBOW!" Jennie shrieked 
excitedly and brought her hands to her mouth. Her cat-like eyes 
dilated to the size Lisa had never thought it could possibly reach 
due to extreme happiness. 

The impatience in Jennie's voice was ultimately drowned by the 
excitement that she felt the moment she saw that the water had 
started shooting and sprouting the side of the bridge facing them, 
towards the river below. Illuminated by colorful LED lights the 
color of a rainbow, the water sprouts had created a colorful display, 
dancing like a fountain. Dancing along to a tune the both Jennie 
and Lisa could barely hear. But that glitch didn't matter because it 
was a beautiful sight. 

"I remember you telling me it's your favorite color," Lisa said. She 


was grinning from ear to ear while staring at Jennie because a 
happy and excited Jennie Kim was a sight to behold, every time. 

"Oh my god, Lisa! Yes, it is! It's so beautiful!" Jennie gushed and 
swooned and jumped from the hood to plant herself in front of Lisa. 
"Thank you, Lili!" she said and brought her arms around Lisa's neck. 

"Do you like it?" Lisa asked after the hug. Her hands were resting 
on Jennie's hips. 

Jennie showed her happy, gummy smile and nodded jovially. "I 
love it!" she proclaimed and leaned forward to give Lisa a peck on 
the lips. "And I love you!" 

"I love you, too," Lisa replied with a smile and pulled Jennie 
closer for a kiss. 

They were parked away from everyone else, on a secluded and 
dimly-lit spot. And so they did not stop to worry about being seen. 
Or to worry about anything at all. Because the only thing that 
mattered in the world at the moment was them--was each other, 
together--sharing an intimate kiss by the Han River, overlooking the 
rainbow fountain. It was perfect. 

They were in love. They were madly in love with each other. 
That part was pretty much too obvious already that no one could 
ever refute and refuse to believe it. Even when they were both of 
the same gender. Even when they were from different races and 
ethnicity. They were in love. That it didn't matter to them if more 
than half the population of South Korea would not approve of the 
kind of love that they have for each other. And it certainly did not 
matter that Jennie was now a head of a conglomerate, a chaebol 
daughter. A person from the higher echelon of the society. None of 
that would matter anymore. Because they were in love. And love 
could see past all that. Because love would never judge. 

And that fact alone was the reason why the men inside a parked 
vehicle few meters away from Jennie and Lisa hesitated to decide 
on something. 

"Should we call her?" one of them asked his companions, but 
none of them could seem to move and make the call. 

They had been tailing the Impala all the way from Hongdae. They 
were there the whole time. On standby. Incognito, like they were 
ordered to do. Patiently waiting and observing, like how they 
should. Their car, dark, black and tinted, was parked at a 
convenient distance from the two women so that they would not 
attract any attention, especially from the Lady Kim. Because it was 
common knowledge to them that the Lady Jennie Kim could spot 
the likes of them even from a distance. 

"It's definitely her eyes. Nothing can ever passed unnoticed by those 
cat-like eyes," one of their seniors from the agency had said once 


upon a time, after when they tried to tail the Kim daughter in the 
busy and crowded streets of New York and was cornered and busted 
by their Lady Kim outside a cheap convenience store along 
Lafayette Street, when the young Kim was still a university student 
in The Big Apple some years ago. 

"What do we tell her?" one of them from the backseat asked. They 
all were looking anywhere but at the two women kissing under the 
dimly-lit lamppost. 

They felt hot in the face. They were too ashamed of themselves to 
even admit that they had just witnessed the Lady Kim, their Lady 
Kim, sharing intimate moments with another woman. They all 
agreed, although none of them had ever spoken about it out loud, 
that it was a mistake to even think about the Lady Kim in a position 
deemed intimate and private. And then they saw it. The hugs and 
kisses being shared and affections being displayed a little too non- 
discreetly on a public place. They had broken an unspoken rule. 
And now, they weren't sure anymore if whether they should stay 
and do their job or leave the place and leave their Lady Kim alone, 
in the company of the tall, beautiful, Barbie-looking woman. 

"Don't call her. We are not in the position to tell her what we had 
just witnessed," one of them said, there was authority on his voice. 
He was sitting on the passenger's seat. "And never tell anyone about 
this, either. Do you understand me? We're here to protect Lady Kim. 
Not to tell tales." 

"This could get ugly. If anyone will find out that Lady Kim is 
involved with another woman--," 

"That's why we're here. We have to ensure that no one will know 
about this. Remember what the late Chairman Kim had said: 
"Protect my precious Ruby. Ensure her happiness above everything else." 
I have never seen her this happy in all the years that I have spent 
tailing her. Maybe this is the moment that the late Chairman Kim 
was talking about," Mr. Young, the Kim family's head of security, 
said while looking at his boss' daughter laughing with the Thai 
photographer, while trying to pose for a picture. The *Rainbow 
Fountain show was serving as her backdrop. 

The four of them fell in consensus silence. Their eyes were on the 
two women, especially at their Lady Kim who was now giggling and 
running giddily, chasing the tall blond, despite the cold night. They 
had never seen her so free-spirited. It was a pure joy to watch, 
knowing how their Lady Kim had put up a cold exterior all these 
years, especially after the passing of the late Chairman Kim. They 
felt contented knowing that, for tonight, they had done their job 
well. 

"Do you still want to rent a bike? Or should we now head back to 


Hongdae?" Lisa asked when they both dropped on the concrete 
pavement, not minding the dusts and the dirt, panting and 
laughing, after they played a few rounds of "Catch Me" and took 
pictures. 

"Can we just stay here forever?" Jennie replied dreamily. 

"On this pavement? No, we can't. We need a mat for that. And 
wicker baskets for Leo and Luca--," 

"And kennels for Kai and Kuma. But they hate kennels. They 
prefer strollers. And Kai is getting older, so he'd probably choose to 
stay home," Jennie said, laughing. 

Lisa raised a brow. "Kai?" she inquired casually. 

"It's the name of the family dog. He's elderly and prefers to just 
stay indoor nowadays," Jennie explained. "The name still stings?" 
she then asked Lisa, her brows wriggling, teasing the blond. 

"Can we just refer the Gucci guy by another name? So I won't 
confuse him and the elderly dog," said Lisa. 

"Okay. We'll call him Jongin, then, if ever we have to talk about 
him in the future. That's his birth name. Jisoo told me," Jennie 
added the last two lines after she saw how Lisa's eyebrows were 
hitching higher and practically hiding behind the meticulously 
combed fringe. 

Lisa only hummed a non-committal "Hmmm" as a response. 

"Thank you, Lili. Thank you for bringing me here. For spoiling 
me. My heart is so full right now," she said as she rolled over to her 
side to face Lisa. 

"Are we on Appreciation Hour already? Because I think it's still 
too early for that," Lisa jokingly said, but smiled anyway. 

"You're always appreciated, Lisa. Every second, of every minute, 
of every hour, 24/7. No Appreciation Hour needed. And I love you," 
Jennie said and ended her words with a peck on Lisa's check. 

"I love you, too," Lisa replied. 

"I know, babe. Now, let's get going before Chaeng will kill you. 
I've seen her mad. It's already enough that Chu had been the latest 
subject of that kind of rage," Jennie said, dusting herself off after 
she had pushed herself up from the cold pavement. "Come on," she 
told Lisa, offered her hand and helped Lisa to stand up. 

"What do you think will happen to them, by the way? Given that 
Jisoo had kissed the Chipmunk?" Lisa asked. 

"I don't know. But as long as they won't kill each other, Lisa. 
That's all that matters," Jennie said and they both laughed as they 
head back inside the car. 

Lisa maneuvered her car towards the exit of the Banpo Hangang 
Park. She and Jennie were both oblivious to the fact that another 
car was also heading towards that direction. Tailing them at a 


convenient distance. And the car that was tailing them was also 
oblivious to the fact that another car was also tailing behind them. 
To anyone who would take the time to look and notice, they'd 
probably look like they were forming a convoy. With Lisa's Impala 
on the front, the dark Sedan of Jennie's incognito security group in 
the middle and the unknown black SUV on the rear. 
But the third car was not bearing the Kim Group insignia. 


Chapter 37 


Her elbows were resting on the shiny, spotless countertop. Her 
chin was propped up, nestled between her knuckles. Her mind was 
elsewhere, everywhere. And by everywhere, she meant that 
particular nanosecond it took for a kiss to happened. It was so swift, 
light and so quick, she didn't even know it was happening until it 
was over. 

Jisoo released another sigh. Her many for the night. Long, 
dragging, somewhat sounding irritable but short from the usual 
sharp huff at the tail of it. Never had she ever been in a situation 
where logic failed her. It was frustrating. 

She could hear all the sound around her. The clinking of the glass 
bottles and shot glasses. The chatters and laughters. The high 
giggles from the girls being teased by the boys they were with. The 
sound of the instruments harmonizing with one another. The sound 
of Chaeyoung's rich velvety voice singing: 

Confession 
I've got my own questions 
About how we make each other make 
Bad decisions 
But there's some kind of precision 
In both our thinking 
I know when I'm faking 
And this ain't like it 
I'm saying what you're saying 

Every sound she could hear was muffled. It was like she was 
enclosed in a huge plastic bubble. In fact, if she hadn't known 
exactly what was happening around her, she might have just settled 
with the idea that there was a colony of bee flying and buzzing 
around her, swarming inside her plastic bubble. 

She was pulled away from that loop of nanosecond event inside 
her head when she heard a rather loud banging in front of her. 
Solid against solid. Jisoo jumped a little on her seat when Chahee, 
the bartender who was still obviously resenting Jisoo's presence 
judging by the look on her face, slammed the tall glass of bluish 
with a tinge of pink cocktail, in front of her. 

"T-thanks," Jisoo said weakly. She didn't mean to stutter. But 
there was something intimidating with the way the bartender's eyes 


were piercing on her. So, she asked, "What?" 

"I don't know what's happening but I should let you know that I 
still don't trust you," Chahee said. Her arms were stretched in front 
of her, hands resting on the edge of the cold countertop, supporting 
the weight of her body. "But Chaeng told me to attend to you while 
you're here, so here's your drink. Let me know if you need 
anything." 

Jisoo heard Chahee loud and clear. But out of all the words that 
the bartender had said, Jisoo had only caught two words and it had 
sent her already-haywired brain into another level of panic. 

"Chaeng? Happened?" Jisoo blinked, like those two words were a 
taboo, pulling her away from her own reverie. She shook her head 
absent-mindedly and said, "No! Nothing happened between me and 
Chaeng. I swear!" 

Chahee eyes squinted and directed rather unabashed straight 
through Jisoo's eyes. 

"Where did you and Chaeng go? And why is she tipsy when the 
two of you came back earlier?" the pretty bartender asked. Her 
long, silky hair was tied in high ponytail, the ends of it cascaded on 
her spine. She looked like a Korean chick sidekicking another chick 
from some badass movie. 

"We had dinner. She drank all the wine. I tried to stop her," Jisoo 
explained, although she didn't know exactly why she need to do 
that. Not at Chahee, most especially. 

"And?" Chahee was coaxing her. 

"And...then...nothing," Jisoo replied slowly, curving her tone a 
little on the end before she took a long sip of her cocktail, making 
her sound and looked unsure that nothing had happened that it 
only made Chahee looked more suspicious. 

"Why are you here?" Chahee asked rather rudely, although she 
didn't mean it to sound that way. 

And Jisoo took no offense. Because she was also wondering that, 
herself, and had been asking the same question to herself for quite 
sometime now. 

"Chaeyoung invited me," Jisoo said, instead of saying that she 
didn't know. Because that would only raise more suspicion from 
Chahee. And because what else was she supposed to say? 

"Huh!" Chahee huffed and straightened up her stance, obviously 
unconvinced. She eyed Jisoo conspicuously before saying, "You hate 
each other," in a matter-of-fact tone, raising her eyebrows the 
raven-haired beauty. 

"Do we?" Jisoo asked, but not in a manner that might aggravate 
Chahee further. But in a way that which made her sound like it was 
a 'yes' but wasn't sure what happened with that mutual hate, either. 


"What the heck is happening?" Chahee demanded again, but with 
less conviction on her voice this time but giving no room for Jisoo 
to respond when she saw a familiar pair striding towards them. 
"Oh! Hey, Lisa! Hi, Jennie!" she greeted the new arrivals and 
prompted Jisoo to turn around on her seat. 

Indeed, there was Jennie and Lisa. Walking hand in hand, 
beaming and glowing as they did so. 

Lisa was wearing a pair of tight denim pants that was ripped on 
the hems, black stiletto that made her look taller than she already 
was, a cropped top knitted wool cardigan and a white undershirt 
underneath it. Her long hair was swaying lazily behind her. A 
Barbie, Jisoo thought. 

Jennie, meanwhile, was still wearing her Saturday office attire. 
An expensive pair of black suit and a white long-sleeved turtleneck 
under the suit jacket. But unlike Lisa, Jennie decided to ditched her 
stiletto in exchange for a pair of classic white Converse, that made 
her look minute compared to Lisa's gigantic height. Jennie wore the 
Converse like slippers, Jisoo noticed and it made her smirk. Classic 
Jendeuk, she told herself. 

"Hey, Chahee! It's good to see you!" Jennie greeted back, showing 
her gummy smile ro the bartender before she took a leap forward to 
flung herself at the bewildered and waiting Jisoo Kim. "CHU!" 
Jennie screamed happily when she wrapped her arms around her 
bestfriend's neck. 

"Hi, Chu!" Lisa greeted Jennie's bestfriend. Which Jisoo responded 
with a jovial "Hey, Lisa!" but sounded like she was already choking 
from Jennie's hold. 

"Aigoo, Jendeuk! I can't breathe!" Jisoo complained but a huge 
smile was painted on her face and embraced Jennie back as tight as 
she could. 

It was evident how both women were ecstatic to see each other 
again, that both Chahee and Lisa concluded separately on their 
minds, as they were looking at and listening to Jennie and Jisoo 
fussing about each other's non-existent flaws, that it was probably 
natural for the two women to choke each other to death whenever 
they miss the other. Lisa wondered if it was a chaebol thing. 

Lisa was the first to pull her eyes away from the two women 
beside her and turned to the bar. Her doe eyes scanning the variety 
of bottles of different sizes and shapes lining up at the shelf behind 
Chahee. 

"Chahee-ssi! Can I have the usual, please?" asked Lisa expectantly 
and took the high stool next to Jisoo. The two women beside her 
were still busy cooing and now complaining how they both looked 
different from a week's worth of not seeing each other. 


"Did you mean chocomilk?" Chahee smirked. 

"I seriously hate you right now," Lisa said in a deadpan voice, 
which earned her a chuckle and a wink from the bartender, and 
turned to watch the Chipmunk from afar who was singing: 

I wanna be free 
I see it in you 
I know you see it in me 

"I won't give you anything other than lemonade, Lisa. Because the 
last time the four of you were here and got drunk together, it was 
pandemonium," they heard Chahee said. 

Jisoo halted from sipping her cocktail. Jennie pouted, as if 
offended by the idea of her involvement in a pandemonium but 
made no comment because she really was present in such a 
situation some weeks ago. Lisa raised her hands in front of her and 
laughed, because the memory that Chahee was talking about was 
now something that she could only laugh about. Although, it didn't 
seem funny when it happened. Especially when it was her fault why 
it happened in the first place. 

"And your bestfriend was swaying on her every steps and would 
burst into a fit of giggles when she walked back in earlier. Tipsy," 
Chahee continued after assessing the three's reaction and turned her 
gaze on Lisa. "So, no. No alcohol for you tonight, Lalisa," she said, 
shaking her head. 

"What?" Lisa asked, her doe eyes doubled the size, her mouth was 
gaping open and craned her neck to try to take a better look at her 
bestfriend on the stage. "Why? What happened to the Chipmunk?" 
she inquired. 

Chahee shrugged and said, "Ask her," nodding her head towards 
Jisoo's direction. "They walked back in together. I honestly don't 
know what's happening anymore." 

Jennie, Lisa and Chahee fixed their eyes on Jisoo. They were 
looking expectantly; Chahee, especially. Lisa looked more curious 
and Jennie was smirking. But all three were imploring. 

Jisoo stood up and closed her hand around Jennie's wrist. The 
spotlight was too much for her to bear at the moment. She felt the 
need to get away before she would explode. 

"Hey, Lisa? Can I borrow Jendeukie? I just need to talk to her in 
private," Jisoo said addressing the blond. 

Lisa was taken aback for being asked and said, "Of course, Chu. 
Yeah, sure. Go ahead." 

"We'll be right back," Jennie told Lisa and offered the blond a 
wink before allowing Jisoo to pull her away from both Chahee and 
Lisa and led her outside the Orange, away from the noise. Away 
from everyone else. 


"Where are we going?" Jennie asked, as Jisoo led her towards the 
park Rover few meters away from the Orange's premise. "Chu, we 
can't leave yet." 

"We're not leaving. I just have to tell you something," Jisoo 
replied. 

"What is it? Did something happen?" Jennie asked as soon as 
Jisoo had released her and they were both standing beside Jisoo's 
car, concern was all over her face. 

"She kissed me! She kissed me to get even, Jendeukie. That's what 
she said after she did it," Jisoo hissed, arms linked across her chest. 

"Who? Not Chaeng, of course?" she asked. And when Jisoo 
offered no confirmation nor denial, she brought her hands to her 
mouth and said, "Oh my god! Chaeng kissed you?!" she asked 
loudly, due to extreme shock and excitement. 

Jisoo brough her hand to Jennie's mouth to cover it, 'shh-ing' her 
bestfriend as she did so, in fear of being overheard. 

"That woman is tormenting me! I swear to God I almost dropped 
dead when she kissed me in the middle of a full-house restaurant. In 
the middle of all those people, Jendeukie! She's crazy!" 

"Okay, Chu. But why are you whispering?" Jennie asked when 
Jisoo uncovered her mouth, unable to hide the smile that was 
slowly creeping on the corners of her mouth. 

But Jisoo was still not done yet. She was livid. She was fuming. 
Perhaps thag was the reason why she was remotely silent and 
unable to think straight after it happened. Because she was livid 
and she didn't had anyone to talk to about it. 

"Okay'? Okay?! That's the only thing you can come up with, Ruby 
Jane? Really? This is a serious matter!" Jisoo ranted. 

And only then that Jennie realized how bad it was and that it 
wasn't the time for teasing. Not when Jisoo was breathing and 
spitting fire on her. As if it was her fault that Jisoo had a dose of 
her own medicine. 

"Chu, I know. Alright? I'm sorry. Please, calm down," Jennie said 
and reassured her bestfriend that she was on her side by gently 
squeezing Jisoo's forearm. "But I still don't understand why you're 
whispering, Jisoo Kim? Are we suppose to be talking about this 
matter in whispers?" 

Jisoo sighed and slowly shook her head. "No," she said. "But I 
don't know what's happening." 

"Well, how about you tell me what happened, Chu? From the 
beginning," Jennie suggested. "But maybe we should get inside the 
car? Because we both don't want to die from hypothermia tonight." 

Jisoo agreed and took her keys out. Once they settled inside the 
comfort of her car, she went about and told Jennie what happened. 


From the beginning, as Jennie had suggested. Jennie was listening 
with rapt attention. She started by telling Jennie how she had been 
restless and anxious for the last week, contemplating about whether 
she should drop by the Orange and talk to Chaeyoung Park to 
apologize for what she had done or not. The former won, of course. 

"You know me, Jendeukie. I can't have my peace knowing that I 
did something wrong and not make up for it," Jisoo said ruefully 
and Jennie nodded because she knew Jisoo well. 

"I know, Chu. You're always the first to apologize. Even when you 
know that you're not at fault. I understand," said Jennie 
reassuringly. "So, what happened next?" 

Jisoo resumed telling her tale and told Jennie how she ended up 
of the Orange, parked her car exactly where they were situated at 
the moment and how it took every inch of her to fight the urge to 
turn around and just "let bygones be bygones, right?" Jisoo said. 
"And then Lisa arrived..." 

That part of the tale made Jennie's face lit up when she heard 
Lisa's name. She was smiling widely from ear to ear and almost 
laughed out loud when Jisoo told her how Lisa was eyeing the two 
of them--Jisoo and Chaeng--conspicuously at some point. "Because 
Chaeyoung stopped me from leaving," said Jisoo. 

"She has that habit," Jennie said, laughing, pertaining to how Lisa 
would often look at her with those soft, round of hers with a mix of 
curiosity and suspicious whenever the opportunity would arise. 

"It was unnerving," Jisoo pointed out. 

"It is," Jennie agreed, but was laughing softly. "And annoying, 
most of the time. So, what happened next?" Jennie asked. 

"We had dinner," Jisoo said. And she went on telling Jennie the 
series of events that took place in Ciuri Ciuri, in chronological 
order. 

Chaeng looking around. Chaeng saying that was weird. Chaeng 
looking around. Chaeng saying that was weird. Chaeng looking 
around again. Chaeng saying-- 

"Is there any significance as to why you need to specifically tell 
me that particular part of the event, Chu? Because, you know?--we 
can skip the third time that Chaeyoung said it was weird? It will 
save us the time," Jennie suggested. 

"You told me to tell you what happened from the beginning!" 
Jisoo argued. 

"I know I did! But what does Chaeng's looking around and saying 
it was weird, whatever it was that she thought was weird, for I don't 
how how many times, have to do with this story you're trying to tell 
me?" 

"Everything, Jendeuk! Because I think it was during those times 


that she was scheming things inside her head to get even to me," 
Jisoo said hotly. 

"That's honestly--," 

"And then she asked me if I like her!" Jisoo blurted out to shut 
Jennie up and stop her from interjecting. "She asked me if I like her, 
because she heard me telling her I kinda like her after I kissed her 
that night--," 

"Do you like her, Chu?" Jennie interjected. 

"That's beside the point, Jendeuk!" Jisoo replied hotly. Anyway, 
she said I have to give it back or she'd take it back. I didn't 
understand what she was talking about until she did it. And then it 
happened. She kissed me in front of all those people and I didn't 
realize it was happening until it was over!" Jisoo said breathlessly. 

"Whoa! Chaeng really did that?" 

"And then she told me we're even. She was sitting there right in 
front of me, drinking the wine, smirking at me!" Jisoo concluded 
the tale. "And then we returned here. It was so awkward because 
people kept looking at us because that--that crazy woman kept on 
giggling. I had to shut her up everytime." 

"Aww, Chu! Come here," Jennie cooed and pulled Jisoo to a hug. 

"Why are you hugging me? This isn't the time for hugs, Ruby 
Jane! What if Dad finds out? What if they will find out? We'll be 
dead, Jennie Kim. They'll take over everything!" Jisoo protested, but 
gave in to the hug, anyway. Because she needed it. 

"I missed you, too, Chu," Jennie said jokingly. She was chuckling 
when she let Jisoo go. 

"Did you hear me? We'll be dead, Jendeuk. We'll be stripped off 
from everything. I can't do that to my father," Jisoo said, on the 
verge of crying. 

"No, they won't, Chu. I am the President. I'm never gonna allow 
that to happen. I promise!" Jennie said with conviction. "Now that 
we're talking--you know you could've swung by the office just once, 
right? But you didn't," she pouted. 

"Your mother said not to disturb you on your first week," Jisoo 
replied. 

Jennie looked genuinely shock and asked, "Really? She told you 
that?" 

Jisoo shook her head and said, "No. Not personally, at least. She 
said it in passing. And my Dad, too. Basically everyone in the 
family. And you know what offended me the most, Jennie Kim? It 
was the idea that everyone thinks I'm a bad influence to you when 
in fact it's the other way around." 

"Excuse me? What's that supposed to mean?" Jennie demanded. 

"You've rubbed the gay powder or whatever gayness it was you 


had acquired when you met Lisa, on me, Jendeukie. This is your 
fault!" Jisoo said grouchily. 

But Jennie could only laugh and said, "See? This is why you 
should've swung by the office, Chu. We could've talked about." 

"I shouldn't have come here to apologize in the first place. I did it 
twice already and it only made things worst. It was a bad idea," 
Jisoo said and let out a sigh. 

"But you're still here, Chu," Jennie pointed out. 

"That's because she didn't want me to leave," Jisoo argued. 

"But you have a choice, though?" Jennie argued back. 

"I--okay, fine. I didn't want to leave," Jisoo admitted. 

"And thank God you didn't leave. Or I wouldn't see you," Jennie 
said with a pout. "So, how did it go?" she then asked. 

"How did what go?" 

"The kiss?" Jennie replied and smiled because she could still 
remember what it felt like when the drunk Lisa had grabbed her by 
the nape and kissed her for the first time. "Was it everything you 
imagined?" 

"First of all, I did not imagine kissing her again. The first time was 
a mistake. Okay? And secondly, I think it was better than the first. 
She definitely knows how to kiss," Jisoo said and groaned after. 
Which made Jennie laugh. 

And when all their laughters had subsided, Jennie took Jisoo's 
hand and said, "Hey, Chu? Don't worry about it, okay? They will 
never find out. But if they will, they'll have to get to me first before 
they can get you and your family. I promise. Okay?" 

Jisoo nodded. "Okay." 

"Now let's get back inside. I miss my Lili already," Jennie said. 


Meanwhile, inside the Orange, Lisa had already given up from 
trying to convince Chahee and Jiyeon to give her anything other 
than lemonade. And so, she settled with her lemonade, albeit 
sullenly, which Jiyeon insisted that it was a special lemonade only 
made for her. Which definitely was a lie because it was the same 
lemonade that Chahee would give her every time. 

"So, you and Jennie, huh?" Jiyeon asked out of the blue. 

"Is it official now, Lis?" Chahee butted in. 

It seemed like the two women had been waiting for the 
opportune to ask her that question, Lisa thought. 

"We haven't talked about it yet," Lisa replied. "We want to take it 
slow." 

"But you're like a thing now?" Jiyeon inquired. 

"You can say that, Jieyon. But is that even like a definition of 
something? A thing?" Lisa chuckled. "I think we're exclusively 


dating now." 

"Are you happy, Lisa?" Chahee asked. 

"Yeah. Yeah, I am. Jennie... She makes me feel a lot of things. She 
makes me do things I don't normally do. That's weird. I feel weird 
whenever I'm with her. Like, a good kind of weird?" 

"Good. That's good to hear, Lis. I'm happy for you. We're all 
happy for you," said Chahee and both women beamed at her. 

"Chaeng, too?" Lisa asked. 

"You do know she loves you, right? And she'll do everything to 
make you happy, Lisa," Jiyeon told Lisa. "So, yes. She is." 

"Are you worried?" Chahee asked. 

"A little," Lisa replied. "I don't want her to hate me like the last 
time." 

"She didn't and she won't. I assure you, she won't," Chahee said 
reassuringly. 

"Hey, Lis? Did Jennie brought anyone else with her tonight?" 
Jiyeon asked. 

"What do you mean?" Lisa asked. 

"I mean, I heard she's a big shot. What with some Gucci guy 
showing up at your place, presenting to be her driver and 
everything." 

"Wait! How did you--?" 

"Chaeng told us. She thought it was funny how you were kinda 
jealous of some Gucci guy. She said it was the first time she saw 
you reacting to someone like that," Chahee said and shared a 
chuckle with Jiyeon. 

"I wasn't jealous!" Lisa said hotly. She could strangle the 
Chipmunk for this. 

"You definitely look like you are right now, though," Jiyeon 
insisted. 

"I definitely am not," Lisa insisted, too. 

"You're definitely not a good liar, Lisa," Jiyeon chuckled. 

"So, anyway," Chahee interjected before the two could reach 
other's neck. "Did Jennie, maybe, brought security with her tonight, 
Lisa?" 

"No. I don't think so," Lisa answered. "I mean, I don't know. 
Why?" 

"I don't think I've seen them here before," Chahee saud, nodding 
her head towards the direction two tables away from the door. 

"I noticed they keep on looking at you, Lis. Eversince they got 
here," Jiyeon said. 

Lisa turned her head towards the table that both Chahee and 
Jiyeon were looking at. She saw a group of men in black suits, who 
were suddenly compelled to avoid each other's eyes because they 


knew that Lisa and the two bartenders were looking at them. 

"Somebody's checking out the Shutterbug? Is that still news?" 
Chaeyoung Park asked teasingly upon her arrival, pulling Lisa's 
attention away from the group of MIB. 

"Hi, Chipmunk!" Lisa greeted her bestfriend and planted a kiss on 
the redhead's cheek. 

"Hey, Shutterbug! Who's checking you out?" Chaeyoung asked as 
she took Lisa's lemonade and drunk it in one go. 

"Nobody. Are you okay? Is the set done?" Lisa asked, looking with 
concern at her bestfriend who was gleaming in sweat and flushed in 
the face and without a doubt tipsy, like what Chahee had said, the 
way Chaeyoung's eyes were somewhat droopy. 

"I'm fine. We haven't even started yet, though. It was just a 
preview," Chaeng answered Lisa's queries and asked "Where is she?" 

"Who? Jennie? She went outs--," 

"No. Jisoo. Where is she?" Chaeng asked, sounding a bit impatient 
and was now addressing Chahee, who was currently exchanging 
quizzical looks with Lisa. 

"Uhm, she and Jennie went outside to talk some things in 
private," Lisa provided the answer. "Why are you looking for her, 
Chipmunk?" 

"Why shouldn't I be looking for her? She's my guest, Shutterbug," 
Chaeng replied with a chuckle and asked for another glass of cold 
lemonade. 

"There they are," Jiyeon said, nodding towards the entrance. 

There was something strange about the way Jennie was 
containing her smile and Jisoo shooting furtive and worried side- 
glances towards Jennie, Lisa noticed, as the two raven-haired 
women strided back inside the bar and walked together towards 
them. 

"Hi," Jennie greeted Lisa softly and went straight beside her, 
linking their fingers together and greeted the red-haired beauty. 
"Hi, Chaeng!" 

"Hey, Jennie! It's great to see you again. You really shouldn't be 
gone too long next time," Chaeyoung said, laughing, now enjoying 
another glass of ice-cold lemonade. 

"Why is that?" Jennie asked curiously. 

"This idiot can't function well when she misses you," Chaeyoung 
replied and smirked at Lisa. 

"That's not entirely true, Jennie. I've been busy at the lab," Lisa 
told the woman beside her, whose expensive perfume was seeping 
through her nostrils. It was highly addictive. 

"And you're not a good liar," Chaeyoung told Lisa and signaled 
the band on the podium to hushed and stop from playing. "Anyway, 


now that we're all here, together. I have some announcement to 
make," she said loudly, taking the attention of everyone around 
them. 

"What's going on?" Lisa asked her bestfriend. 

"Jisoo and I are dating," Chaeyoung Park proclaimed, wrapping 
her arm around Jisoo's shoulder as she said so. 

"WHAT?!" Everyone around them yelled in unison. 

Chahee and Jiyeon's mouth both fell open. A-yeon shouted, "Let's 
go, lesbians!" behind her drumset, raising a fist in the air. Ji-In and 
Jin-Ah were speechless because they did not see that coming. Lisa 
was looking back and forth at Jisoo, who stiffened and went pale on 
her spot, who seemed like she was holding her breath, to Chaeng, 
who had that smug, victorious look on her face, looking pleased 
with herself and to Jennie whose cat-like eyes were averting from 
Jisoo to Chaeng, undecided whether she should fake a laugh or fake 
a pout and settled to biting the lower lid of her lip. 

"Is this some kind of a prank?" Lisa asked to no one in particular. 

As if on cue, the crowd erupted in cheers, applause and whistle 
until silence fell upon them, yet again, when Jisoo fainted and 
suddenly dropped to the floor. 

"Jesus!" Jennie was the first to drop her knees and knelt beside 
Jisoo, shaking her bestfriend's shoulders as she did so. "Chu! Wake 
up, Chu!" 

Lisa followed suit. Chaeyoung took her leather jacket off and used 
it to fan Jisoo's face. Everyone else gathered around them, trying to 
get a glimpse of the center of the commotion. 

Chahee was scrambling to find something on the drawers that 
could help them revive Jisoo. Jiyeon was joined by Chaeyoung's 
band members and all they could do was watch and formed a 
human barricade around Jisoo, Jennie, Lisa and Chaeyoung to 
prevent the people from pushing their way towards them. 

The group of men in black suits scrambled to their seats and 
quickly stood up to went and help Jisoo. One of them aggressively 
pushed his way towards where Jisoo was lying and the other two 
were snatching every devices from every person's hands who was 
trying to take a photo of what was going on. 

"What's going on?" Jiyeon asked when she saw how swift and 
efficient the MIB were moving and trying to contain the situation 
from getting out of hand. 

"Miss Kim? Miss Kim! Call an ambulance! Now!" the man, who 
looked just a few years older than Jisoo, was now barking orders to 
the other MIB when even he couldn't wake Jisoo up. 

"We'll take care of her Lady Kim. Don't worry," he then assured 
Jennie. 


"Kim? You and Jisoo are both Kim?" Lisa asked Jennie. 

"Are you and Jisoo related?" Chaeyoung asked, now looking 
sober. 

But Jennie ignored Lisa and Chaeyoung's queries. She'd have to 
explain later. 

"What are you doing here? Have you guys been following me? 
Where's Mr. Young?" Jennie demanded from the man in black suit, 
who suddenly cowered at the sight of Jennie being this close to him. 

"Holy shit! That's Jennie Kim!" they heard someome from the 
crowd said. 

"The Jennie Kim of Kim Group? Where?" another one asked and 
soon they were all trying to get a glimpse of Jennie. 

"It's not safe for you to still be here, Lady Kim," another man said. 
A new arrival, in the form of a sinewy man dressed just like the 
other men. But unlike the other men, the new arrival looked calm 
but assertive. There was authority in his voice and the way he held 
Jennie by the elbow to steer her away from the curious youngsters 
around them could only mean that he was no ordinary bodyguard. 

"No!" Jennie protested and tried to yank her arm away from Mr. 
Young's hold and held Lisa's hand. "I'm not leaving without her and 
Chu!" she told him. 

Mr. Young looked from Jennie to Lisa and to Jisoo and 
Chaeyoung, and sighed in defeat. 

"Fine. Let's get the both of you out of here," he said and ushered 
the two women towards the exit. 

"What about Jisoo?" Jennie asked. 

"What about Chaeng?" Lisa asked. 

"They will be taken cared of," Mr. Young answered and took them 
to where Lisa's car was parked. 

"Uhm, should I drive?" Lisa asked while looking at Mr. Young. 
She was clutching her set of keys, hesitant to hand it over to the 
sinewy man. 

"No," he replied. His open palm was hovering, waiting for Lisa to 
give him the car key. 

"I really think I should drive. I mean this is my car, obviously, and 
I haven't allowed anyone to drive this especially without my 
consent," Lisa insisted. 

"Keys, Miss Manoban," Mr. Young said. 

"Give it to him, Lili," Jennie told Lisa. 

Lisa did, although hesitantly. Because she still didn't like the idea 
of a sinewy man driving her car. But there was nothing else she 
could do because how could she ever say no to Jennie and made a 
mental note to practice the art of saying no to Jennie Kim. 


Back inside the Orange, the crowd had already dispersed after the 
remaining MIB had decided to bring Jisoo to the hospital by 
themselves and Chaeyoung decided to tag along because she knew 
that it was her fault why the raven-haired woman fainted. 

"Like I said, it's pandemonium when the four of them are together 
in one room," Chahee told Jiyeon and Chaeyoung's band members 
when Jisoo, Chaeyoung and the group of men, who they had 
concluded was part of Jennie's or Jisoo's security, had already left. 
Followed by everyone else. 

"Or probably both, as they are both Kims," A-yeon suggested, 
picking up the conversation where they left it. 

They had decided to close the bar early after they persuaded their 
regular customers to go home early and after they had called a cab 
and sent the last stubbornly drunk man home. They gathered in one 
table, a bottle of cold beer on their hands. Except Chahee, because 
she wanted something stronger to calm her nerves. So she opted for 
a somac. And Jiyeon, who chose to drink tea. 

"Do you think they're sisters?" Jin-Ah asked. 

"Could be. They're both beautiful, sophisticated. I mean, I 
honestly don't know anymore," Ji-In said. 

"I was bracing myself for a sequel between Chaeng and Jisoo, 
actually. But not that. I did not expect that," A-yeon said and 
laughed. She still thought it was hilariously cute but ridiculously 
funny that Chaeyoung was dating Jisoo. 

"Do you think that's true, though? Are they really dating?" Jiyeon 
asked. 

"No, Jiyeon. Chaeng has been in love with Lisa for God knows 
when. I think she's just using Jisoo to make Lisa jealous," Ji-In said. 

"Chaeyoung will never do that. I know her. We all know her. 
She's a good person. She won't use anyone for her advantage," 
Chahee said. 

"So, do you honestly believe they're really dating, Chahee?" Jin- 
Ah asked. 

Chahee shook her head before taking a swig of her somac. 

"No. There must be something else, though," she said. "I just hope 
they're okay. Lisa and Chaeng, Jisoo and Jennie. I hope they're 
doing fine right now." 

"I still cannot believe how lucky Lisa and Chaeyoung could get," 
A-yeon said, shaking her head. 

"What do you mean?" Jiyeon asked. 

"I mean, it's not everyday that any of us will get to meet legit 
chaebol daughters in our lifetime, dudes! Beautiful chaebol 
daughters, specifically. I can't even decide who's prettier." 

"You're right, A-yeon. But we're all aware about Lisa and 


Chaeyoung's family backgrounds, though," Ji-In said. 
"Yeah. This is going to be really interesting. Can't wait for the 
next episode," A-yeon said and downed her beer. 


Chapter 38 


"Of course, you know my place," Lisa said in a tone tinged with 
sarcasm when Mr. Young took a turn at a block where Lisa was 
most familiar with and parked her car on the curb in front of her 
building. "Why am I not surprised?" she rolled her eyes at him in 
the rearview mirror. 

Jennie and her were sitting beside each other at the backseat, as 
per Mr. Young's command, stating that it was "for safety purposes, 
Miss Manoban. Lady Kim is, in fact, well-aware of the protocols" 
when Lisa insisted that she really should drive. 

And perhaps that was what irked Lisa the most. That 'Lady Kim' 
was already '‘well-aware of the protocols' and she wasn't and so she 
had both Jennie and Mr. Young telling her what to do and "Be still!" 
inside her own car. It was her car, for crying out loud! That, and the 
fact that a man she had only met for the first time was driving her 
car with consent forced out from her. 

"It's nothing personal, Miss Manoban," Mr. Young told her on the 
rearview mirror. 

Lisa just gave a noncommittal shrug while chewing the inside 
walls of her mouth. She was pissed. Of course, he would say that, 
Lisa scoffed and told herself. Tracing her, locating her house, 
following her all around, demanding her car key and driving her car 
while she was sulking and seething at the backseat, some broody 
Gucci guy showing up at her doorstep, all because Jennie was with 
her was ‘nothing personal' for Mr. Young or for whoever was behind 
such intrusion, Lisa thought bitterly. And it took every ounce of her 
patience to not explode and yell at the man sitting on her 
customized upholstered seat in front of her that it was, in fact, 
personal. That everything they did was personal. That she was, in 
fact, taking it personally because it was her personal, private life 
that they were invading and anyone who would tell her otherwise 
can go to hell. And what exasperated her even more was Jennie 
sitting beside her in complete silence. 

Mr. Young turned the ignition off and a heavy silence took over. 
Lisa chose to look outside, biting her tongue to stop herself from 
asking "What now?" and instead chose to settle her eyes on Jennie's 
car parked outside her building. Even with the soft light provided 
by the street post near it, bathing it's gloriousness, its luscious red 


color still gleamed and glistened with pride. Lisa thought it was 
mocking her. But, of course, the night could play its tricks on 
anyone. 

She could feel Jennie's eyes on her. Boring on her. Waiting for 
her to look at her. But Lisa didn't. She had been stubbornly avoiding 
eye contacts with Jennie from the moment they left the Orange. 
And Lisa somehow knew that Jennie knew that she was doing it 
intentionally because Jennie suddenly spoke after a long while. 
Finally breaking the glacier surrounding the three of them. 

"Can you step outside, Mr. Young? Lisa and I need to talk," Jennie 
said in a voice that wasn't at all impolite but with the kind of 
formidable authority which surprised Lisa. It wasn't a request. It 
was an order. And it was a side of Jennie Kim that Lisa had met for 
the first time. 

It was Lisa's first time hearing Jennie throwing orders to 
someone, especially at someone older than them both that it made 
her wince a little on her seat. It was somewhat unnerving, the way 
Jennie was imposing her rank, her authority, on the older Mr. 
Young. No wonder how the guy who hovered at the unconscious 
Jisoo back at the Orange cowered when directly addressed by 
Jennie. She was intimidating. 

"Make it short, Lady Kim. We can't stay long," Mr. Young said, 
unbothered by the intimidation on Jennie's voice, as he looked at 
the both of them on the rearview mirror. Particularly at Lisa, who 
was sidetracked by Jennie's cold demeanor. 

Maybe he was already used to it. Or maybe it was how Jennie 
had always been, that Mr. Young seemed unperturbed by it, Lisa 
thought to herself as she watched Jennie from the corner of her 
eyes. 

It was dark inside the recluse of her car, with only the soft glow 
from the lamp post as their source of light. The faint glow was 
outlining Jennie's features and Lisa couldn't help but appreciate, 
despite the bubble of annoyance that was consuming her every 
passing minute, how beautiful Jennie was. With her pearly white 
skin glowing like an ivory, those cat-like eyes looking sharp and 
steady, like an angry lynx ready pounce forward to catch her prey 
and lips that didn't even quiver when she spoke the next words. 

"TIl make it however I want it," Jennie said coldly, reiterating her 
authority and power over the older man. 

Mr. Young, as Lisa observed through the rearview mirror, had 
finally come realized the no-nonsense of what his Lady Kim had 
ordered him to do. He nodded shortly and finally stepped outside 
the car. 

"What's going on, Lili?" Jennie asked as soon as she heard the 


door slammed, never giving silence the opportunity to overtake 
them. Her hand closed around Lisa's wrist. 

Gone was the biting cold on her voice. Gone was the imposing 
authority and the intimidating demeanor. And all that was left was 
the softer side of Jennie Kim--the side which Lisa was most familiar 
and comfortable with--talking to her. Asking her in an anxious, 
worried tone. Worried was, in fact, an understatement with how 
Jennie sounded. 

Lisa should be glad. She knew she should be comforted and 
flattered with the fact that Jennie just went from being ice queen to 
an anxious marshmallow when it comes to her. But Lisa wasn't 
pleased. She was vexed and she had issues that she needed to 
discuss with Jennie. She sighed sharply enough to reiterate her 
annoyance, before she shifted on her seat to face Jennie and opened 
her mouth to speak. Unintentionally yanking her hand away from 
Jennie's grasp. 

"You tell me, Jennie," she said a little too roughly. But one that 
did not even made Jennie flinched a muscle. On the contrary, 
Jennie was all ears and eyes on her. It was slightly unnerving. 
"What's going on? Who are those people? Who is he?" she asked, 
pointing at Mr. Young who was standing still like a ridiculous 
marble statue just a couple of meters away from the hood of her 
car, withstanding the cold air of the night. "Who are you?" 

Jennie's cat-like eyes flickered visibly even in the dark. She 
looked somber, hurt and offended. Jennie sighed but chose not to 
look away and instead met Lisa's glare. 

"That last question kinda stings, Lisa, because I thought I already 
told you who I am," Jennie said, her voice was tainted with 
emotions that resonated with pain, regret and exhaustion. 

"Yeah. Except that you forgot to mention that you're being 
followed and monitored by a group of men. That we're being 
followed by your men, Jennie." Lisa breathed out to compose and 
prevent herself from exploding. "I can't have them lurking around 
my place or anywhere near me, whenever you're with me. I can't 
tolerate them looking around and digging everything about me like 
I'm a. . .a criminal just because I'm going out with you! This is 
crazy!" 

Lisa was exhausted. She was confused and most definitely not 
pleased with how the night had turned out. Thanks to Mr. Young 
and his egotistical approach to impose his masculinity on her by 
forcing her to give up her key. She would never forgive him that 
easily. 

"Lisa, I didn't know I'm being followed, either," Jennie replied 
calmly. "I specifically told them, even before I met you, even before 


the death of my father--especially on the death of my father--that I 
don't want anyone to tail me wherever I go. That I don't want any 
of them near me. You can even ask Chu about that. She knows how 
much I hate this kind of stuff," Jennie said and leaned back on her 
seat, tired from the events that took place an hour ago. 

"How can I ever ask Jisoo and believe her when you haven't even 
told me she's also a Kim? For god's sake, Jennie! What? Forgot to 
mention that, too?" Lisa retorted. 

So, maybe the thing about Jisoo being a Kim was irrelevant to the 
issue. And maybe it was nothing to do with her. But it definitely 
took her by surprise that Lisa felt the need to bring that one up. 

"No, Lisa," Jennie said, shaking her head. "But it's not mine to tell. 
And Chu and I don't go around telling everyone who we are, 
foolishly parading ourselves like most of the people we know, 
getting mobbed by those who take pleasure in devouring and 
feasting our private lives and then whine about how we can't enjoy 
our privacy. Which is stupid, really. Chu and I like to keep our 
identity as private as possible, thank you very much." She ended it 
with a haughty scoff. 

Lisa huffed. "Yeah. Until something like that would happen and 
blow your covers, right? Your men, included?" she commented 
rather sarcastically. 

"You mean after when Chaeng put on a show and blew 
everything up? Because that's technically what happened back 
there, Lisa. In case you've forgotten," Jennie pointed out. 

"Are you blaming the Chipmunk?" Lisa asked hotly. 

But Jennie shook her head and said, "No, Lili. If there's anyone to 
blame, it's me. This is on me," she was pointing herself, her voice 
slightly quivered. "So, stop taking out your anger on anyone, 
especially not at Chu because she doesn't have anything to do with 
all these and just take it out on me, Lisa. Be angry with me, if you 
must." 

And that was all it took for Lisa to calm down, especially when 
she thought she heard a sob escaped from Jennie. Lisa considered 
reaching out to hold Jennie's hand but decided against it. She 
wanted to, really, but her pride was getting on her way. It wasn't 
the time yet to kiss and make up, she told herself. Especially when 
there were still questions that need to be asked and matters to be 
discussed with. To settle things. For her own peace of mind. 

Silence had started to creep around them. It was heavy and antsy. 
It was Jennie's turn to avoid eye contact and keep her silence. And 
Lisa just let her until she couldn't take it anymore. Jennie did to her 
what she did on their way from the Orange, she realized. And here 
she was, thinking how unfair the silent treatment was to her. 


Hypocrite, she castigated herself. But she'd rather have an annoyed 
Jennie than a silent and distant Jennie. So, Lisa decided to break 
the ice. 

"I'm sorry," Lisa said. 

"It's okay, Lili," Jennie replied. 

"So, are you and Jisoo related? Are you sisters? Or cousins, 
perhaps?" Lisa asked after she wasted time figuring out what to say. 

Jennie sighed and let out a soft chuckle. 

"I wish we were. Life would have been a bit more fun and 
exciting if I had Chu for a sister. But, no," Jennie shook her head, 
her smile was fading. "We just share the same family name, Lisa. 
They're part of the Kim Group. That's basically why it's called 'Kim 
Group’. Because it's made up of a bunch of egoistic non-blood- 
related Kims when my grandfather started it. Although, we aren't 
as exclusive now as we used to be. What with the other families 
marrying non-Kims," she explained further. 

Lisa opened her mouth and closed it. She thought it was 
ridiculous because 1. She personally thought it was absurd how a 
company was made up of people with the same family name. How 
typically closely mimed it was to the old monarch system of the old 
world and it was absolutely preposterous in her opinion. But to 
each his own, right?, and 2. Jisoo and Jennie's relationship seemed 
so special and deep--like what she and Chaeyoung had--that Lisa 
didn't want to tread any further. Although, she was pondering 
whether she'd like to ask Jennie if the Gucci guy was also a Kim or 
not, but thought against it despite her nagging curiosity, so instead, 
she asked: "So, who are those people?" 

And Jennie knew that they were now okay, that the tension 
between them had eased down a little. At least. Because she could 
hear the curious tone on Lisa's voice again. The same curious tone 
she had heard when Lisa asked her if she was part of a mob. It was 
so much better than when Lisa was trying to contain her emotions 
to stop herself from exploding. 

Jennie made a bold move and inched closer, leaning a little closer 
to Lisa to bridge the gap between them. She wanted to hold Lisa, to 
ease away whatever ugly thoughts Lisa had on her mind. To tell her 
that it was alright to ask questions and to get mad if need be. But 
mainly because she wanted to be closer to Lisa. To feel her warmth, 
to breathe next to her. 

"You mean those men at the bar?" Jennie asked, her tone a little 
warmer now. Although she still tiptoeing with her tone and her 
words. "They're part of our family's security aid, Lisa. I realized that 
when I recognized one of them, if you remember?" 

Lisa nodded. She remembered vividly how the man recoiled 


under Jennie's gaze back at the Orange, as though he was singed 
and burnt. 

"Remember when I told you Jisoo's dad is running a company 
that has been providing security for my family?" Lisa nodded again. 
"They're his men, Lili. That's why they recognized Chu, too. You 
saw how all of them reacted when Chu lost her consciousness back 
there," Jennie explained. 

"And you didn't know they were there?" Lisa asked and Jennie 
shook her head. 

"No. I swear, I didn't. Chu didn't know, either, obviously, or she 
would've told me. She's never had anyone from her dad's company 
tailing her because she said it's not necessary. She doesn't work in 
the company. And so the only logical explanation as to why they 
were there was because of me, Lisa. I'm sorry," said Jennie. 

"What about him?" Lisa asked, nodding her head towards the tall 
and sinewy figure of Mr. Young outside. 

"That's Mr. Young. He's the head of our security. My security 
nowadays after I was inducted on the highest position in the 
company. He's been around since I can remember. My father trusted 
him. My mom, too, I guess," Jennie answered. "It was probably my 
mother who ordered them to tail me. Given that I slipped past 
under their watch today." 

"And you don't?" asked Lisa. "Trust him, I mean?" 

"I can't say that I don't. He's the best at what he does for my 
family, Lili. No doubt about that. But there are occasions when I 
think he forgets his place," Jennie said and explained further. "He 
oversteps and he's assertive, which really annoys me most of the 
time. Sometimes he'd get to the point where he would tell me what 
to do. Well, you saw and heard him earlier." 

Lisa made no comment. And another stretch of momentary 
silence took over between them. It was comforting this time, 
though, Lisa thought. It gave her time to ponder on things, to re- 
evaluate her emotions. It gave her enough time to appreciate the 
fact that Jennie still chose to sit beside her when she could just 
leave. That Jennie was still talking to her, explaining things for her, 
being with her rather than leave her and her questions unanswered. 
Besides, there was no point getting mad at Jennie Kim. It was 
obviously a lost battle from the beginning. 

"I don't know exactly the technicalities of his job and how should 
he behave when he's around you," Lisa said, "but can you please tell 
him he can't drive my car again? That I don't want him to even lay 
a finger on my car again, ever." 

"I will," Jennie said, nodding. "Are you mad at me?" she asked. 

"No," Lisa said, shaking her head. Her voice was hanging in the 


air as if she wanted to add more but chose not to. 

"But?" Jennie wheedled subtly the remaining words out from 
Lisa's mouth. 

"But you shouldn't have told me to give him the car key. 
Especially when you obviously knew I didn't want him to have it. It 
felt like you were bossing me around and I didn't like it, Jennie. It 
made me feel. . .helpless. The way I couldn't say no to you, even 
when it goes against my principles," Lisa said breathlessly and 
anticipated for a defensive counter from Jennie. 

But Jennie nodded and sighed deeply. She took Lisa's hand and 
placed on her lap, holding it in a way like she was afraid to let go of 
it. 

"I'm sorry, Lili. I shouldn't have done that. I honestly didn't mean 
to make you feel that way," Jennie said apologetically. "But I know 
him. He will take it from you, one way or another. And we needed 
to get away from there quickly," Jennie explained. 

"Why?" asked Lisa. 

"Well, you saw how those people were trying to get a piece of me 
back there, Lisa," Jennie said. 

"Exactly. Why did they get so excited after they recognized you? 
Who are you exactly, Jennie Kim?" 

But Jennie wasn't given the chance to open her mouth to speak 
because Mr. Young was already at her side of the window, knocking 
on the glass. His face was hovering over it. He was waiting for 
Jennie to roll the window down for him. 

Jennie did, but just half of it. Obscuring the lower half of Mr. 
Young's face. 

"What?" she asked curtly. 

"We need to leave, Lady Kim," replied Mr. Young. 

"Lisa and I are still talking, Mr. Young. We'll leave when we're 
done talking," Jennie said and about to roll the window back up but 
Mr. Young placed his hand on the glass to stop her, which earned a 
scowl from Lisa. 

"Madam Kim has called. She said she heard what happened and 
she wants you home before she'll mobilize the whole company to 
look for you and take you home whether you will like it or not. Her 
words, not mine. I did not tell her you're here," Mr. Young said, his 
eyes darted at Lisa for a second. 

And Lisa understood, even when she didn't mean to, that it was 
up to her now to convince Jennie to leave. That Mr. Young was 
asking her to help him convince Jennie that it was to leave. 

"You should go, Jennie," Lisa told Jennie. 

Jennie heaved out a long, heavy sigh and nodded reluctantly. 
"Fine. But give us another minute," she said, addressing the head of 


security. A hint of pleading was on her voice. "Please?" 

Mr. Young contemplated. He darted his eyes from his boss to Lisa, 
who was staring back at him with those soft, round eyes. He then 
nodded and turned around. His back was on them. 

Jennie immediately seized the opportunity to bring herself closer 
to Lisa for a kiss. Which Lisa happily accepted and responded. 

"I'm sorry if I can't spend the night," Jennie whispered when their 
lips parted. 

Lisa smiled and shook her head gently. She brought her hand to 
tuck Jennie's hair behind her ear and affectionately caressed her 
face after. 

"No. Don't worry about it. I, uhm... I think I need to be alone 
tonight, anyway. You know, to mull things over," she said and 
nodded towards Mr. Young. "Besides, I don't want him lurking 
around outside my place the whole night. That's creepy." She tried 
to be funny, which made Jennie chuckled. 

"Hey, have you Googled the Kim Group yet?" Jennie asked and 
Lisa shook her head. "You'll find me there, Lili. It won't give you 
everything you want to know about me, but it will give you a 
glimpse of who I am and why I had to keep it from you. But please 
don't ever think that it's because I don't trust you. Because I do, 
Lisa. It's them I don't trust," she said. 

Lisa did not say anything but pulled Jennie closer and kissed her 
again. Her heart felt like it was about to burst open. Jennie trusted 
her. Despite the circumstances, despite everything, maybe it was all 
that mattered. 

They kissed a little longer and a little too intensely this time. 
There was desperation, too. Lisa feared it might be the last time 
that she could so. Because at the back of her, things would never be 
the same after tonight. She didn't know what would happen next. 
What tomorrow might bring for the both of them. And Lisa knew 
that Jennie was thinking about the same thing, too. Because Jennie 
was kissing her back with the same amount of ardor. As if she never 
wanted to stop and let go. As if they both never wanted the night, 
their night together, to end just yet. 

But Lisa pulled away before she couldn't think properly. Mainly 
because she heard the faint sound of Mr. Young clearing his throat, 
subtly telling them stop doing whatever it was they were doing 
behind his back. Because Jennie had to leave already. 

"It's been a crazy night," Lisa told Jennie, her pulse and her 
breathing were jagged and racing after a long kiss. 

"Anytime is crazy whenever I'm with you, though. Tonight is just 
one of the many, Lili," Jennie said and chuckled. 

"Tonight had been the craziest!" Lisa laughed but turned somber. 


"I'm worried about Chaeng, though. And Jisoo, too. I'm worried 
about everybody. We just left them there," Lisa said mournfully. 

"Me, too. I'll call you as soon as I get updates about them," Jennie 
assured Lisa. "I hope your friends won't think so little of me and 
Jisoo now, after what happened," Jennie said. 

"Oh, I'm sure they won't. They like you--both of you. Well, 
Chahee obviously still has got issues with Jisoo, but she'll get over 
it. And A-yeon thrives for this kind of thing. I'm sure she was 
beyond herself when she saw the chaos earlier," Lisa said and 
laughed. Jennie joined her. 

"Lady Kim?" Mr. Young muttered. 

"You really should go now," Lisa told Jennie. 

Jennie nodded. She leaned in for peck on Lisa's cheek, never 
minding that Mr. Young was looking at them. 

"Please say hi to Leo and Luca from me. Tell them I miss them 
already," Jennie said. There was longing on her voice. She didn't 
want to leave, obviously. 

Lisa smiled and nodded. "I will," she told Jennie. 

"And Lisa?" Jennie said, her cat-like eyes were searching and 
seeking for Lisa's in the dark. And when she did, she beamed and 
leaned in for another peck, this time on Lisa's plump lips. "I'm 
yours. You asked me who I am and that's the closest, most concise 
answer I could ever give you right now," she said after the kiss. "I'm 
yours, Lili. Don't forget that," Jennie said before she pushed her 
door open and stepped outside. 

Leaving Lisa alone inside the Impala with her thoughts swirling 
around and trying to make sense of how their night had turned out. 


Jisoo had been sitting on the hospital bed, cross-legged, eversince 
she was brought there. A security aide stood by beside the door, not 
directly looking at her but definitely watching her every move from 
the corner of his eyes. Which, Jisoo thought, was a no-brainer for 
him because she hadn't been moving a lot at all. Except when she 
tried to reach out for her phone from the bedside table and the aide 
reached it before she did, handing it to her like it was the most 
fragile thing he had ever held. Weird. 

"Had she left already?" Jisoo asked the aide for the third time. 

And for the third time during their quiet, awkward time together 
inside an immaculately clean hospital room, the aide shook his 
head to her. 

"She's still outside, Miss Jisoo. She said she won't leave unless 
she's allowed to come in and see for herself that you're fine," the 
aide said. 


Jisoo heaved out a breath. Stubborn, she told herself. She wasn't 
expecting Chaeyoung Park to be this stubborn. 

"Fine. Let her in and leave us alone until I say so," Jisoo told her 
aide. 

It felt weird giving out orders to her Dad's men. She hadn't been 
demanding service from them eversince, perhaps occasionally. But 
it felt a lot weirder that he heeded to the order without even batting 
an eyelash. So much for being a Kim, Jisoo thought. 

Jisoo watched the aide as he went and opened the door. She 
watched as he stepped outside and left her in solitary, as he fetched 
the redhair outside for her. 

And a moment later, the tall figure of Chaeyoung Park appeared 
on the doorway. Her long, red hair was ruffled, her jacket was 
crumpled and she looked like she had just beaten a deadline 
because she looked exhausted and worried. Jisoo felt guilty. 

"Hey," Chaeyoung said softly as she was slowly walking towards 
her. "How are you feeling?" she asked. 

"I'm good," Jisoo replied. 

"Good. That's good to hear," Chaeyoung mumbled. Her eyes were 
downcasted. She was looking at her boots, unable to look Jisoo in 
the eyes. 

"Why are you still here, though? What about the bar? Your 
show?" Jisoo inquired. 

"Show's cancelled. And Chahee called to inform me that they 
closed early," Chaeyoung replied. She was now standing a foot away 
from the hospital bed, dithered. 

"You're not a good businesswoman, then," Jisoo commented. She 
was trying to humor the crestfallen Chaeyoung Park in front of her. 

"Maybe I'm not," Chaeyoung agreed and raised her head for the 
first time to look directly at Jisoo. "You sure you're okay? What did 
the doctors say?" she asked. Concern was all over her pretty face. 

"Have you been outside my door the whole time eversince we got 
here?" Jisoo asked, instead of answering the questions. 

"Yes. Well, no. I left for a couple of minutes to get something 
from the vending machine," Chaeyoung replied. 

"You shouldn't have left," Jisoo reiterated. 

"I was hungry and nervous. I needed something to eat. I had a 
granola bar," she explained herself. "So, what did the doctors say?" 
she asked again. "Do you have, like, any concussions? Broken 
bones? How long will you be staying here?" 

"You shouldn't have left, Chaeyoung Park. So you could've seen 
that there weren't any doctors or nurses coming in and out of this 
room. Nobody was fussing about concussions and broken bones and 
I'm not staying here because I faked it," Jisoo said, staring straight 


into the redhead's eyes, daring her. 

"What do you mean you faked it?" Chaeyoung asked, perplexed. 

"I mean I faked the whole thing. I had to shut you up, Chaeyoung 
Park," Jisoo said. 

"You shut me up by feigning to pass out right in front of 
everybody at my bar and brought chaos after? You played me for a 
fool!" Chaeyoung said angrily. She was livid. 

Her face was flustered and her eyes were bloodshot. If Jisoo had 
know better, she'd thought that the redhead had been crying. But 
Jisoo wasn't sure about that because why would Chaeyoung be 
crying? Jisoo decided to set the thought aside. 

"I might have overdone it, yes. But I did it in good faith," Jisoo 
said defensively. 

"In good faith? Do you have any idea how worried and. . .and 
guilty I was when you suddenly dropped on the floor just like that?! 
I've never had anyone dropping on my floor like that, ever! Not 
even the wasted ones and there were a lot of wasted ones!" 
Chaeyoung retorted. 

"I had to shut you up!" Jisoo shot back. 

"You could've done something less dramatic instead of playing 
unconscious and put on a show, you idiot!" Chaeyoung fired back. 

"Like what? Huh?! And don't you think you deserve the title more 
than I do?" Jisoo retaliated. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Chaeyoung demanded angrily. 

"You put on a show a first, in case you've forgotten, you idiot! 
Telling everyone that we're supposedly dating when we're actually 
not? You just used me to get back at Lisa!" Jisoo replied. 

"Get back at Lisa? Why would I even get back at Lisa?" 
Chaeyoung was definitely livid. She was shaking. 

"Because you're in love with her? And she wasn't? So, you put on 
show in front of her, in front of Jennie and everyone else to make 
her feel bad because she's dating my bestfriend, at my expense!" 
Jisoo shouted back. She, too, was livid. She had never engaged in a 
bout that would consist a lot of yelling and throwing dagger looks 
before with anyone. But there she was, doing it with the equally- 
livid Chaeyoung Park. What a night! 

"You probably hit your head pretty bad when you decided to drop 
on my floor earlier. Because that's a ton shit of accusations and poor 
judgement on my character that you're throwing at me right now. 
And seeing as you're alive and still annoying as ever, I can finally 
leave in peace!" Chaeyoung said, her shoulders squared up and 
started to head towards the door. She looked back and said, "Don't 
ever come near my bar again!" walked a few steps and turned 
around for the second time. "And don't use that tax-paying-citizen 


crap on me again!" 

"If you didn't do it to make Lisa feel bad, then why did you do it? 
You know very well that we're not dating, Chaeyoung Park," Jisoo 
said before the redhead could even touch the door handle. 

Chaeyoung halted on her steps and did a one-eighty. She looked 
like she was ready for battle. Her eyes were on fire. 

"You know what? Fine! It was my fault. Happy? And you were 
right about one thing, actually. I did it to get back at someone. But 
not at Lisa, you idiot! I won't ever do that to her. I did it to get back 
at you. Well, not really getting back at you because I already told 
you we were even back in Ciuri Ciuri," Chaeyoung said. 

"So, you wanted to settle the final score? You could've done 
better, you know that? If you wanted to play a game of who's better 
at humiliating one of us, you could've told me. We could've laid out 
the terms and everything on the table. But not that, Chaeyoung 
Park. It wasn't funny!" Jisso replied. 

Chaeyoung did not speak. She was about to, but words failed her 
this time. Because Jisoo was right. It was wrong. It wasn't funny. 
She did something awful. 

"Do you have any idea about the gravity of what you did? About 
the consequences of the show that you put on back there?" Jisoo 
asked, her tone a little lower now. Catfight was never her thing. 
Fighting, in general, was never her thing. She suddenly felt 
exhausted from all the yelling. 

Chaeyoung still did not speak. She just stood there, looking at 
Jisoo with rueful eyes and pursed lips. 

"Don't you want to know why I had to shut you up?" Jisoo asked 
the redhead. 

"Fine. Why?" Chaeyoung asked sullenly. 

"Because I was trying to protect my family, Chaeyoung. And 
Jennie, too. Those men who brought us here, including the guy who 
fetched you outside, they work for my Dad. My Dad and his men 
work for Jennie. And Jennie is the head of a conglomerate where 
my father's company belongs. She's still trying to find her way to 
lead an empire that do not approve of her. The conglomerate is 
made up of traditional old people. In short, most of them are 
homophobics, Chaeng. Lisa and Jennie are dating. We both know 
that. They're in love. We both could attest to that," Jisoo paused 
and pointed herself and then at Chaeyoung. "Us? No. We just shared 
a few stupid kisses but we're not dating and we couldn't be in love 
with each other. Especially you, because you're in love with Lisa," 
she paused and waited for Chaeyoung to say anything. But the 
redhead remained quiet, so she continued. "And if I hadn't feigned 
fainting, things will get pretty bad for Jennie and my family. 


They're vicious people, the members of the conglomerate. They'll do 
everything to take the chairmanship away from Jennie and then 
they'll usurp my Dad's company if they'll hear about a dating rumor 
that involves two women." 

"Oh my god!" Chaeyoung whispered in horror, loud enough for 
Jisoo to hear. "Holy crap! I didn't know!" she said, her hands 
clasped on her mouth. She looked terrified. 

"Of course, I'm just assuming things here. I'm expecting for the 
worst scenario, just in case. But from my point of view, as someone 
who has seen and understood enough about how the other members 
of the Kim Group think, it's likely going to happen had I not shut 
you up," Jisoo told the redhead. 

"So, what's going to happen now?" Chaeyoung asked, making a 
beeline towards Jisoo's hospital bed. 

"I don't know. I haven't talked to my Dad yet," Jisoo replied, 
tapping the space in front of her to offer it to the redhead. 

Chaeyoung sat a feet away from Jisoo. "And Jennie?" she asked. 

"I haven't talked to her yet, either," Jisoo answered. "From what I 
heard, she left with Lisa and Mr. Young before things could get 
worse back there. Which was the right thing to do, of course. 
Jendeuk should never be seen in a situation like that. The press will 
devour her if they'll ever find out." 

"Who's Mr. Young?" Chaeyoung inquired. If this Mr. Young guy 
had Jennie and Lisa, he better be on their side. Or else. . . 

"Jennie's family's head of security. He's a good man, don't worry," 
Jisoo assured the redhead. "Annoying, most of the time. But he has 
a good heart. He has Jennie's best interest at heart. Did Lisa call you 
yet?" 

"No," Chaeyoung replied, shaking her head. Her ruffled mane 
dancing behind her. "I'm sorry. For what I did, for what happened 
back there. I didn't know," she said with her head down and her 
shoulders hunched. 

"You couldn't have known, though. If there's anyone to blame, it's 
me. I shouldn't have provoked you in the first place," Jisoo replied 
and tried to smile when Chaeyoung raised her head to look at her. 

"So, what do we do now?" the redhead asked. 

"We'll wait for tomorrow, I guess. And pray that I'm wrong," Jisoo 
said. 

"I'm going to call Lisa," Chaeyoung said as she fished out her 
phone from the back pocket of her jeans. 

But Lisa wasn't picking up. She heard her phone ringing maybe a 
hundred times already over the past hour but she didn't have the 
will to move and pick it up. Well, she did. Once. And it was the 
Chipmunk that was calling her that time. It was probably the 


Chipmunk that had been ringing her nonstop for the last hour. 

She had been staring at the screen of her computer for too long 
now her eyes were already stinging. Leo had been trying to engage 
her in a game that they would usually play before bedtime. A game 
that would consist mainly of Leo trying to take a chunk from Lisa's 
arm and Lisa laughing while fending away the cat. Luca, 
meanwhile, had been trying to get her attention by trying to engage 
her in a staring contest. Both did not succeed, though. Because Lisa 
was feeling weak and dizzy all over after she saw what she had 
been looking for on the Internet. 

There, on her computer's screen was Jennie. Sitting on an 
expensive-looking chair behind an equally expensive-looking desk. 
Behind her was the Seoul skyline. Jennie wasn't smiling on the 
photo, though. Unlike how she would smile for Lisa's camera. 
Jennie looked different. Her jet-black hair was tied in a low 
ponytail, looking sleek and glossy. Her hands were resting most 
probably on her lap, because it wasn't visible on the photo. She was 
wearing a classic white dress, her lips full and red, her Chanel 
necklace was gleaming. Jennie's eyes were staring back at her. Cold 
and somewhat ruthless, unlike how those cat-like eyes would stare 
and smile warmly at her whenever they were together. 

Beneath the photo was a long paragraph written in Times New 
Roman, stating who Jennie was--her birthday, her educational 
background in New Zealand and New York was highlighted, the 
name of her parents, among some other informations that made 
Jennie who she was and what she was in the Kim Group--the sole 
heiress and newly-appointed President of a multi-billion dollar 
company and the newly-inducted head of a conglomerate that was 
made up of multi-million companies. 

"Holy shit, Jennie!" Lisa muttered to herself. 


Chapter 39 


It had been two days. 

Two days since the incident at the Orange happened. Chaeyoung 
had been edgy and jumpy for two days now. Chahee and the rest of 
her crew in the bar were starting to get anxious and suspicious. 
They tried to talk to her, asked her if anything was a problem, but 
she was quick to downplay their growing curiosity, including her 
own growing anxiety, by saying that she was just tired and had 
never fully recovered from what transpired two nights ago. 

"Never had I experienced anything quite like that before. It was a 
bit traumatic on my part being the one who, well, actually 
instigated it. You know what I mean?" she would tell them. 

Of course, they would never believe her. But nobody dared telling 
her that to her face. Chaeyoung was doing a poor job convincing 
them, anyway. She knew. But at least no one wasbrave enough to 
oppose her or even raised further questions. That itself was actually 
a relief. Because then she'd have to tell them the truth and that was 
where the problem lies. She didn't know the whole truth, either. 
Sure, Jisoo told her. Bits of it. But what Chaeyoung wanted to know 
was how overwhelming the truth was and what had it got to do 
with her. And with Lisa. Especially with Lisa. 

"How's Jisoo? Is she okay?" Chahee once asked her, when she was 
finally cornered inside her office after all the thwarting and dodging 
she did just to avoid her crew and their conspicuous looks they 
were throwing at her. And all she ever did was act like she never 
heard anything until Chahee slammed her hands on the surface of 
her desk and regretted it because the bartender knew she had 
crossed a line. Chaeyoung told her that Jisoo was fine and 
everything's fine. That she was fine and she was smiling the 
brightest smile she could muster and told her precious bartender to 
"never do that again, please? I love this table," and it only made 
Chahee more suspicious. 

"What time is the evening news? " Chaeyoung had asked Ji-In the 
other day after their rehearsal, whenshe thought she ought to watch 
the news and Ji-In said something that didn't help Chaeyoung at all. 

"A wise person once said: news aren't news until someone thinks 
it's worth their time," Ji-In told her with a shrug, and Chaeyoung 
asked, "Who said that?" and Ji-In said, pointing her chest, "Me. And 


if you ask me personally what I really think about it, wise or not? 
I'd say that nothing on TV is worth anything anymore. We have 
Internet, for god's sake, Chaeyoung Park! Ours is the fastest in the 
world, you know? 28.6 Mbit/s, four times faster than the world's 
average of 7.0. Go figure," Ji-In told her, with a look on her face 
that Chaeyoung could only translate as an unspoken insult to her 
lack of interest in keeping up with the Mbit/s. 

And so Chaeyoung did what Ji-In was subtly, but nonetheless 
obvious, telling her. She spent her morning today browsing every 
Korean news website, from The Korea Herald and The Korea Times, 
to the most absurd satarical sites about anything and everything 
Korean. But there was nothing. She couldn't find anything about the 
incident two days ago. She even tried searching it on Google but 
found nothing about the incident. Jisoo was perhaps right about a 
possible news blackout. She said something about her father's 
company being efficient in doing such things, especially when it 
involved Jennie and the future of the conglomerate she was 
heading. 

She found Jisoo's LinkedIn, though. And some other articles 
where Jisoo's name was mentioned. There was also a website about 
a foundation that Jisoo was running. And there was Kim Group. 
Jisoo only told her about it in passing, but somehow it left an 
impression on Chaeyoung. And here she was, staring at Jennie's 
powerful look behind a desk, the Seoul skyline behind her. 
Mesmerizing and intimidating were the only words that Chaeyoung 
could come up with while staring at Jennie's formidable photo. No 
wonder Lisa was drawn into the enigmatic character of Jennie Kim. 
It was magnetic. Like, Jennie's cat-like eyes would pull anyone who 
would dare stare longer than necessary and she'd have them 
wrapped them around her fingers, doing her bidding, falling down 
on their knees under her mercy. Okay, so maybe she was 
exaggerating, but it honestly felt like it. 

She tried calling Lisa to talk to her about it. About Jennie and 
Jisoo, about what Jisoo told her, the fake incident, the possibilities 
of what could happen--everything. But as usual, Lisa was 
unavailable. Bobby told her for the fifth time when she tried to call 
Lisa's landline (because the idiot wasn't picking up her phone, 
dammit!) of her studio again today. 

"Busy about what?" Chaeyoung asked irritably. Why was she so 
bothered about the possibility of Lisa being dragged into a 
whirlpool of angry conglomerate--and herself, also--when Lisa was 
‘busy’ doing her thing and seemed unperturbed about it? 

"You know? Her stuff?" Bobby told her skeptically. 

"What stuff?" she asked Lisa's assistant angrily. 


"Films, mostly?" Bobby replied in his most dragging, boring voice, 
sounding like he wasn't sure himself if Lisa was, indeed, dealing 
with films or whatever. 

And there was no point asking Bobby further questions because 
Chaeyoung knew that Bobby would only answer her like he was 
asking her and it was annoying. Although, deep inside, Chaeyoung 
knew that Bobby was only telling her the truth about Lisa. She knew 
Lisa. That idiot would bury herself deep into the darkness of her lab 
for days and forget the world. 

Chaeyoung hastily stood up, almost knocking the cup of tea she 
had left cold on her desk. She took a set of key from one of the 
drawers, snatched her jacket lying on the red couch and quickened 
her steps towards the door, but only to gasped loudly and almost 
toppled backwards because Chahee was standing there, with her 
knuckle raised, looking like she was about to knock the door. She 
had almost rammed in to the slender body of the bartender. 

"Jesus!" Chaeyoung said, clutching her chest to pacify the fast 
beating of her heart. "How long have you been standing there?" she 
asked. 

"Just now? I was about to ask you to join us in the hall," Chahee 
said with a curious look on her face. 

"Join what?" Chaeyoung asked while inserting her arms on the 
holes of her jacket one after another. 

"Lunch. We're having ramyun--they insisted. And you haven't 
eaten anything today. Are you going somewhere?" Chahee asked, 
her eyes wandered and settled on the set of keys that Chaeyoung 
was holding. 

"TIl be back before the opening," Chaeyoung said, obviously 
dodging the question. 

"It must be far? You haven't used your car for a while now," 
Chahee commented. "Are you sure it still works?" 

Chaeyoung stopped from fumbling on the buttons of her jacket 
and chuckled, and eventually laughed. It was the first time that she 
laughed after what had happened because Chahee had a point. She 
had not been outside Hongdae for awhile now that there was no 
need for her to drive around when she could just walk. Besides, her 
daily routine had always been the bar and her place. She would, of 
course, visit vintage shops and music store, drop by some coffee and 
pastry shops for food, sometimes. But she was so familiar with the 
intersections, curbs and blocks of Hongdae that she knew in herself 
that a car was never really necessary. 

"I haven't thought about that," Chaeyoung confessed and added, 
"I'm such an idiot." She rolled her eyes and laughed. 

"Are you okay, Chaeng?" Chahee asked, genuine concern was on 


her voice. 

But it wasn't the genuine concern on Chahee's voice that took 
Chaeyoung offguard. It was the look that the bartender was giving 
her. The kind that which was clearly speaking volumes, curiosity 
and confusion were two of them, that it made her feel guilty and a 
bit ashamed of herself. She had been keeping everything to herself 
fthat she had forgotten the fact that she had Chahee and the rest of 
her crew. 

"Yeah," Chaeyoung said and closed her hand around Chahee's 
hand. "Hey. I'm sorry, Chahee. There's just. . . There's a lot of going 
on in my head lately and I'm trying to make sense of everything 
right now. I know it's not fair. I'm not being fair to you and the 
girls. But--" 

"Hey. I'm just glad to see you laughing, you know? You've been 
acting weird and distant lately. We haven't heard and seen you 
laugh, it was quite unusual," Chahee said. "The girls miss it. I miss 
it." 

"I promise to let you in once I know what's going on. All of you," 
Chaeyoung assured her trusted confidante. 

"I know you will, Chaeng. Now, about your car? Let's ask A-yeon 
for help, shall we? I'm as imbecile as you when it comes to fixing 
it," Chahee said and pulled Chaeyoung outside her office, down to 
the narrow hallway and in to the hall, itself, where the rest of the 
crew was there. Gathered and cramped in a single table, huddling 
over a casserole of smoking hot ramyun. The delicious scent of 
spices and seafood filled the hall, it made Chaeyoung realize how 
hungry she was. It was, after all, lunchtime already. 

"A-yeon-ssi? Chaeng needs your expertise," Chahee told the curvy 
drummer. 

A-yeon raised her head, a pair of chopsticks on her hand and 
threads of noodles were still hanging on her mouth. She slurped it 
and swallowed it without even chewing and said, "Yes, Chaeyoung 
Park. You and the chaebol girl look cute together. I have nothing 
against it, I promise," and added quickly as an afterthought, "Don't 
kick me out of the band." And went back to the noodles. 

Everyone dropped their chopsticks and raised their heads to have 
a look at Chaeyoung, expectantly. They were waiting for a rebuttal, 
obviously. Or perhaps they, too, were just as curious and worried, 
like Chahee. 

"I-it's not about Jisoo," Chaeyoung said to everyone's dismay. A- 
yeon even shamelessly groaned like it was the most disappointing 
news she ever heard in existence. On a different and lighter 
occasions, Chaeyoung would probably have explained herself to 
them. And then would've exchange friendly banters with A-yeon 


and they would laugh about it after, over a bowl of smoking hot 
ramyun. But now wasn't the time. She had more pressing things on 
her mind at the moment and she needed to have her car checked, 
pronto. "Can you take a look at my car, please? It has been a while 
since I last used it and I need to use it today," she told A-yeon. 

"On it, boss!" A-yeon yelled, like how a soldier would when 
obeying a command from the higher-ups. She dropped her 
chopsticks on the bowl with a clang, jumped from her seat noisily 
and bolted towards the backdoor, where Chaeyoung's car was 
parked. Everyone knew that A-yeon had a penchant for cars and it 
was not secret that she had been dying to lay her hands on 
Chaeyoung's car. Tinker its compexity, so she could fully drool and 
admire its beauty. It was, after all, a gorgeous Bentley. 

"Are you okay, Chaeng?" Jiyeon asked. 

"Yes, Jiyeon. I'm really sorry I can't join lunch with you, guys, 
today," Chaeyoung said apologetically. 

"No worries, Chaengie," Jin-Ah told her and Jiyeon and Ji-In 
agreed by nodding. "But, are you going somewhere? You haven't 
used that car for ages, have you?" 

"Uhm, yes. I just need to see someone today. It's rather important. 
I'll be back before the opening, though," Chaeyoung replied and 
started heading towards the backdoor, Chahee was behind her, after 
she heard the roaring sound of her car's engine when it came to life. 
Thank God! "I'll see you guys later. Enjoy your food, guys. Bye!" she 
told her crew and waved her hand to them. They waved back in 
return, telling her to take care and grab some food, wherever she 
was going. 

"Are you sure you're okay?" Chahee asked when they were out of 
everybody's earshot. 

Chaeyoung nodded and forced a smile on her. She was deeply 
touched by how the girls were showing concerns for her. They 
were, indeed, family. 

Chaeyoung nodded and said, "Yeah, I am," and turned around to 
face Chahee. "Hey, if Lisa will ever drop by while I'm gone, please 
tell her to call me?" she told the bartender. 

Chahee nodded. "Okay, I will. But is Lisa okay, though?" she 
asked. "We haven't seen or heard about her since, you know, after 
that night." 

"I'm pretty sure she's okay. I've called her landline a few times 
today and her assistant told me that Lisa's been spending a lot of 
her time inside her lab. I mean, we all know Lisa. She does that all 
the time. She doesn't want to be disturbed when she's inside her red 
room," Chaeyoung answered and took her time to do her hair--she 
tied it in a ponytail rather clumsily, with strands hanging loose on 


both side of her face--while they were both waiting for A-yeon to 
give her the go signal. 

"Yeah. But it isn't just Lisa that's been acting weird lately, is she?" 
Chahee implied. 

Chaeyoung sighed. "I know. I'll explain things, soon. I promise," 
Chaeyoung said, forcing a reassuring smile. "I have to go," she 
added when she saw A-yeon emerging from the driver's seat, wiping 
the grease on her hands with dirt towel she probably found buried 
inside the car's compartment. 

"Okay. See you later?" Chahee asked. 

"Yep, definitely. And keep an eye on this one for me. She'll 
probably burn the whole place down when no one's looking," she 
said jokingly as she took the key when A-yeon handed it to her. 
"Thank you, A. I owe you," she told the sexy drummer. 

"My pleasure! And if ever you'll find your bar already in ashes 
when you get back? Well, that's 'cause I'm hot. Sizzling, scorching. . 
." A-yeon said laughing. "Anyway, there was nothing to worry about 
the car. It just a need a lot of lovin’. Meaning, use it frequently," she 
told Chaeyoung when she saw the confused look on the redhead's 
face. "It's like a human's body, Chaeng. It needs a lot of s--" 

"Okay! Yes!" Chaeyoung interjected and raised her hands in front 
of her. "I got it. Thanks, A! And tone down the sizzling, scorching 
hotness, will you? Don't burn my bar while I'm gone, okay?" she 
joked. 

A-yeon laughed out loud and said, "I was supposed to say sweet 
tender lovin’, though. But okay. Got it, boss!" She winked and gave 
the redhead a thumbs-up. 

"Call me boss one more time and I might actually consider kicking 
you out of the band," Chaeyoung said without looking at both 
Chahee and A-yeon as she was making her way to her frequently 
unused car. 

"She's bluffing," A-yeon told Chahee, her confidence slightly 
faltered when she asked, "Right?" because Chaeyoung had never 
issued a threat like that and not laughing after. 

Chahee said, "Obviously," and called out to ask Chaeyoung who 
seemed to had been spending quite an amount of time doing the 
seatbelt. "Hey! Do you still know how to drive?" Chahee she asked 
in a worried voice and Chaeyoung's hand flew outside the window 
and raised a thumbs-up sign as an answer. 

"She definitely doesn't look okay to me right now," A-yeon said. 
She was close to offering her driving service when she how 
Chaeyoung was having a hard time maneuvering her way out away 
from the narrow alleyway and almost hitting her bumper on the 
trash bins on the side of the street. 


"No. Our Chaeyoung obviously isn't okay. And I'm pretty sure 
Jisoo has something to do with it. I mean, have you seen how 
Chaeng has been acting weird and bold eversince she met that 
woman?" Chahee said. 

"I think fierce is the right word, though? It suits her," A-yeon 
commented. "Anyway, with regards to your speculation about Jisoo 
having to do with Chaeng's attitude nowadays? If she can't be with 
Lisa, then I think it's high time for her to try things with someone 
else. She deserves to be happy," she said with a shrug. 

"I know. I'm just worried about her," Chahee replied with a sigh. 

"We all do, Chahee. But she'll be fine. She's a Park. She's ome of 
those Parks," said A-yeon and chuckled. "Come on, let's finish that 
damn ramyun before it gets cold," A-yeon said, dragging back the 
bartender by the elbow inside the hall, where the rest had already 
finished half the ramyun. 


Chaeyoung parked her car, a silver Bentley Mulsanne, that looked 
quite obsolete compared to the flashy car next to it at the basement 
of a building which she had not paid a visit to for the last months. It 
had been a while. But she was still too familiar with all the columns 
and the blue and white numbers painted on each column, the black 
and yellow lines on the ramp, the placement of the cars next to 
each other. There might have been some few changes, though. Like 
new cars being parked in a slot she knew was reserved for specific 
important people or a newly-replaced incandescent bulb or 
fluorescent light here and there. There was some changes in the air, 
too. It smelled of lemon, a bit of lemon grass and detergent today. 
Chaeyoung stifled a chuckle as she made her way towards the 
elevator. Alice had overdone herself again, apparently. 

If she would have been just anyone, she knew she would need to 
present herself on the main reception desk on the fifth floor. She'd 
have to ask for an appointment, logged in on their database, get a 
visitor's badge, and be guided by one of the Park & Park Law Firm's 
efficient non-attorney staff to show her where she should be going, 
wherever she planned to be going. She would be told the do's and 
don't's, and she would be asked "Why Park & Park?" like it was a 
hurdle that she would need to overcome to pass through the glass 
doors and hallways. 

But she wasn't just anyone. And she didn't need anyone to tell her 
where and what to do, whom to talk to. She knew the whole floor 
plan by heart of every storey, because she had spent quite an 
amount of time running around all over the thirty-storey building in 
this prominent street of Jongno when she was just a kid and had 
frequently visited the place while growing up. She had even 


attended annual and bi-annual meetings, company parties and 
functions for non-staff and non-attorneys for five years. Chaeyoung 
pressed the nineteenth button of the elevator and decided to go 
straight up towards where Alice's ginormous office was. 

When the elevator pinged and its doors had opened, she was 
greeted by the elegant hallway that would lead to Alice's office. The 
hallway smelled of flowers. Perhaps because Alice would always 
make sure to have fresh bouquets of flowers of different varieties 
set up next to the glass door panel of her office. She wondered what 
it looked like today, the ridiculously humungous bouquet that Alice 
would always insist. 

Chaeyoung had walked by this hallway perhaps a hundred times 
before and everything still felt weird how it felt like she was 
walking in an expensive hotel hallway rather than a law firm, the 
way the floor was heavily covered with soft African carpet and the 
hallway being lit by elegant Victorian lamps hanging on the walls, 
which she knew was Alice's personal pick, like everything else 
inside her office. Alice would always aim elegance and would 
sometimes outdo her own agenda by doing extra mile of redefining 
her own version of sophistication. 

Chaeyoung smiled to herself when she saw the familiar lady 
sitting behind the slick table. A wireless Bluetooth earbud on her 
right ear, her eyes were concentrating on the screen, while her 
fingers were dancing frantically on the keyboard of the latest Mac 
computer and did not notice Chaeyoung's presence at all. 

"That's not possible. I told you already, Attorney Park wants the 
documents by tom--Oh! Hello, Rosie!" Alice's secretary greeted her 
jovially the moment the middle-aged woman raised her head and 
was meet by Chaeyoung's smile. Surprise was all over the secretary's 
face. "Hold on a second," the secretary told whoever was on the 
other line and offered Chaeyoung the friendliest of smile. One that 
Chaeyoung was most familiar and fond with. "It's always so good to 
see you, Roseanne. You look beautiful as ever!" Mrs. Nam said, 
smiling up at her and looking like she meant every word that she 
said. Mrs. Nam had never once called her by her Korean name. It 
had always been Rosie or Roseanne. 

"Thank you, Mrs. Nam," Chaeyoung replied with a beam. She had 
always liked the older woman. Mrs. Nam used to be their--Alice and 
her--father's secretary and personal assistant back in the days. And 
when Alice had finally decided to join the firm, she personally 
asked for Mrs. Nam's service and gave their father a heartbreak 
because Mrs. Nam was efficient and they all agreed, including their 
mother, that she deserved a hefty amount of pension once she 
retired. "Is Alice inside?" she asked. 


"Oh, yes," Mrs. Nam nodded. "But she's in a video call meeting 
right now, Rosie. You can go in, though. She'll be delighted to see 
you," Mrs. Nam told Chaeyoung and smiled. 

"Thank you, Mrs. Nam. It's good to see you, too," Chaeyoung said 
before making her way towards the glass door panel of Alice's 
office, where a template bearing Alice's name in elegant gold 
cursive, and a context under it stating Alice's position in the firm 
was pinned on eye-level. 

Chaeyoung ran her fingers on the white tulip within a bunch of a 
variety of flowers, wild lilies, including, in an intimidatingly huge 
glass orb vase on the table beside the door panel before she pushed 
the large door open and was greeted by the most fragrant and 
luscious scent of red roses and of DKNY perfume that she knew 
Alice loved to wear. 

Mrs. Nam wasn't kidding when she said that Alice was on a 
meeting. Because there, sitting behind her desk, with her back on 
Chaeyoung, was Alice Park. With her long, shiny hair tied in a high 
bun and wearing a white-collar, talking to, probably, a high-profile 
client on the screen of her laptop about a legal case that Chaeyoung 
could only assume because Alice was speaking in legal jargon. 
Something that Alice was definitely good at. 

So, Chaeyoung entertained herself while Alice was still oblivious 
of her presence by scanning her eyes around the interior of her 
sister's office. There was a bit of changes, she had noticed. The set 
of leather couch was new and the blinds, too. There was a stack of 
business and legal magazines above the ottoman in the centermost 
of the new set of couch and jars of sweets were next to it--gummy 
worms and M&M's. Those were the only juxtaposition inside the 
ginormous office that highly speaks of power and elegance. Those 
and her. Her long mane of red, her leather jacket and tight-fitting 
denim jeans, her black army boots were looking out of place inside 
Alice's domain. 

Chaeyoung opened one of the jars' lid and took a gummy worm, 
picking the orange one. She almost choked on it when Alice 
suddenly spoke in her most Alice-voice--soft but velvety, articulate 
and with dignified conviction--startling her. 

"Oh my god! Who died this time?" she heard the utmost concern 
on her sister's shrieking voice that Chaeyoung wheeled herself 
around almost immediately and sought Alice's eyes. Indeed, there 
was grave concern in those brown orbs and some other things. 

"What? Nobody!" Chaeyoung replied in an instant, before 
chewing the gummy worm and swallowed it guiltily, as though she 
was caught in the act of stealing it. 

"Are you sure?" Alice asked and left her desk, striding her long, 


slender legs, the soles of her stilettos were making a soft sound 
against the carpet. She made her way to Chaeyoung and pulled the 
younger Park for a hug. "Are you okay, hun?" 

"Yes, Alice," Chaeyoung said, hugging her big sister back as 
tightly as she could, because Alice would definitely think something 
was wrong if she wouldn't do it tightly. "Why would you even ask 
me that kind of question? It's silly," she asked when they parted. 

"It wasn't silly to you back then when you came over the last time 
you were sneaking inside my office, looking exactly like--" Alice 
gestured her hand from Chaeyoung's head to toe, her eyes 
particularly lingered on her sister's face, "--this. It was when your 
tenth goldfish died and I had to cancel all my appointments so I 
could console you the whole day that day because you were 
bawling your eyes out. Remember?" 

Yes, Chaeyoung remembered it vividly. It was embarrassing. 

"Do I look like I'm grieving?" Chaeyoung asked curiously and 
laughed. 

"No. But you definitely don't look happy, either," Alice answered 
and settled herself in the leather couch, patting the space beside her 
for Chaeyoung. "What's up, hun?" she asked. 

Chaeyoung hesitated for a moment. She had thought of confiding 
everything to Alice, like she always would even when they were 
both just children. They were bestfriends. They grew up together 
and Alice was the best sister in the world for her. Also, she had 
been rehearsing on her mind all the things that she wanted to tell 
Alice, all the questions that she would ask Alice, on her way there. 
She had planned to tell Alice her woes, but her voice was drowned 
by the sudden and booming voice of the man Chaeyoung knew 
could only come from one person. 

"So, I had a dream that a redhead angel would land and grace us 
with her presence today. Of course, I didn't believe it at first 
because it was too good to be true. But Mrs. Nam called my office a 
minute ago to tell me that my prodigal daughter is in the building. 
Is Joohwangie XI okay?" Mr. Park had made his presence welcomed 
unceremoniously through such an introduction. Saying 'so' like he 
was in a court room, cross-examining the supect. 

"Hi, Daddy!" Chaeyoung walked over and hugged and kissed the 
tall, lean, handsome man on his fifties. "I know that you only made 
that dream up on your way here and my goldfish is thriving. Thank 
you very much," she told her father, which made Mr. Park laughed 
and planted a kiss on Chaeyoung's temple. "And it's Joohwangie, 
Dad. No Roman numerals." 

"Well, you should, sweetheart. It's hard to keep up, especially 
when you get the same kind of goldfish all the time," Mr. Park 


laughed and playfully rolled his eyes. "So, what brings you here 
then if little Joohwang is alive and thriving?" he asked. 

"Can't I visit without an agenda?" Chaeyoung pouted and settled 
herself beside Alice. 

"Oh. My bad, sweetheart. Of course, you can," Mr. Park feigned 
an apologetic look. "But you don't. Not lately, anyway. Your mother 
thinks you've already emancipated yourself from us, legally. The 
way you keep on skipping family dinners on Fridays. So, how are 
you, Pumpkin? Or should I start calling you Ginger now? You 
changed your hair color again," Mr. Park said good-naturedly, 
taking a few streaks of Chaeyoung's hair only to let it slip between 
his fingers. 

Chaeyoung was on the verge of blurting out whatever was 
bothering her but she hesitated and settled to: "I'm. . .good," she 
said, raising her tone a little after the 'd' and made her sound 
unsure. 

Chaeyoung saw her father, the famous and most sought-after 
lawyer in South Korea and the nearby countries, exchanging 
meaningful looks with his eldest daughter, Alice, who was as 
equally famous and sought-after as their father in the legal field, 
being one of the best young lawyers in the country and because of 
her looks--Alice was voted the most beautiful attorney in Seoul, 
which she thought was the most ridiculous recognition she had ever 
received but was pleased to received it, anyway--and both looked at 
her with quizzical looks. 

"Do you think your sister is doing 'good', Alice, darling?" Mr. Park 
asked, eyeing Chaeyoung and then looked at Alice like they were 
discussing how to sniff out a lie inside a court room. 

"Nope. She's definitely not looking 'good', Dad. Little Rosie here 
looks like she's got something to say. Or ask. Depends on how she'll 
do it for us," Alice replied, with a hint of humor. 

"So, what is it, Roseanne?" Mr. Park asked. His beautiful salt-and- 
pepper hair was gleaming like a halo on his head. 

"Oh my god! Why do I feel like I'm in a courthouse with the two 
of you ganging up on me to say 'nothing but the truth, so help me 
God'?" Chaeyoung groaned and chuckled. 

This was nothing new, of course, Chaeyoung thought. She was so 
used to it that whenever Alice and their father would subject her to 
such interrogation, she would just laugh it off. This was how her 
family would talk over dinner and mostly she'd be the subject of 
coaxing and teasing. Probably because she was the youngest and 
her family claimed that they loved her that much and they felt the 
need to tease her. Especially her father. 

"No pressure, sweetheart. Take your time. Your sister and I have 


all day," Mr. Park said as he sit languidly on his seat. "Do you want 
anything? Shall I ask Mrs. Nam to call the cafeteria to bring us 
something up here? We're actually going organic for a month now. 
You will love the new menu," he suggested. His legs were crossed 
and his eyes were looking at his youngest offspring dotingly. 

"Thanks, Dad. But I'm not hungry," Chaeyoung lied. 

"Of course, she would decline the organic food, Dad. She already 
had a gummy worm," Alice said. 

"See? This is exactly what I've been telling Alice here," Mr. Park 
told Chaeyoung. "She can't just use gummy worms and M&M's to 
lure you in. This is unfair on my part, darling. I don't resort to 
bribery--" 

"What? I did not bribe Roseanne to drop by here first, Dad. She 
was sneaking in, actually," Alice pointed out. "Took me by surprise." 

"But perhaps I can ask Mr. Baek to lay out candies and chocolates 
from the basement all the way up to my office next time our Little 
Rosie comes over--if it's not too much to ask from him, of course--if 
it's the only way to lure her there first before you can," Mr. Park 
said. Mr.Baek was his secretary. 

"It's a competition, hun. Dad and I have been betting on it. I guess 
I win this time," Alice told her with a wink. 

"Oh my god! Mom will kill the both of you when she finds out," 
Chaeyoung said, laughing. Her family might be few of the most 
intelligent people she ever met but they're immature and funny 
most of the time. 

"No, she won't, sweetheart. She's putting her own bet, too," Mr. 
Park said. 

"Unbelievable!" Chaeyoung said, shaking her head and in mirth. 
"And for the record, I did not sneak it, Alice. Mrs. Nam told me I 
can come in. So I did." 

"I missed that. That laughter of yours," Mr. Park told Chaeyoung, 
with those brown eyes of his that could only speak the truth and 
love. 

There was longing, too. And that was the reason why Chaeyoung 
chose to drop by Alice's office first. Because Alice would never 
make her feel her guts twisting in complicated knots because of 
guilt. Guilty of every life choices and decisions she had made, 
including not being a lawyer like Alice and their father. And his 
father before him. And their forefathers before them. Like almost 
everyone in their family. 

She had been called the 'Park black sheep' during family reunions, 
especially after most of their relatives had found out that she had 
put up a bar in Hongdae, brought her own place and a car, after she 
sold her share in the firm. 


"Such a waste," one lawyer uncle told her disdainfully after 
learning that she had dropped out of college to finally pursue her 
passion in music and formed a band of college dropouts like her. 
She, Ji-In, Jin-Ah and A-yeon. 'The Droppings’, they used to call 
themselves. "Like bird poops," A-yeon would describe themselves in 
full sarcasm to anyone who would ask why they were called 'The 
Droppings’. Until they dropped the name few years ago because it 
became boring. And now, they were 'The Nameless'. Because they 
haven't decided yet what to officially call themselves. 

"I think he's about to cry anytime now," Alice whispered on her 
ear and laughed. 

"We literally are living in the same city and yet you can't pay 
your old man a visit. You're Mom thinks your keeping things from 
us? A boyfriend, perhaps?" Mr. Park suggested. 

"Oh my god! No, Dad. No, I don't have a boyfriend. You know 
that," Chaeyoung said. "I'm just. . .I'm--I've been busy. I'm really 
sorry." 

"Apology accepted, Pumpkin. Ginger. Besides, had you been 
paying us frequent visits, I'd have to stop calling you my 'prodigal 
daughter’, then. And I can't do that because I've been telling my 
friends that I have a prodigal daughter and she's absolutely thriving 
in her field of choice," Mr. Park said, there was pride in his voice. 

"He's been telling everyone lately that you'd fill an arena 
someday," Alice told Chaeyoung. 

"What? Oh, no. No, Dad. I'm just. . .I haven't thought about going 
bigtime, yet, actually," Chaeyoung told her father. 

"But what's the point of letting you go and allowing you to pursue 
music when you won't go bigtime, sweetheart?" Mr. Park groaned. 

"So you and Mom could finally sleep at night?" Chaeyoung 
suggested sheepishly. 

And all three of them laughed. Their father was the loudest. 
Because he knew it was partly true. They had initially pushed 
Chaeyoung to pursue her music because they couldn't sleep in the 
middle of the night while Chaeyoung, on her highschool years back 
then, would spend her sleepless nights on her piano, singing and 
belting out Beyonce songs. 

"So, are you going to tell us what's going on, Roseanne Park?" 
Alice asked after their laughter had died down. 

Chaeyoung hesitated and said, "You ever heard of the Kim 
Group?" 

Alice and their father exchanged looks. They were probably 
wondering why their Roseanne was suddenly interested in 
something that wasn't involve in music. 

"Everyone heard of the Kim Group, hun. I mean, everyone within 


the corporate and legal circle. They're that group. If you know what 
I mean?" Alice told her and asked, "Why?" 

"What do they do?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"Hmm. A lot of things. They're a big conglomerate. Mostly made 
up of rich, influential families in the business field. They do 
exporting, mainly textiles and car parts, to Europe and the US. 
They're also in partnership with a big tech company. . ." Alice 
replied. 

"But I heard they've been a little shaky lately after the passing of 
Chairman Kim. What with the other Kims fighting among 
themselves, trying to get hold of the chairmanship, his wife being 
the interim CEO while their daughter was refusing the 
chairmanship. The group was in shambles for a year, I think. Until 
the younger Kim finally stepped in and accepted her fate just a 
week ago. She'd be leading a group of older businessmen who 
mostly cannot accept how the world works nowadays. Poor girl," 
their father said, shaking his head. 

"You mean, Jennie?" Chaeyoung asked and she could swore how 
Alice and their father's eyes almost did a double-flip when they both 
looked at her in utter shock. "What?" she asked them. 

"How do you Jennie Kim, Miss Roseanne Park?" Alice demanded. 

"Well, I--but why do you look so shocked, Alice?" Chaeyoung 
asked. She was intrigued by her sister's reaction. 

"Because Jennie Kim has always been an elusive character. She'd 
been MIA for months after the death of her father. She had been 
sheltered from the public eye almost all her life, until recently, of 
course. And I believe that you have never been interested with 
anything about other people's businesses at all, except the Orange," 
Alice explained. "So, what's up, hun? What's going on?" 

"I did something stupid and I'm worried about Lisa," Chaeyoung 
said, biting her lip. 

"What happened, Roseanne?" Mr. Park asked. And Chaeyoung 
knew that she was in a possible verge of grave telling-off when her 
father would call her by her name. 

And so she told them what happened at her bar two night ago, 
skipping some details, especially about the parr where Jisoo kissed 
her and she kissed the idiot back to get even and the bickerings that 
she and Jisoo had shared. She told them about Jennie and Jisoo's 
relationship with the Kim Group and what Jisoo had told her about 
what the Kim Group would do if things would get worst. She told 
them about Jennie and Lisa, but left the part about the two being 
romantically close because it wasn't her secret to tell. She told them 
about her woes. "What if they'll come after me? Or Lisa?" she told 
them more than once. 


Alice and their father were listening intently. Mr. Park would nod 
his head or furrowed his brows sometimes. Alice, on the other 
hand, probly thought everything was funny because she had that 
funny look on her face. But turned grim when Chaeyoung got to the 
part about Jisoo's assumptions. And when Chaeyoung was done 
talking, her father was the first to clear his throat to speak. 

"But I thought you're in love with Lisa, sweetheart?" he asked. 
"How come Lisa is involved with Jennie Kim now? I don't 
understand." 

"Freakin' Jennie Ruby Jane Kim, of all people. Wow!" Alice 
gasped beside her. 

"Dad!" Chaeyoung exclaimed, red in the face. "Oh my god! Out of 
all the things I told, you still think about that?" she groaned. 

It was an open secret, of course. They had never really talked 
about it but her family knew that she was in love with Lisa since 
forever. And that was one of the reasons why Chaeyoung would 
always run towards them when something was bothering her. 
Because she knew they would never judge her and the choices that 
she would make. 

"Honey, your mother thinks that the reason why you've been 
skipping our weekly family dinner for months now is because you 
and Lisa are living together and you both aren't ready to share the 
happy news with us," Mr. Park said. 

Chaeyoung looked at Alice, ready to burst out laughing at the 
ridiculousness of the idea. Because she had never once welcomed 
the idea of her and Lisa living together in one roof and being 
romantically involved. Which was strange for someone who had 
been harbouring secret feelings for her bestfriend for years. But 
Alice only nodded, affirming what their father had said. 

Chaeyoung sighed. "There's no Lisa and I, Dad. We're just 
bestfriends," she said. "I mean, yes. I was in love with Lisa. I still do 
love her. But it's a lot different now. Besides, she's. . .sshe doesn't feel 
the same way. And it's okay. I'm okay." 

And that was the weird part, actually. That she just woke up one 
day and suddenly came to realize that it wasn't the same anymore. 
That the love she was having for Lisa wasn't the kind that would 
break her heart again. Too soon, she told herself too many times. 
Too soon to let go of the love that had been keeping her heart 
beating in frantics everyday eversince she found out that she was in 
love with Lisa. But it wasn't the same anymore. 

"What about this Jisoo?" her father asked. 

"What about her?" asked Chaeyoung absent-mindedly. 

Her father shrugged. 

"I don't know, sweetheart. You tell me. What about her?" Mr. Park 


said with a smile hinting on his eyes. 

"I think she's my sworn enemy, Dad," Chaeyoung said and 
chuckled. "I'm not even sure if Jisoo and I are friends, actually. We 
kind of annoy each other," she said. 

"So, what do you want us to do, hun?" Alice asked. "I mean, I'm 
sure you're here for a reason. Right?" 

"I don't know. I just. . . Maybe I just wanted you, guys, to know 
what's going on? So that if anything weird ever happens, you will 
know," Chaeyoung replied. 

"TIl ask my team to look into the national security law. And if 
Jisoo's father's security company is violating you and Lisa's privacy, 
then we'll have to take legal action, okay?" Alice said. 

"But will the law cover Lisa's privacy, though? I mean, she's not 
Korean," Chaeyoung said. 

"TIl personally make sure that she will be protected by the law, 
sweetheart. Don't worry about it," Mr. Park said. "But I don't think 
Lisa will ever need it. She's got the whole Thailand to do that for 
her." 

"I still can't believe that Lisa is involved with Jennie Kim. Holy 
crap! This is going to be crazy if anyone will ever find out," Alice 
said. 

"Why?" Chaeyoung asked her elder sister. 

"Look, hun. We have people from all the departments in the 
government. We are provided with legal documents and access to 
look into people's assets. We're asked to protect them, defend them. 
You know the drill. And people tell tales, hun. When Chairman Kim 
passed away, the revenue was looking into his net worth and it was 
worth more than a trillion won. It's huge! Their family is one of 
South Korea's richest. If the media will find out or anyone from the 
Kim Group will find out about them, it's going to be a huge scandal. 
Especially when they find out who Lisa is," Alice explained. "Does 
Lisa know about this?" 

"Jennie had probably told her already. I haven't talk to her about 
this, though. She's busy working on her lab. The idiot," Chaeyoung 
said, rolling her eyes. 

"You and Lisa. The rebel duo," Mr. Park said and chuckled. "You 
shouldn't worry too much about Lisa, sweetheart. If Lisa is working 
on her lab right now, then you should know that she knows what's 
happening and she knows what she's doing. Lisa is smart and a 
strong woman. And I'm going to say this again: She's got the whole 
Thailand to back her up when the going gets tough. Okay?" 

"Don't worry too much, hun. We'll take care of it. I promise," Alice 
said, holding her hand reassuringly. "I'll call you as soon as my team 
finds anything. Okay?" 


Chaeyoung nodded and said, "Can we please go down to the 
cafeteria? I'm hungry. I haven't eaten a proper meal for two days 
now." 

Alice and their father both laughed at her predicament. 

"Come on, let's go. We'll call your mother and let's dine out 
together," Mr. Park said as he heaved himself up from the leathered 
seat. "I miss eating with my three beautiful girls." 

Chaeyoung should be relieved from her growing anxiety. She 
knew that Alice, their father and more than a thousand of attorneys 
that their firm was employing--theirs being the best and largest law 
firm in South Korea and was included in the list of top 100 best law 
firms in the world--would do everything to protect her and Lisa. But 
there, seated deep inside the caverns of her anxious mind was the 
looming fear that one day, things might get ugly because of her. 
Because of her recklessness and impulsiveness of claiming that 
equally impulsive and reckless Jisoo Kim in front of everyone. It 
was suppose to be a joke. But why did it feel like the joke was on 
her? 


Chapter 40 


"But I really don't feel like going," Lisa groaned in defiance when 
they stepped in inside her apartment. The now-familiar eerie silence 
of her own place did not surprise her anymore. There was 
something missing, she knew. She just couldn't pinpoint what it 
was. Or maybe she did and she just didn't want to linger much on 
the thought yet. 

Lisa saw Leo jumped from the couch and scuttled away towards 
the uppermost of the stairs and Luca, the good boy that he was, 
remained on his stupor above the cabinet and only raised an eyelid 
to check on her and her tall and lanky companion. She smiled at the 
sight of her two boys. Leo wouldn't have scuttled away if it was 
Jennie who was with her. 

"Oh my god! Please, don't use that tone on me. Besides, it has 
been decided that you're coming with me--" 

"Decided by who?" Lisa asked and plopped herself on the couch. 
She was occupying the whole space, leaving her companion, who 
smelled mostly of airport and summer, standing in the middle of 
her living room, checking the tiny cobwebs hanging on the 
chandelier. 

"By me," the other woman said while scanning her eyes on the 
state of Lisa's apartment. "Besides, it's a good opportunity for you to 
expand your circle, meet possible clients and maybe find someone 
that will make you get out of your lab once in a while," she 
explained her intentions and added, "You really need to get out of 
your lab and do a bit of cleaning in here." She just ran her finger on 
the specks of dust lying on the frame of one of Lisa's displayed 
black-and-white photo of her two cats and clicked her tongue in 
disapproval. 

"I'm actually getting out of my lab more often than you know," 
Lisa replied without looking. Her forearms were raised on her face, 
covering her eyes. Her feet resting on the armrest. "Leave the dusts 
alone. They make a good story." 

The tall woman with an apple-cut hair rolled her eyes at Lisa, 
even though she knew that the younger woman wasn't looking. At 
least she knew how to vacuum her place in New York, no matter 
how unorganized she could be most of the time. 

"Good to know," she said sarcastically and sashayed towards the 


solitary couch, where Lisa was lying. She slapped Lisa's feet off the 
armrest. Lisa scooted over and made room for the woman. 

"Yes. But I need to work on some rolls tonight, though," Lisa said 
and pushed herself up to sit. 

Doona, Lisa's old friend and mentor in photography wasn't having 
Lisa's display of enervated spirit. She just flew in from New York, 
made a quick stopover in a dress shop to get her dress fixed and 
went straight to Lisa's place, hoping that the younger photographer 
was in the country. Especially since the last time that the two of 
them talked, Lisa was somewhere in South America, with the loud 
sound of drums and street parties on the background. 

"Lalisa! What did I tell you about being a photographer?" Donna 
asked her friend. 

Doona had met Lisa by accident a few years ago when Lisa was 
still a newbie in photography. A tall, lanky woman with a 
ridiculously huge camera bag strapped on her shoulder, looking 
awkward and lost in the sea of abstract arts and throngs of people. 
They had met in Korea, in the village of Dongpirang, when the 
place was still littered with homegrown artists painting on the walls 
from sun up to sun down, to save the dying village from being 
demolished. 

Doona was one of those who had been invited by a group of 
artists to present the colorfully-painted village to the rest of the 
world through her lens. And Lisa back then was an amateur who 
went there for the sole purpose of testing her new camera for a 
photowalk. The young enthusiast had bumped into her, causing her 
compact camera to fly off her grip and landed hard on the hard 
pavement. She could still remember the horrified look on Lisa's face 
when they both saw the compact camera lying on the pavement, 
looking pathetically broken. And the rest, they would say, was 
history. 

They had become friends since then. And by friends, meaning she 
had been guiding Lisa about photography. Teaching her, sharing 
her knowledge and answering Lisa's overwhelming questions about 
photography even at three in the morning, when Lisa couldn't sleep 
and she was somewhere in some hotel rooms in some foreign 
countries, snoring. Lisa was so good at waking her up during 
ungodly hours that Doona thought Lisa had made it all intentional. 
She asked Lisa about it, of course. And Lisa would only deny and 
laugh at her with those loud ass laughter of hers. 

"See the world. Get out often," Lisa recited lackadaisically. 

"That's not exactly what I said but yes, see the world and get out 
often. And what have you been doing?" Doona asked. 

"Seeing the world, getting out often, snapping and shooting and 


now I need to work on the roll negatives that I've used when I did 
all that," Lisa replied with a smirk. 

"Oh yeah? Your assistant told me otherwise, though?" Doona 
smirked back. 

Lisa threw her friend a playful glare and asked, "Since when did 
you ever believe in men?" 

"Touche. But your assistant is a boy, not a man. Men don't ogle on 
women like he just saw one for the first time in his life. I swear I 
could have punched him in the face if he wasn't acting super cute. 
And I'm not saying that it's cute to ogle at women like that. It's 
annoying," Doona said. 

Lisa laughed. "Yeah, I know what you mean. Bobby does that all 
the time, it is annoying. But maybe because he was fascinated by 
you? I mean look at you?" Lisa said, raising her eyebrows in 
approval on the older woman. 

Doona rolled her eyes dramatically at Lisa and laughed. Her high 
cheekbones were flustered. Her small face was glowing. New York 
and the world, wherever Doona had been for the last years, had 
done her good, Lisa thought. Or maybe it was the fact that Doona 
was a free soul, doing the things she loved the most and loving 
every minute of it. Happiness looked good on her friend that Lisa 
thought Doona did not even aged since the last time they saw each 
other. If anything, the New York-based photographer looked 
younger than her actual age of forty. She looked youthful and 
glowing. 

"He needs to grow up," Doona said with a knowing smirk. 

"Yes. I've been telling him that since day one," Lisa replied. "See? 
I've been a good student and learned things from you. So, can I not 
go?" she asked. 

Doona looked at her incredulously and shook her head. "Nope," 
she told Lisa. "Now, be a good girl. Go to your room, find a nice 
dress, take a bath because you smell like you've been diluted in dye 
all day. Prep yourself up because we can't be late. I don't want to be 
late." 

"God, you're so bossy!"Lisa groaned but heaved herself up from 
the couch anyway. She knew it was a lost cause from the beginning. 
Defying and declining Doona Bae was like saying no to a stonewall. 
It was futile. But it was always worth the try. 

"I know, honey," Doona said condescendingly and laughed. "You 
told me I can boss you around because I'm your teacher. You said it 
yourself." 

"I'm seriously taking it back now," Lisa replied as she made her 
way towards the stairs with heavy footsteps, which had set Leo in 
another panic mode as he hurried down the stairs like a zooming 


bullet, missing Lisa by an inch. She really didn't feel like like going 
out tonight, she thought as she watched Leo settled himself 
anxiously beside Luca. 

"Sure. But you're still going to that party with me. Now, go prep 
up, Pokpak!" Doona said. 

Lisa rolled her eyes and smiled. It had been a while since the last 
time someone called her by her old nickname. Doona loved the 
name for some reason. "It had grown on me," Doona once told her. 

"Hello, handsome!" Doona said while petting Luca first. And Leo 
jumped away from the touch as soon as Donna tried to stroke his 
ear. Doona laughed and asked, "Does Leo ever learn how to relax?" 

Lisa halted her steps. She was midway from going up to her loft 
and said, "Of course, he does." But exclusively with Jennie, she 
wanted to add but thought against it. Doona didn't have to know 
about Jennie. Lisa resumed her steps. Not yet, she told herself. 

"Oh, what are these? I didn't know you cook?" 

Doona had apparently moved on from petting Luca and scaring 
Leo and had started to look around her kitchen. 

"I don't. Can you please stop rummaging my kitchen?" Lisa called 
out from the loft as she heard the clicking of the cupboard doors, 
the tinkling of the mason jars she bought to store condiments and 
the sound of the refrigerator door alarm going off, indicating that 
Doona had left the door open longer than allowed. 

She had filled her cupboard and refrigerator with stuff that she 
thought Jennie would might want to use when cooking. Pasta, 
pastries, traditional Korean dishes. She had also organized the 
groceries alphabetically, so that when Jennie would ask her for a 
specific something, she would have find it in an instant. And Doona 
looking around in there might disarray everything. 

"Why are you so snarky at me? That's not how a student should 
treat her teacher, Pokpak!" Lisa heard Doona telling her, laughing 
like she was teasing her. 

Lisa was about to open her mouth to retort but she heard the 
beeping sound of her door alarm before it was pulled opened. 

"Well, look who's here! Hello, beautiful!" she heard the older 
woman exclaimed jovially downstairs that it made Lisa curious who 
the new arrival was. And realized that there was only one person in 
the world who knew her door security code. 

"Chipmunk!" Lisa called out as she listened to the exchange of 
pleasantries, small talks and chuckles between Chaeyoung and 
Doona from the kitchen. 

"What?" Chaeyoung yelled. 

"Can you come up here and help me with something, please?" 
Lisa shouted from her bedroom door. 


"Go on, gorgeous. And please tell your snarky friend up there to 
hurry up because we don't wanna be late for the party," Lisa heard 
Doona said loudly, putting an emphasis on the word 'snarky' and 
'don't'. Lisa could only just shake her head and chuckle from 
upstairs. She could imagine the look on her friend's face when she 
did that. 

"Hey, Pokpak! I'll just be in your studio, okay? Do hurry up! And 
dress to impress!" Doona told her and Chaeng's "It's great to see you 
again, Miss Doona!" before she heard the door opened and closed. 
An indication that Doona had already left even before she could say 
a word. 

"You're going to a party?" Chaeyoung asked Lisa as soon she 
stepped inside Lisa's bedroom. Lisa's back was on her. 

"Apparently so," Lisa answered. "Which one do you think should I 
wear?" she asked and turned around to face Chaeyoung, holding 
two casual-looking but otherwise expensive dresses on her both 
hands. 

"The red one. It's your favorite color." It didn't take seconds for 
Chaeyoung to reply because she knew that Lisa would prefer red 
when undecided. "Since when did you ever go to a party?" she 
asked. 

"Since never, except your party. But Doona insisted. You know 
her," Lisa said and stood in front of the full-length mirror next to 
her wardrobe closet, holding the red dress, checking if it looked 
good on her. 

"She's hard to resist, yes," said Chaeyoung and seated on the edge 
of Lisa's bed, dusting off the cat hairs she found littering all over 
Lisa's bed sheets. "Hey, listen. So, I just came back from the firm, 
Lis," she told Lisa. 

The blond abruptly turned around to face Chaeyoung, looking 
excited all of a sudden. 

"Oh, yeah?" Lisa said, with that big grin on her face. The same 
grin she would flash to Chaeyoung's family whenever she would see 
them. "How's Alice and your Pops? And your Mom, too. I miss her 
cooking. I miss all of them, Chaeyoung-a! You should've told me so 
I could've come with you." She pouted. 

"I tried to call you but you weren't picking up," Chaeyoung said 
sternly. "Anyway, they're fine. Mom said you should drop by 
soonest because she misses you, too. Dad said hello and Alice told 
me to remind you about the somac session you promised her?" 

Lisa laughed loudly. "I see. Alice is still not over the fact that I 
defeated her the last time. She wants to get back at me," she said. 

"Of course, she does, idiot! Alice still claims that you cheated last 
time and we both know you did. I didn't tell her that, though. She'll 


definitely kill me if she finds out I downed a glass for you," 
Chaeyoung said which made Lisa laugh even louder. "Anyway, I 
told them about what happened, Lisa," she continued. 

"What happened?" Lisa asked with knitted brows, the ghost of her 
laughter was still visible on her face. 

"At the bar, Shutterbug. About Jennie and Jisoo. The Kim 
Group?" Chaeyoung replied. 

"Oh. That group." Lisa rolled her eyes with an exasperated 
expression on her face and went about her drawers to look for her 
Rolex. 

But Chaeyoung could tell that Lisa was just goofing around. Or 
perhaps dodging the inevitable. Because no matter how Lisa would 
decline to talk about it, they would have to. So, she added, "And I 
saw Jennie's profile on their website." 

The sound of Jennie's name did it. Gone was the goofy look. 
Although it did not wipe the smile off Lisa's face, to Chaeyoung's 
frustration. If anything, Chaeyoung thought it only made Lisa 
looked, well, in love, that it took every ounce of her being not to 
throw Lisa the pillow closest to her to snap Lisa out of it for now. 

"Looks intimidating, doesn't she? My stomach did a triple flip 
when I saw it," Lisa said, a faint smile was playing on her lips. 

"Have you talked to her?" Chaeyoung asked. 

Lisa nodded. "Yes. Yeah, we did talk that night," she told Chaeng. 

"And?" Chaeyoung prodded. 

"Did Jisoo tell you anything?" Lisa asked, dodging another 
question. 

"She did, yeah. She told me stuff," Chaeyoung answered with a 
sigh. She was close to telling Lisa about Jisoo's worries but thought 
against it. Perhaps some other time, she told herself. 

Lisa made a beeline towards the bed and plopped herself down 
on the soft mattress. The sudden jerking of the mattress upward 
caused Chaeyoung to jumped off of it a little at the edge, earning a 
reproaching look from the redhead. 

"Come here, Chipmunk," Lisa said, patting the empty space beside 
her. "Lay down with me for a sec. My back aches, actually. I've been 
working at the lab the whole day," she groaned and stretched her 
back against the softness of her bed. 

Chaeyoung obliged like she always would whenever Lisa would 
ask her to lay down beside her. She crawled and layed her body 
comfortably beside Lisa, but left a convenient space between them. 
They were both looking at the ceiling, lying vertically. There legs 
dangling on the edge, their hair cascaded down towards the vinyled 
floor. The red and blond were a contrast to the gray floor. 

"Can you still remember when it was just you and me, 


Chipmunk?" Lisa asked. 

"Young and stupid. That's who we were when it was just you and 
me, Shutterbug. We did a lot of stupid things, made a ruckus. Dad 
branded us as The Rebel Duo," Chaeyoung said and chuckled. "He 
still does." 

"Yes, we did. We gave all of them a headache--" 

"You gave them headaches, Lalisa. I was merely an accomplice," 
Chaeyoung interjected and they both laughed. 

"But it was fun, though," Lisa sighed. "At least, there was no angry 
conglomerate looming and ready to kick our asses if we'd do stupid 
things," Lisa said. 

"So, you've been thinking about them?" asked Chaeyoung, looking 
and staring at Lisa's side profile and suddenly remembered how she 
started crushing so hard on Lisa back then. It was because of it. She 
had spent most of her teenage life staring at Lisa's side profile. 
Because that was the only time that she could freely marvel at Lisa's 
beauty without Lisa being weird about it. 

Lisa's side profile was easily the most beautiful sight for 
Chaeyoung Park to date. The side burn, the jawline, the outline of 
Lisa's mouth and nose. Those thick lashes that would bat slowly and 
lazily whenever Lisa would blink. 

Lisa nodded. "Who wouldn't? Imagine running away as fast as we 
could because a group of angry chaebols is chasing after us?" she 
said, laughing. The thought of the two of them being chased by old 
men in expensive suits all over Hongdae seemed funny. 

"And you're not worried?" Chaeyoung asked in disbelief. She 
knew that Lisa was usually a happy and calm person. Unperturbed 
by the onerous, most of the time. But she couldn't believe how Lisa 
could even joke about it while she, herself, was on the brink of 
breaking down prior to talking to Alice and their Dad about it. 

"I am, actually. I'm just trying not to think too much about it, 
Chipmunk. Reason why I spent a lot of time in the lab today. And 
yesterday," Lisa said. 

Chaeyoung sighed. "Yeah, I know," she said. 

"Are you worried?" Lisa asked. "I know you do. It's written all 
over your face." 

"Yes. But mostly for you, Lisa. Dad said I shouldn't because you'd 
have the whole Thailand to back you up, in case something worse 
will happen," Chaeyoung said. 

Lisa snorted. "Your Pops is a brilliant man, Chipmunk. No doubt 
about that. But things like that only happen in movies. Besides, 
people back home don't even know who I am, lest they would care 
about what's going on with my life," she said, turning all serious 
now. "Besides, what's worse that could happen?" 


And maybe that right there was the very reason why Chaeyoung 
had been worrying eversince she and Jisoo had talked about what 
could happen. Lisa's smile was gone. The goofy face, the usual spark 
of laughter on her eyes, the ever present curve of smile on the 
corners of her mouth, they were all gone. She didn't want that on 
Lisa. Not now, not ever. Sadness would never suit Lisa. It's like 
watching a dying star with its light slowly fading. It was 
heartbreaking. 

"Aside from running as fast as we could because a herd of angry 
Kim is coming for our arses, you mean?" Chaeyoung said, putting an 
emphasis to the twang and rolled her eyes because she knew that it 
would amuse Lisa, and it did. A smile cracked from Lisa's pursed 
lips again. "But I think I know what's going to happen next, 
Shutterbug. And I'm pretty sure it's going to be ugly," she said and 
was already on her feet. 

"What?" Lisa asked, looking confused. 

"Miss Doona will bite your head off when she goes back up here 
and you're still not ready," Chaeyoung said and pulled Lisa up. 
"Come on, idiot. You need to get ready. You have a party to attend 
to." 

Lisa groaned but still allowed Chaeyoung to help her up against 
her will. 

"She has a party to attend to. I'm just going to tag along," Lisa 
said. "Can I just go with you? I really don't feel like going to any 
parties. What are your plans for tonight?" she asked the redhead. 

"The Orange, what else. Plus, I have to talk to the girls. I think 
they need to know what's happening before A-yeon would tell me 
again that Jisoo and I look cute together," Chaeyoung said. 

"Oh yeah. About that," Lisa said squarely. "Since when have you 
two started going out? You never told me about it. I'm supposed to 
be your bestfriend, Chaeyoung Park," Lisa pouted. 

"It was just a joke, Lisa. I swear!" Chaeng said, even raising her 
hand. "There's this thing going on between Jisoo and I but it's 
nothing even close to romantic. We're just trying piss each other off, 
I guess, and I've, well. . .I've gone too far that night. She was so 
pissed at me that she had to fake passing out just to shut me up," 
she said. 

"Jisoo faked that?" Lisa asked with her eyes wide opened. 
Chaeyoung nodded and Lisa whistled. "Wow! That was stupid! But 
otherwise convincing. She had everyone getting worked up that 
night. She's good," she said, shaking her head. "I didn't know you 
play that kind of game, Chipmunk? But, at least you're having fun. 
Are you having fun?" she asked her bestfriend. 

"Oh, yes! Pissing Jisoo Kim off is a lot of fun, Shutterbug. It's my 


most ultimate dream job in the world," Chaeyoung replied in full 
sarcasm. 

Chaeng rolled her eyes at Lisa. They both laughed about it and 
stopped at the same time when they heard the incessant ringing of 
the doorbell. 

"Oh, my god! Here she comes," Lisa groaned. Knowing that Doona 
was capable of murdering her doorbell. "Can you help me sneak out 
so I can't go?" 

Chaeyoung smiled sympathetically. "No, Shutterbug. Go prep up. 
I'll get it," she told Lisa and left the room. 


"Your car smells something else," Doona commented for the third 
time as Lisa parked her car in front of the W Seoul Walkerhill. 
"Strawberries!" Doona exclaimed, bobbing her head. "Yes, 
strawberries. Since when did you ever like strawberries?" she asked 
curiously. 

Strawberries. Jennie owned that scent, Lisa thought. And if she 
would tell Doona about that, then she might as well tell Doona 
everything. Because Doona could be a lot older than Lisa, but she 
could be as persistent as a five-year old when trying to get to the 
bottom of everything if she wanted to. 

"Whose party are we going to again?" Lisa asked, subtly ignoring 
Doona's curiosity about the smell of her car. 

"A friend. I met her in New York few years ago. We were on the 
same venue during the fashion week," Doona replied while 
unbuckling her seatbelt and proceeded to ruffle her hair in the 
rearview mirror. "Okay, done. Let's go," she told Lisa and stepped 
out of the car. 

"The fashion week? What is she, a model?" Lisa asked as she 
followed Doona towards the entrance, hesitantly handing her car 
key to the valet. 

"You can say that. She was walking for Calvin Klein that year. 
She's a socialite and a model. She worked for Klein and I was there 
because of work. Koreans can sniff Koreans in a sea of non-Koreans. 
That's how we met. She contacted me last week, inviting me to this 
welcome home party that her friends are throwing for her," Doona 
said as she was expertly strutting her stuff through the revolving 
door like she had been doing it for a living. 

Meanwhile, Lisa behind her had just passed the dilemma of 
stepping into and passing through the intricacies of the revolving 
door without blundering herself. The onlookers were now paying 
attention to the both of them. Their height must be catching all the 
attentions. Or probably because Doona was expertly walking in the 
lobby like it was her runway and Lisa was trailing behind, skipping 


and hopping on her feet while trying to secure her high-helled boot 
on her left foot. 

"You flew all the way from New York for her welcome home 
party? Are you insane? You might as well want to throw a welcome 
home party for yourself," Lisa suggested when she had finally 
caught up with Doona's long strides and they walked together 
towards where the elevator was. The soles of their stilettos clicking 
and clacking against the cold granite floor. 

"Sure, Pokpak. Except that I'm not a socialite and Korea doesn't 
give a shit about me being home," Doona said as they stood by the 
elevator, waiting for its doors to open. "I'm not playing ambassador 
to a French brand and definitely not a face of a product alongside 
Kendall," she said without any hint of bitterness. 

"I give a shit," Lisa said as soon as they both stepped inside the 
lift when it admitted them. 

The older woman smiled gratefully. "Thanks, Pokpak. But you're 
technically not Korean. Not that it matters, of course. You're more 
Korean than some of the Koreans I know," Doona said as she jabbed 
her finger on a button. "Besides, I won't be staying long. You know 
how it works." 

Of course, she did. Lisa knew about it too well. The eagerness to 
hop on a plane, fly to where the impulse of their hearts and their 
shutter would tell them and stay there until they would know that 
there was nothing left for them except the memories they had 
made, the lessons and knowledge they had learned and acquired, 
and only taking with them the photos they took when it was time 
for them to hop on another plane again in search for that elusive 
magnum opus. 

And while Lisa chose to return to Korea every once in a while, 
making it her home away from home, Doona chose New York. 
"Because it's where the good stuff are, usually. Plus, it's best to see 
the world from another angle, Pokpak," Doona told her one time 
over a bottle of beer. 

"So, why are you tagging me along again? You know how much I 
hate going to parties, especially when I don't know anyone," Lisa 
said. 

Doona exaggeratedly rolled her eyes at Lisa. "That's why it's 
called a party, Pokpak. You don't have to know anyone. You just 
have to loosen up and have some fun," Doona said with a bright 
smile on her face, wriggling her eyebrows at Lisa. 

If there was ever an epitome of YOLO, it was Doona. The woman 
seemed to not run out of reasons to flash that bright smile, it was 
highly contagious. 

"And you still haven't answered my question," Lisa reminded the 


older woman. 

"Seriously? You're here with me right now because I missed you 
and I want to spend time with you. But most importantly, I want 
you to get out of your hole and meet people, Pokpak," Doona 
replied. 

"I am meeting people, though," Lisa pointed out. "What makes 
you think I don't?" 

"Oh, I don't know. Maybe because I found you inside your lab on 
a fine day when you could have spent your time elsewhere?" Doona 
said. 

"You just arrived in less than a day and you're already jumping to 
conclusions," Lisa muttered. 

"I know, Pokpak. But, okay. To be more specific, I want you to 
get laid. There, I said it," Doona said with a wink. "You can't just 
come home to Leo and Luca after you spend most of your time 
inside the lab. That's just totally sad. I mean, where's the fun in 
that?" 

"What?! Hell, no! No no no no!" Lisa was blushing furiously. She 
could literally feel her face burning in embarrassment. She knew 
Doona could be straightforward most of the time but talking about 
her non-existent sex life was something that Lisa least expected. 

Doona was in mirth and said, "I'm just kidding! Look at you 
blushing!" she teased and held Lisa by the hand when the elevator 
pinged and its doors opened. "Come on. Act natural," Doona said. "I 
don't want people to think I'm dragging you here against your will." 

"Isn't that exactly what you're doing?" 

"See? This is why we're friends, Pokpak. You're smart. You get 
me. Now, let's get those forty vodkas. I miss the 'whiskey-sodden 
city’ nightlife. Some blogger wrote those exact words about how we 
do it here. They know nothing," Doona said, dragging Lisa towards 
the futuristic lounge bar. Where the blaring sound of EDM and laser 
lights were setting the mood for a party. 

Lisa had heard about the Woo Bar. Its sleek, modern and stylish 
design made it one of the hottest bars in Seoul, despite its location 
away from the usual noise and chaos of the city. It was a 
trendsetter, she had read. A place for beautiful people who aimed to 
see and be seen. And when she stepped out of the elevator, with 
Doona gripping her hand tightly to prevent her from bailing out, 
Lisa realized that the Woo Bar was, indeed, living to its reputation. 
There were beautiful people everywhere. In the living room lounge, 
at the eighteen-meter bar, at the lobby, and even on those slick egg- 
looking chairs and seductive sofas. They were dressed in high-cut 
fashion, drinking sparkling wine in glossy glasses, looking like they 
were all from a different breed of people. Doona was right when she 


told her to dress to impress. Because this wasn't just any party. It 
was the kind of party that Lisa knew she would never want to be 
part with. It was obnoxiously high-profiled and thus, beyond her. 

"How long are we staying?" Lisa asked Doona, raising her voice a 
little because the music provided by the DJ was a little loud. 

"As long as we like, Pokpak," Doona replied while she was 
craning her long, slender neck, looking for someone from the sea of 
lean and slender bodies and futuristic LED lights. 

Lisa nodded. "Okay. In that case, I'm going," she said. 

"Don't be such a killjoy," Doona said as she linked their arms 
together. "Let's go find Irene. They've booked the whole place, you 
know? Let's not put their money to waste." 

Irene, it turned out, was THE Irene Kim. A socialite slash model 
slash TV personality slash Lisa-didn't-know-what-else-anymore 
because Irene Kim was said to be a jack-of-all-trades. And the last 
time she had heard about the socialite was how Irene Kim ventured 
her multitalent in business. 

Lisa had seen Irene Kim's face everywhere. On the billboards, on 
prints, the Internet, everyfreakingwhere. And when Doona had 
introduced her to the tall and ridiculously beautiful Irene Kim, Lisa 
knew it was going to be a long night for her and there was no way 
she'd be able to ditch the party early. Because Irene was a chatter 
and she seemed very fond of Lisa. 

Irene would gush about Lisa's hair--"It's beautiful!"--and thought 
that Lisa's eyes were literally the most beautiful she had ever seen. 
"I love how your eyes could seem, like, see through people? You 
know what I mean?" Lisa didn't know exactly what Irene meant, but 
she could feel that socialite meant everything she said about Lisa, 
and so she would just offer her modest smile to the socialite most of 
the time. 

Irene also thought that Lisa was beautiful and would shamelessly 
tell Lisa about it whenever the opportune would arise, saying, 
"You're so pretty!" and asked Doona, "How come you introduced her 
to me just now, D? She could be, like, huge in New York. You 
know?" and back to telling Lisa her tales of being the Korean "It- 
girl" in The Big Apple, while constantly suggesting that Lisa could 
make it big in The Big Apple, if she wants too. "I can help you meet 
the right people, you know?" 

And then there was Doona, telling Irene that Lisa wasn't up to 
making it big in the big stage just yet "because Lisa just wants to go 
home to Leo and Luca every night. It's actually tragic, if you ask 
me." while counting on her fingers the number of vodkas she had 
already downed. 

"I aim to complete the forty vodkas before the night will end, 


actually," Lisa overheard Doona telling the attending bartender, 
before Irene had asked her if she could join her and a group of 
friends at the second floor of the Woo Bar. 

Lisa didn't want to leave Doona alone in the eighteen-meter long 
bar. Not because she was worried about Doona getting drunk all by 
herself but because she was anxious about Irene and her seeming 
interest to keep her to herself. But Doona shooed her. Telling her 
that she brought her there so she could meet people and maybe 
"you know, get laid later tonight" prompting Lisa to hide her face 
because it was turning crimson. Something that Irene had laughed 
at and dismissed quickly, telling Doona that, "This isn't New York, 
D. And I think Lisa isn't the type to do that. Right, Lisa?" 

"I'm really sorry about Doona. She's blunt most of the time," Lisa 
said as she and Irene were climbing the posh staircase and a 
massive glass and crystal chandelier was hanging from the high 
ceiling. She was holding a cocktail glass on her hand. 

"What are you apologizing for? I love Doona and her unabashed 
mouth. I've always been a fan of her," Irene said and added, "But 
don't tell her that." 

"Yeah. I love everything about her," Lisa replied sincerely. "And 
don't worry. I won't." 

"Thanks, Lisa. I mean, of course she knows I'm a huge fa, she just 
won't acknowledge it. She hates that kind of stuff," Irene said, rolled 
her eyes and they both chuckled after. "Anyway, I've been to some 
of her exhibits and there was this particularly really cool display of 
an old Korean man inside a diner. He was smoking a pipe and his 
eyes were, like, staring into nothingness and I didn't know why it 
had that effect on me. It was weird. That photo was so beautiful I 
had to buy it. But Doona thought I was only being generous because 
we're friends," Irene laughed and paused. "So, when can I see your 
works?" she asked the blond. 

Lisa smiled sheepishly and said, "Well, definitely not now. I'm 
planning on putting up an exhibit of all my works over the years 
one day. But I don't think it's happening anytime soon. There's still 
a lot to learn." 

"But you do have a studio somewhere in the city, right? I can 
drop by anytime. I really would love to see your works," Irene said, 
putting so much emphasis on the L word. 

"Well, yes. Sure. It's, uhm, it's in Hongdae," Lisa replied. 

"You're hesitating, but that's fine. I can just ask Doona about it. 
You two seem pretty close," Irene said with a determined look. 

Lisa made no comment because she was slightly taken aback at 
how the socialite could become persistent, despite the fact that 
they've only known each other just now. 


"Anyway, so what's your story, Lisa? I mean, we can skip 
introducing you to my friends if it's a long one?" Irene said, halting 
her steps and looked at Lisa with penetrating gaze 

Lisa chuckled softly and shook her head. "I hardly think that's 
necessary. I'm just someone who loves to take photos," she told 
Irene dismissively and quickly added, "And I hate parties like this. 
No offense." 

Irene laughed and shrugged. "None taken. But don't you think it's 
still a bit too early to raise the white flag?" she said, raising her 
eyebrows to Lisa, smiling. "On the second thought: Come, I'll 
introduce you to my friends. They might help you change your mind 
about ‘parties like this'." She laughed and held Lisa by the wrist. 
"Don't worry about Doona, she'll join us later." 

"Or not. I mean, I'm not worried. She's never one to seek company 
when she's drinking and knows how to handle herself. But I'm still 
going to take her back to her hotel later. Maybe this is why she 
brought me here against my will. I'm the DD," Lisa said, pointing 
herself and laughed. 

The thing about Lisa and her dislike to attending parties was how 
it would only take at least a few minutes for her to change her 
mind. Because gone was her inhibitions. At least around Irene. 
Because Irene was good company, albeit being tipsy. And she was 
showing interest about Lisa's interests and passion in photography, 
which Lisa was grateful for. They were talking about it even when 
they were already surrounded with Irene's friends. Models and 
personalities, socialites, bachelors and bachelorettes whom Lisa had 
been introduced to, one by one. And the frequently asked question 
thrown at her was: "Are you Korean?" Because they all agreed 
without the intention to discriminate that Lisa didn't look Korean at 
all. And when she told them she was a Thai, they 'oohhh-ed' in 
unison, as though it was the most marvelous thing they had ever 
heard. Which astonished Lisa because anyone can be anyone 
without people gawking and gushing about it, so she asked them 
why. And they told her it was because they had met Thais, they 
said, and they all agreed that Thai people are gentle and beautiful. 
And Lisa was beautiful, they told her that, too. To which Irene 
would say, "Oh my god! She is! Right? You are, Lisa!" every time 
someone would gush about it, eventually making Lisa feel 
comfortable and feeling good about herself. Or was it because of the 
Espresso Martini she was drinking? Because the last time she 
checked herself, she would recoil when getting excessive 
compliments. 

Meanwhile, it was already past ten in the evening and Jennie was 
still at the office. The silence that was enveloping her was thick and 


nagging, as she was sitting behind her desk with her back haunched 
over a thick stack of papers that she needed to read and sign before 
she would head home. 

But their splendid house in Gangnam wasn't where her mind was 
wandering to at the moment. She wanted to skip going 'home' and 
instead head straight to Lisa's place, bringing with her the stack of 
papers. She could imagine herself sprawling over Lisa's living room 
carpet, a mug of hot drink on her hand, a pen on the other, poring 
over contracts, dealership and proposals, with Leo and Luca 
sleeping beside her and Lisa sitting on the couch, watching her 
working until her eyes would sting. 

She missed Lisa and the two furballs. She had been intending to 
visit them but work was getting in her way. There were a lot of 
things to do. Meetings to attend to. Deals to close. Papers to sign. 
And the afterwork talks with her mother. 

They had been spending a lot of time together in the home 
library for the past nights now, they were definitely setting a new 
record. But it was mainly because of her mother getting livid and 
went ballistic about the antic that Jisoo did last weekend. 

Chu had to come over last night and explained everything, to 
pacify Madam Kim and assure her that everything was taken care 
of. And that it was just a prank. That Chaeyoung Park was only 
joking when she told everyone back at the Orange that she was 
dating Chu. And Chu was honestly faking it when she passed out. 
They were just having a bit of fun, Chu told Jennie's mom. 

"It was a stupid joke, Mrs. Kim. And Jendeuk didn't have anything to 
do with it, I swear. Chaeyoung and I went overboard. We've already 
talked about it and we're taking full responsibilities of our actions. I'm 
really sorry for the troubles it had caused," Jisoo told Jennie's mother. 

But Jennie knew Jisoo Kim too well that she could tell when Chu 
was lying. She could tell when something was bothering her 
bestfriend. And there was definitely something bothering Chu. She 
could feel it and she wanted to know what it was. She and Chu had 
the opportunity to discuss all of it after her mother retired for the 
night and they had the privacy of the library all to themselves. 

Chu told her everything. All the worries, the doubts. The things 
that frightened the ever brave Jisoo Kim, including--although Chu 
did not eleborate it for her--Chu's own feelings. The confusion. The 
curiosity. Chaeyoung Park, and how Chu really felt when Chaeng 
declared that they were dating. 

"I almost literally had a heart attack, Jendeuk! And if had I not 
decided to drop on the floor and fake it, I'd probably still drop on the 
floor eventually, anyway. That idiot!" Jisoo said. 

"But you can't deny that it had an effect on you, Chu. I can still 


remember the look on your face when Chaeng said it," Jennie told Jisoo. 
"And the look om Chaeng's face when you dropped on the floor." 

"What look?" asked Jisoo, not mainly about her look but the redhead's 
look that Jennie was talking about. She was curious. 

"Oh, spare me that, Jisoo Kim. Do you like Chaeng?" Jennie asked 
and almost regretted it when Jisoo weakly smiled at her. 

"It doesn't matter now, Jendeukie," Jisoo said that it broke Jennie's 
heart. 

And Jennie realized again and again how blessed she was for 
having Jisoo in her life. That no matter what stupid things she 
would commit, the mistakes that she would do, Chu would always 
be there to back her and pick her up. 

And so Jennie decided to work her tirelessly to reassure Chu that 
she would never let anything to happen to herself and her mother, 
to Chu and her family, and to the legacy that her father, the late 
Chairman Kim, had built and handed down to her. And Lisa and 
Chaeyoung. Jennie was under the impression that she would need 
to be as brave as she could in order to prevent everything to snap 
and crumble before her. It was a giant task and she didn't know if 
she was up to it. She didn't even have any udea how to do it. But 
here she was, spending her late nights in the silent recluse of her 
office, with papers that would require her signature for tomorrow, 
instead of being with Lisa. She even had to decline Irene's invitation 
for her welcome home party. Which she honestly thought was 
pointless because Irene and her group of close friends would throw 
a party whenever, just because. 

When her phone pinged and broke the monotony, Jennie knew it 
was her mother texting her, reminding her the time and the dinner 
she had missed. But it wasn't her mother this time. It was Chu. 

"WRU???" was Jisoo Kim's message. 

Jennie's eyebrows shot up high. She didn't know what was more 
upsetting. Chu sending her three-lettered question with three 
question mark on it or Chu texting her when she could've just called 
her? But before she could even shed light to her own curiosity, her 
phone pinged again. 

"Have you seen this?" was Chu's second message, with an 
attached screenshot photo. 

It was a photo taken by someone else of Lisa and Irene, with 
Irene's arm wrapped around Lisa's waist and Lisa holding out her 
phone to take a selfie and Irene's face was literally glued next to 
Lisa's check. 

"RAY OF SUNSHINE?" Jennie said as she read aloud what was 
scribbled across the photo. Her voice echoed all the way across the 
deserted hallway. She was gripping her pen tight on her one hand 


while holding her phone close to her face on the other. She was 
staring at her phone's screen, with her eyes squinting and her lips 
pursed tightly, looking straight at Lisa's laughing eyes, definitely 
looking tipsy, and allowed her sight to travel down Irene's arms on 
Lisa's waist. 

Ray of sunshine. 

RAY. OF. SUNSHINE. 

Jennie's head was now definitely throbbing, she almost wanted to 
throw up because she felt dizzy all of a sudden. 

Lisa should never and would never be somebody else's ray of 
freaking sunshine because that Manoban woman was her ball of 
sunshine. Her daily Christmas. Her daily Valentine's Day. Her Lili! 
And what the hell was Lisa doing on that party, anyway? She was 
even wearing that red dress she told Jennie that she would never 
wear unless on a very special occasion. Which Lisa really looked 
fine, by the way. But that's beside the point. Irene's stupid welcome 
home party was a special occassion now? 

"That woman!" Jennie fumed. 

Jennie slammed her pen hard against the glass table and pushed 
herself away from the edge of her desk rather harshly. She should 
have accepted that stupid invitation and went to that stupid 
welcome home party. She was seething and shaking. Like, there was 
some pestilential tiny creature trying to crawl its way up from the 
hollows of her ribcage and its long, pointy fingernails were 
scratching the walls of her chest, poking and prickling the walls of 
her heart, netting her so much so that all she felt like doing was to 
either scratch her skin aggressively or just let it out, that pestilent 
creature, and stomp it with the heels of her stiletto, be done with it. 

Her mobile device pinged once again just when she picked up her 
purse before heading towards the door. 

"Need back up? :D" was Jisoo's third message. 

Jennie released an angry breath and begun fibbling on her 
phone's screen, furiously. 

"No, Chu. I can handle this. Thank you." Jennie typed and hit 
send. But quickly sending a following smiling emoji, because she 
could vividly imagine the sniggering look on Jisoo's face right now 
and she didn't want to give Jisoo the satisfaction. 

"Okay. But don't murder Irene! ;)" Chu's next message said and 
Jennie ignored it. Jisoo and her annoying emoticons! 

When she stepped out of her office, Mr. Young was already there 
like he was automatically being summoned, waiting for her. He was 
about to open his mouth to speak but Jennie cut him off. Now was 
not the time for small talks. 

"Take me to Gwangjin," Jennie said coldly as she walked past her 


security, her cat-like eyes flashing dagger looks. 

Mr. Young gave her the look when they were both inside the 
elevator but Jennie ignored him. It was the most uncomfortable 
elevator ride that Mr. Young had ever had with Jennie Kim. He 
wanted to ask what would they be doing in Gwangjin at eleven in 
the evening and if Jennie would want anything, recalling how the 
young CEO skipped dinner hours ago. 

But Mr. Young was smart enough not to ask anything, let alone 
open his mouth to speak. Because it was the first that he saw Jennie 
Kim looking absolutely mad and murderous and he didn't want to 
be the first of the casualties. 


Chapter 41 


Jennie arrived in front of W Seoul-Walkerhill at quarter past 
eleven. She was already beside herself and almost took over the 
wheel because Mr. Young--for the life of him!--was driving his 
normal speed, even though she specifically told him that it was 
urgent for her to reach the hotel immediately. And by immediately, 
she meant for him to hit the needle on the highest number on the 
speedometer. 

She did not even wait for the valet or Mr. Young, himself, to open 
the door for her and just did it herself. She pushed the door open, 
walked away in quickened steps from the car without so much as 
paying a glance to anyone and head straight towards the entrance 
of the hotel. She slide through and walked past the revolving door 
expertly, earning herself looks from the people on the lobby 
because she looked like she was a walking marble statue. Cold, 
intimidating and who looked like someone on a mission. Which, she 
obviously was. Plus, she was Jennie Kim. The sole successor of the 
mighty Kim Group, which the W Seoul-Walkerhill was part of. The 
hotel crew cowered at sight of her walking across the lobby. 
Greeting her with a methodical "Good evening, President Kim!" 

But Jennie wasn't paying the slightest bit of attention to anyone. 
Her mind was elsewhere. Her eyes were looking straight past 
everyone. She was still seething inside. The thought of Lisa 
partying, hugging another and being hugged by someone else was 
unacceptable. There was no other way to put it. How dare Irene 
wrapped her arms around Lisa like that? And Lisa smiling like an 
idiot? That woman! Of course, she was referring to both women but 
was still torn who she should release and lash out that annoying 
little creature inside the caves of her chest to. 

But Jennie's cold demeanor took a shattering break when she saw 
the most familiar face standing beside the elevator, sniggering at 
her, that she almost faltered on her steps. 

"What--" 

ON. EARTH??? 

"Chu!" Jennie yelled in bewilderment. "What are you--?" Jennie 
paused and gave her bestfriend an assessing look from head to toe. 
She was torn between asking Chu what she was wearing and what 
she was doing. 


Jisoo thought it was the latter. 

"I really thought you might need a backup," Jisoo told Jennie. Her 
smirk was as visible as the teasing laughter on her brown eyes. "You 
obviously do. You look like you're going to wage a world war. 
Where's the cavalry?" Jisoo asked, tiptoeing and pretending that she 
was looking over Jennie's shoulder and smirked. 

"Shut up, Chu!" Jennie hissed as they wait for the elevator door to 
open, and added, "But, I'm glad you're here. Thank you," she said 
gratefully. 

Jisoo was stifling laughter beside her. "With pleasure, Ruby Jane. 
So, what's the plan?" Jisoo asked. 

"I don't know," Jennie replied and paused. "You know what? On 
the other hand, will you please call your brother? Tell him I need 
his men right now," she told Jisoo, which eventually made Jisoo 
laughed out so loud it made her snort, Jennie was shooting dagger 
looks on her. 

"We might as well call everyone from the company to rally 
behind you, if that's what you really want," Jisoo said, laughing. 
"Aigoo! I never imagined seeing you like this too soon, Jendeuk." 

"Seeing me like what?" Jennie asked snappishly but the 
expression on her face quickly transitioned from being snarky to 
anxious because she suddenly realized something. Her shoulders 
dropped like she had just lost the war she had not even started yet. 
"Oh, no. I shouldn't be here. Lisa might think I'm sending men to 
follow her and she won't like it. And you--" Jennie said weakly, 
shaking her head as she looked at Jisoo, "You shouldn't be here, too, 
Chu. She'll definitely think we're tracing her and I promised her I 
won't do that. This is stupid." 

Jennie remembered how Lisa was mad mad at her and giving her 
the cold shoulder after what happened at the Orange two nights 
ago. She recalled how furious Lisa was about the possibility that her 
security was tailing them. Jennie hated that night. She despised 
how Lisa was looking at her accusingly with those round of eyes of 
hers. 

"I'm being stupid. What was I thinking?" Jennie muttered and was 
about to walk away when Jisoo stopped her and grabbed her by the 
elbow. 

"Love really makes people stupid, doesn't it?" Jisoo told Jennie 
who looked confused and Jisoo responded with an eyeroll. "We 
both have an invitation, Jendeuk. We're not gatecrashing and Lisa 
isn't stupid enough to even think we're here because of her. I don't 
think she's that conceited. Besides, Irene is taller. You can't take her 
down all by yourself," Jisoo said jokingly to lighten Jennie's mood, 
as the elevator door pinged opened and they both stepped inside. 


They joined a group of middle-aged foreign women who were 
rapidly talking in their own language and fell silent at the sight of 
them, especially at Jisoo, and bowed to them over-enthusiastically 
after they stifled their chuckles. Which, Jennie found somewhat 
ridiculous given the fact that the group of women were obviously 
older and it wasn't even necessary at all--the over-enthusiastic and 
repetitive bowing. Well, not to her, anyway. 

"What?" Jennie was obviously sidetracked by all the bowing. "No. 
No, Chu. I'm not going to fight Irene or anyone tonight. Well, not 
physically, at least. I don't resort to violence." The little creature 
growled inside her chest at the sound of her lie. "And we all know 
Irene. She's a painfully nice person. She's sweet and friendly. 
Although she overdoes it sometimes. But that's probably why Lisa 
has gotten comfortable with her," Jennie said bitterly. 

"Probably. Or Lisa was just being nice?" Jisoo suggested. "So, how 
did Lisa end up at Irene's party, by the way? Do they know each 
other?" she inquired. 

"I don't know. That's what I'm going to find out," Jennie replied. 

"Because I literally spit out when I saw Irene's story and saw Lisa 
on that red dress. She looked, well, hot," Jisoo said casually. "Irene 
does, too. As always. They look good together, actually." 

Jennie looked at Jisoo incredulously. Her bestfriend calling her 
Lili hot and telling her on the face how Lisa looked "good together" 
with someone else was something she did not expect to hear and 
totally, without a doubt unacceptable right now. Not when she felt 
like she was about to rip somebody's throat apart for wrapping their 
arms on Lisa. 

"Whose side are you on, honestly?" Jennie demanded. 

"Tm just being honest," Jisoo reiterated with a shrug and 
eventually laughed at how Jennie's cat-like eyes dilated with so 
much annoyance and pursed lips, silently telling her to shut up. 

The elevator stopped and pinged on the floor where the party was 
held. The group of foreign women bowed enthusiastically to them 
once again, which they responded, with Jennie bending her upper 
body forward once until they elevator doors closed. And just like 
how Lisa reacted hours ago when she and Doona arrived, Jennie 
and Jisoo thought they shouldn't have come. 

They were welcomed and engulfed in what seemed like a shindig. 
The music was a little too loud, the lights were dimmed, including 
the dancing laser lights, albeit the retro-futuristic theme of the 
lounge bar. The air was a thick mixture of velvet perfume, nicotine, 
sweat and booze. And the people whom most of them they 
personally knew, were a little too drunk, if not totally wasted in 
their most sophisticated way of being wasted. 


A highly-fashionable woman, whom they both knew by the face 
but never had the chance to remember her name, no matter the 
number of encounters they had been and went together, looked so 
heavily drunk, she was slumped on one of the egg-looking chairs. 
And on Jennie's left was a group of boys, whose family lineage they 
knew, were being extra rowdy and one of them even fell on the 
floor, laughing so loud he actually looked like he was demented, 
and it irritated Jennie so much for some unknown reasons that all 
she wanted to do was tell them off, but Jisoo stopped her. 

"Hey, Jendeuk? You won't make a scene, right?" Jisoo asked 
loudly while looking around. "Because everyone is here, Ruby Jane, 
and we obviously don't want to aggravate your mother again. Or 
any of the members of the conglomerate," she told Jennie as they 
walked past the eighteen-meter long bar, where a woman who 
seemed to look on her forty's and she wasn't familiar with, was 
drinking alone on the farthest end of the long bar, looking strangely 
at peace with her solitary. Jisoo had never seen that woman before. 

"No. Of course, I won't," Jennie answered in an equally loud 
voice. "I'm honestly just here to pick Lisa up, Chu. I can't let her 
drive when she's drunk. You have no idea what Lisa can do when 
she's drunk and wasted," Jennie said, and recalling on her mind the 
ridiculous things that Lisa did the last time she was drunk, 
including kissing her before passing out. 

Jennie couldn't let that happen again tonight, especially with 
Irene on the picture. The thought of Lisa pulling Irene for a kiss 
before passing out was unacceptable and the annoying little 
creature on her chest came alive again. 

Nope! Not on her watch! 

"Hmm. Pick Lisa up or getting your woman? Because there's a 
difference, Jendeukie. The former is a lie dressed in white and the 
latter is the truth spelled all over your face and it's called jealousy," 
Jisoo said on Jennie's ear and swerved to pick a glass of champagne 
from the passing server's tray. 

"I am not jealous!" Jennie protested. 

"You definitely look like one right now," Jisoo insisted as she took 
a sip from the glass. 

"I just don't think that it's a good idea for anyone to wrap their 
arms around Lisa and post her on their social media accounts for 
everyone to see. People will now start to get curious about her, 
including those within the circle. And I'm sure Lisa won't like that 
because she's a private person, Chu," Jennie explained breathlessly. 

"Sure. And you actually look jealous right now," Jisoo said 
stubbornly. 

"I don't!" Jennie hissed. 


"You're seriously the worst liar I've ever met, Jendeukie," Jisoo 
hissed back and almost hit a body headlong before Jennie pulled 
her. 

"Careful with that head, Jisoo Kim," the guy standing before them 
said and clicked his tongue. "Look who's here. Hmm. The 
immaculately perfect Kims of all the other immaculately perfect 
Kims," Taehyung sniggered as he looked from Jennie to Jisoo. He 
was blocking their way, stopping them from scanning the first floor 
to look for Lisa or Irene. 

Or both, Jennie thought scathingly, because she was sure that the 
two were still together this time, probably laughing at how Lisa was 
being clumsy and adorable, and it made the little creature inside 
her chest growl. Again. 

"Including myself, of course. I mean, I can't let the two of you get 
all the glory," he added as an afterthought and smiled at them, 
showing them his perfect set of teeth that annoyed Jennie. 

Move!, Jennie wanted to yell at the blue-haired, sniggering, 
smirking, Taehyung Kim. But she decided against it. She promised 
Chu she wouldn't make a scene. Not even when she felt like leaving 
V alone with his stupid blue hair and over-inflated ego. 

"Fancy seeing the two of you here, though? I mean, everyone is 
saying that none of you will ever come. Especially you, J," he said, 
looking at Jennie but his finger was pointing at Jisoo and laughed 
at himself. "Wait, hold on a sec. You're both J!" He said like it was 
the most fascinating thing he had ever discovered his whole life and 
then downed the contents of his bottle and let out a celebratory 
laugh after, spilling his beer down his chin. Which he wiped off 
using the back of his hand. 

"It's really good to know that you've finally learned the alphabet, 
V. You've learned the J. Next is K, and so on. You'll soon get there. 
Now, can you please let us through? We're in a hurry," Jisoo said in 
a hilariously sweet manner. With a painfully wide smile painted on 
her lips which she made it obviously fake. 

Jennie and the aggrieved little creature she was harbouring and 
nurturing eversince she saw that stupid picture of Lisa and Irene 
didn't want to play word games with Taehyung Kim. Not tonight. 
Especially not tonight. Or she would definitely definitely rip throats 
before the night would end, including V's, if he wouldn't get out of 
her way. 

"I'm honestly surprised you're here, V. Your father have been 
whining nonstop during meetings about you wasting his money 
abroad. Hopping from one university to another, I heard?" Jennie 
said without even batting an eyelash 

"Ah, yes. You've met the old man during meetings, of course. 


Well, I can't miss Irene's party. As I'm sure we all do. Because we all 
know that Irene throws the best parties in South Korea, ever! And 
that's probably why you both decided to show up tonight, albeit 
late," Taehyung told them. 

"Probably. Or not. It depends," Jisoo answered, nodding. "But 
then again, we can't just live our lives in probabilities, V. It's not a 
toss coin and I would really appreciate it if you'd just move so we 
can pass through?" 

Taehyung looked like he was hit by something. His brows 
furrowed and his eyes squinted. He stared at Jisoo for a long time 
as if seeing her for the first time. He was lost for words to retaliate. 
He looked bewildered and confused and so he averted his eyes on 
Jennie because he decided that Jisoo was incomprehensible for him 
and his alcohol-sodden mind at the moment and he wasn't up to 
such profundity for discussion. 

But Jennie only gave him a non-committal shrugged. Because her 
mind just drifted back to the Saturday night parties at the Orange 
and ended up comparing it the one she was at at the moment. And 
Jennie realized she had never felt more alive whenever she was at 
the Orange, surrounded and engulfed with the familiarity of it, of 
Chaeyoung and her band's music, of Chahee and Jiyeon's 
concoction of vodkas and cocktails. Of Lisa being comfortable with 
all of it and making her feel at home. It was weird but she felt like 
Hongdae had already played a huge part of her life, despite how 
short the time she had just spent on the district. 

The way she felt when she thought of the vibes of the Orange was 
strangely similar to how she felt when she thought of Lisa's place. It 
felt like home. Not necessarily the same, but, still. And it dawned 
on her how much she missed Lisa, even though it had only been 
two days. Her heart was longing for her Lili, no matter how she was 
feeling like a raging ocean inside at the moment. Tumultuous. Like, 
tall, big waves crashing against the big pile of rocks inside the 
caverns of her chest, creating a loud, thunderous sound. And Lisa 
would be the only person in the world that could calm it for her. 
She just knew. 

"You're a weird Kim," the tall and handsome, but definitely drunk, 
Taehyung told Jisoo and was about to turn his heels to leave, but 
Jennie stopped him. 

"Have you seen Irene?" Jennie asked, trying to contain the 
frustration on her voice. 

"Which Irene?" Taehyung asked standoffishly, like he just realized 
he wanted to get away from the two Kim women as quickly as he 
could. He was looking anywhere but at Jennie and Jisoo. Especially 
at Jisoo. Because he could feel those deep shades of brown judging 


him and his soul. It was...emasculating. 

"Your favorite party-hostess Irene, V. Who else?" Jisoo said with 
hint of sarcasm. She, like Jennie, had enough of the charade. 

"Upstairs, with that woman. Izza or whatever her name is. I 
honestly won't be surprised if they start kissing now the way Irene 
couldn't keep her hands to herself," Taeyung replied and rolled his 
eyes at them behind his round glasses. 

"Thanks!" Jennie said hastily and pulled Jisoo hurriedly away, 
without bidding goodbye to the boy she used to foolishly consider 
of marrying one day. It was a stupid, childish notion and nobody 
knew about it. Not even Jisoo. 

"Tell my father I said hello, Jennie Kim!" Taehyung yelled after 
them. "And Jisoo! You look gorgeous, babe! I specially like the 
slippers!" 

"Oh, God! I really can't stand him!" Jisoo muttered as she pulled 
the waistband of her PJ, with tiny faces of her dog, Dalgom, printed 
all over and struggled to keep the bedroom slippers, with those 
fluffy, bunny ears, from falling off because Jennie was literally 
dragging her up on the staircase. 

"Did you hear what he just said?" Jennie asked, her nostrils 
flaring and her cat-like eyes shooting daggers. She was definitely 
mad mad now. 

"Yes. And he's probably right," Jisoo replied while adjusting the 
headband with fluffy dog ears because it was starting off her head. 
"But you need to calm down." 

"Jisoo Kim!" Jennie glared, stopping midway on the steeped 
staircase made out of granite and glass. 

"I'm just kidding! Let's go and get your woman so we can all go 
home," Jisoo said, now doing what Jennie did to her a while ago-- 
dragging her towards the second floor. "I miss my bed and Dalgom. 
I shouldn't have come here." 

"You shouldn't have come here wearing your favorite bedroom 
attire. What were you thinking?" Jennie said snarkily. But deep 
down, she was eternally grateful for Jisoo for still showing up when 
she told her no. Because she knew she couldn't confront the bubbles 
of acid forming on her stomach all the way up to her throat right 
now by herself. 

"I didn't have time to change, for your information. And it's not 
my fault that Lisa's out with another woman, Jendeuk. Don't take 
out your jealousy on m--Oh, look! There they are!" Jisoo exclaimed 
on Jennie's ear and pointed the farthest and somewhat secluded set 
of luxurious of cushioned seats, fronting the massively high glass- 
plates window, where the glittering canvass of the Seoul night 
lights was a view to behold below them, provided by the W Seoul 


Walkerhill's strategic high-on-the-hills location. 

And true enough, Jennie was looking at the silhouettes of two 
women sitting beside each other, with a mininal distance between 
them. One, Jennie recognized, was Lisa facing the huge window, 
probably marvelling at the sight below. And the other was Irene, 
facing Lisa, her elbow raised and resting on the backseat of the long 
sofa they were sitting on, the side of her head propped up by her 
closed knuckles. She was also laughing. Probably at something Lisa 
said. 

V was wrong, though. Jennie breathed out in relief. Thank 
goodness they weren't kissing and it definitely was not a cozy sight. 
But Jennie wasn't pleased with what she was seeing, though. 
Because she thought that the sight before her was an intimate, 
private moment between two women who chose to seclude 
themselves away from the noise and it personally wasn't a pretty 
sight for her. What with Lisa pointing something at the glittering 
lights of Seoul below them and Irene laughing and nodding, 
probably agreeing to what Lisa had said. 

"Looks like Lisa is having fun," Jisoo commented. 

"How do I look?" Jennie asked Jisoo after she pulled the band of 
her hair to let it loose, ruffled it a little on the tips and pulled her 
blazer down. 

"You look like a jealous woman preparing to win a war, aiming to 
cut Irene's throat and anyone who will stand in your way and go 
home victorious before the night will end." Jisoo replied after 
assessing the aftermath of Jennie's hasty makeover and pointed at 
Jennie's chest. "I think you should open those two buttons, by the 
way. Show them what you got, Ruby Jane," Jisoo said with a smirk. 

"Should I?" Jennie considered the idea for a moment and 
eventually heed to it. 

She completely took off her expensive Chanel blazer, placed it on 
the nearest chair and started sashaying towards where Lisa and 
Irene were, with Jisoo beside her. 

Her hips were swaying, her legs crossing from one after the other, 
her eyes were fiery and steady. Jennie looked like a cat, preparing 
her claws and ready to pounce, while looking at her prey. 

And just when Jennie was about to clear her throat to announce 
her arrival, Lisa decided to turn her head towards her direction. As 
if the blond was sensing her presence. And the look on Lisa's face 
melted everything that Jennie was currently feeling. The jealousy, 
the bubbles of acid on her throat, the menacing glare, the need to 
rip somebody's throat to satiate her jealousy. All of that 
immediately evaporated when she was directly staring at those 
bright, happy, round brown orbs looking back at her. As though 


Lisa was waiting and expecting for that exact moment to happen all 
night. And it was one of those moments that Jennie knew that it 
was a thing between Lisa and her. Something that only them could 
understand without discussing it. It was pure, raw and sweet. 
Although, Jennie still felt like cutting Irene's throats and rip her 
limbs apart. Especially those long arms. 

"Jennie!" Lisa exclaimed and sprang up excitedly. Happiness, 
relief and sunshine was all over her face. It was lovely. Lisa looked 
lovely, Jennie thought helplessly. 

But that wasn't exactly what Jennie had on her mind. She should 
be the one calling Lisa's name, in her most bone-chilling voice. Or 
Irene's. Depending on whether whose name her mouth would speak 
first. And Lisa shouldn't have shown those happy brown orbs at her. 
Or that heartstring-tugging bright smile to her and spoke her name 
like it was the most beautiful thing, ever. Because it was making her 
heart leaped out of her chest and bounced happily against the thick 
glass-plates window. It made her feel helplessly melting like a 
butter under those sunshiny round brown orbs. She loved every 
second of it. 

"Lisa," Jennie muttered in monotone, keeping a straight face to 
prevent herself from smiling from ear to ear and practically 
ignoring Irene. She could hear Jisoo huffing beside her. 

"Hi, Lisa, Irene!" Jisoo greeted the two jovially to ease the 
tension, which earned a chuckle from Lisa and an impressed look 
from Irene. 

"Hi, Chu!" Lisa greeted brightly. 

"I love the outfit, Chu!" Irene gushed, dramatically rolling her 
eyes while putting emphasis on the second word, like how the 
Westerns would do it on TV (which Jisoo could tell was genuine but 
somewhat not totally believable--blame it on the way Irene rolled 
those eyes), and set her steady eyes on Jennie, after. 

"Aww, Jennie! I was brokenhearted when you declined my 
invitation," she told Jennie with a pout and looked genuinely hurt. 
Like her heart was actually broken to shards, with her free hand 
clutching her chest, but got over it quickly that it made Jennie 
thought Irene was a good actress and asked, "So, you, three, know 
each other? Really?! What a small, small, small world! Oh. My. 
God!" 

Jisoo's brows furrowed at the repetition of the word. She thought 
it was totally unnecessary, because despite how she understood that 
Irene meant it to be something else, Jisoo couldn't help but took it 
literally. She wanted to tell Irene that although it was shocking for 
her--for Irene--how her world had collided and crossed paths with 
their worlds--hers, Lisa and Jennie's, the world wasn't that small. It 


was massive and round and people meeting and knowing each other 
was totally not improbable. But she decided against it, because the 
brewing war wasn't hers to ignite. 

"So, how come you, three, know each other? Like, seriously? This 
is amazing!" Irene gushed once more, her eyes averted from Lisa to 
Jennie and at Jisoo and back at Lisa. She was that curious and 
confused. 

Lisa spoke and said, "Well, we're--" the same exact second as 
when Jisoo also opened her mouth to speak and said, "Lisa is--" 

"Mine," Jennie said distinctively, cutting Lisa and Jisoo's words 
and earned a collective gasp from the two. "We're seeing each other. 
Exclusively," she added, pulling Lisa possessively closer to her and 
stared straight at Irene. Daring the latter to wince or laugh, or even 
throw judgements. 

But none came. None, except soft chuckles and slow nods from 
Irene Kim. 

"I knew there was reason why you've been acting aloof and 
disinterested all night. I can see that now," Irene told Lisa and then 
looked at Jennie. "I mean, not just to me, Jennie. People have been 
showing interest on Lisa the moment she stepped in here and I 
thought I have to keep her away from the rest of them because I 
could tell that it's making her uncomfortable. Hence, we're here," 
she said and gestured the grand set of upholstery. "And you're here," 
Irene added with a smirk as her eyes lingered on Jennie's opened 
chest buttons of her semi-fitted white sleeved. "It was an absolutely 
good idea that I posted our photo on my Story or you wouldn't have 
come here, Jennie." 

"Wait! You posted what photo?" Lisa asked Irene curiously. 

"Just one of the many photos I have tonight with friends and 
guests, Lisa. I need to update my followers about tonight's party," 
Irene replied. 

"I'm sure you do," Jisoo said condescendingly. She decided just 
now that she didn't like Irene that much. She was still harbouring ill 
feelings about Irene's perspective of the world being thrice smaller. 
Or maybe she just disliked Irene for interfering with what could 
have been a peaceful night. 

But Irene seemed unfazed about Jisoo's condescending tone or the 
way Jennie was eyeing her with hostility. Because Irene said, "I'll 
leave you, three, now, then," in her sweetest voice. "It was a 
pleasure talking to you, Lisa. I would love to see your work. I'll drop 
by the studio, soon! I promise," and went to wrap her long limbs 
around Lisa and planted a kiss on Lisa's cheek, much to Jennie's 
displeasure. "I'll see you around, Jennie," she then told Jennie after 
and nod at Jisoo. "It's lovely to see you again, Chu," she smiled and 


left. 

And to Lisa and Jisoo's surprised, Jennie followed suit without so 
much as looking back at them both. But Jennie took a different path 
from Irene, relieving Jisoo from worrying. 

"Anyway. So, uhm, we're leaving, obviously," Jisoo said as she and 
Lisa both watched Jennie picking up her blazer and headed towards 
the stairs, looking smug and haughty. "Jendeuk will take you home 
because she said she can't let you drive alone when you're drunk. 
Are you drunk or just tipsy?" asked Lisa. 

"Neither, I guess? I'm fine, Chu. Thanks. I need to take Doona 
back to her hotel, though, " Lisa said. 

"Who's Doona?" Jisoo asked as they both descended the staircase, 
bumping bodies of Irene's guests they met along the way. 

"She's a friend. I came here with her. I left her at the bar 
downstairs," Lisa replied. 

"Short hair, long, slender body, high cheek bones and collecting 
shot glasses of vodka in front of her?" Jisoo asked, pausing midway, 
recalling the solitary woman she saw at the bar on their way to the 
second floor minutes ago. 

Lisa looked horrified. "Oh my god! So, she's still there?" 

Jisoo nodded. "Yeah. I mean, I'm not judging you or anything, 
Lisa. But how could you ever let a friend drink alone like that?" she 
asked and resumed her steps. 

"I didn't. But she insisted I should go with Irene upstairs. She 
wanted me to socialize," Lisa replied. 

"Til do it. I'll drive your friend back to her hotel," Jisoo 
volunteered. 

"You will? She usually just pass out when she's wasted, Chu. I'm 
not sure if you can carry her," Lisa said, looking worried. "Besides, 
I'm suppose to be her DD." 

"I'd be more worried about Jendeuk, if I were you, Lisa. Anyway, 
if it really worries you, I'll just ask Mr. Young to take your friend to 
her hotel?" Jisoo suggested. 

"No, don't," Lisa said, shaking her head. "She'll kill me if I let a 
man lay a finger on her." 

"Then, it's settled. I'll drive your friend back to her hotel, you go 
with Jendeukie," Jisoo said conclusively, while subtly looking 
around for the sight of Jennie in the middle of the bodies of people 
dancing and getting lost in the sea of laser lights, booze and loud 
pumping music. 

"So, uhm, what's up with Jennie?" Lisa asked. 

But Lisa soon realized it was a bad idea when Jisoo faced her 
squarely, looking stern and ready to flip out. 

"What's up with you going out and hugging somebody else and 


not telling Jendeuk about it?" Jisoo asked. "Go, figure, Lisa." 

"Oh," Lisa muttered. "So, she's--? Oh, okay," she said, breathing 
out after realizing what was going on. 

"I honestly wouldn't say 'okay' if I were you right now, though," 
said Jisoo sternly. "There's a reason why I came here rushing, 
wearing pajamas and looking like an idiot, Lisa. I was trying to 
prevent Jennie from doing something stupid. She looked murderous 
when she arrived." 

Murderous was an understatement, Lisa thought as soon as she 
saw Jennie sitting on the hood of the Impala in the parking area, 
with her arms crossed across her chest, waiting for her. Those cat- 
like eyes were glaring at her, following her movements. It was 
intimadating. The full, red lips were sealed tightly and Jennie's 
perfectly-penciled brows were arched in a manner that which Lisa 
could tell was not a happy one. 

"Key," Jennie said coldly as soon as Lisa had planted herself near 
her, with her open palm outstretched, waiting for Lisa to hand over 
the key of the Impala. 

"I'm fine, Jennie. I'm sober enough to drive," Lisa said, standing 
tall in front of Jennie in her red polka-dot dress, looking like a life- 
sized Barbie. 

"Don't make me ask again, Lisa," Jennie said, her hand was still 
outstretched. 

Lisa sighed in defeat and handed over her car key to Jennie, who 
jumped from the hood as soon as she got hold of the cold key. Lisa 
hadn't solved yet the puzzle on how to decline Jennie Kim. She 
highly doubt she ever would. 

"Whatever it is you're thinking, there's nothing goi--" 

"I know," Jennie interjected, as she pulled the door open. "Get in," 
she told Lisa, who hesitated for a second before following Jennie 
inside the car. 

"Are you mad at me?" Lisa asked as soon as they were inside the 
car, darkness and silence were taking over. 

"No," Jennie replied curtly as she put her seatbelt on. 

"Where's Mr. Young?" Lisa asked and did the same. She wasn't 
particularly interested with the whereabouts of Jennie's security 
aide. She was just trying to strike up a conversation, because the 
silence between them was making her uncomfortable. 

"I sent him away. You and I need to talk," Jennie said as she 
turned the ignition on. 

Meanwhile, Jisoo was looking at how Doona was drinking the 
liquid contents of the shot glasses given to her. She would wince 
every time the liquid would hit and burn Lisa's friend's throat, as if 
it was burning her own throat. Jisoo wondered how a slim-jim 


could survive too may alcohol in one night. 

"Do you need something?" Doona asked Jisoo when she couldn't 
ignore the gaze that the latter was giving her anymore. 

"How many glasses left?" Jisoo asked. 

"Four. And I'm about to pass out," Doona replied and chuckled, 
obviously drunk. "I'm Doona, by the way," she introduced herself to 
Jisoo and downed another glass. She raised three fingers in the air 
as she winced with her burning throat. "Three!" 

"I'm Jisoo," said Chu. 

"Jesus?" Doona asked with eyes squinted, looking at Jisoo. "You 
don't have a beard." 

"No. Ji-soo." 

"Yeah, okay. Like, a singular Jesus. You're pretty," Doona 
commented and downed another glass. "Two!" 

"Thanks. I'm suppose to drive you back to your hotel, by the 
way," Jisoo told Doona. "What satisfaction will you get when you 
complete the forty glasses?" she asked curiously. 

"A bad hangover tomorrow, probably?" Doona replied and 
downed another glass. She went still for a moment, with her eyes 
closed and raised her index finger up in the air after. "One! One 
more shot and I'm done! Hell, yeah!" she yelled victoriously. 
"Where's Pokpak, by the way? Are you from Uber?" Doona asked 
Jisoo. 

"No. But, who's Pokpak?" Jisoo asked curiously. 

"You know, Pokpak? Pran-hik!-pri-ya," Doona replied and 
groaned. "The world is spinning with hiccups. This is madness! I 
think I'm dying..." 

"Who's Pranpriya?" Jisoo asked. 

"Her - hik! - Royal - Highness - hik! - Pranpriya." Doona couldn't 
contain the hiccups anymore. 

"Who?" 

"Oh, singular Jesus! Come on! Pranpriya Manoban? Thailand's 
prodigal princess? L--" Doona said before dropping her head rather 
hard against the cold contertop. 

Doona just passed out, to Jisoo's dismay. Lisa was right to warn 
her. She just didn't listen. How was she supposed to carry an 
unconscious, drunk, slim-jim of a woman with her bedroom attire, 
alone? 

"So much for volunteering, Jisoo Kim," Jisoo told herself as she 
tried to heave Doona by the armpit. "Okay, here we go!" 


Chapter 42 


The silence was discomforting. Jennie was still not talking and 
Lisa on her seat was starting to get edgy. She could not remember 
the time when Jennie was not excited to talk to her. Or talk to her, 
period. She couldn't even make out what was going on inside 
Jennie's head because the expression on the latter's face was hard to 
read. 

Jennie was looking straight ahead, the headlights beaming in and 
out on her face, and never once payed Lisa a sideglance. Or a sigh. 
Or anything that would at least indicate that she was 
acknowledging Lisa's presence beside her. Not even once. Her eyes 
weren't as glaring as when they left W Seoul-Walkerhill, but it 
definitely wasn't the same affectionate and excited as when Jennie 
would look at her every time. And it disheartened Lisa. 

She had stopped trying to start a conversation. For now, at least. 
She had tried twice--or was it thrice, four times, already? But Jennie 
had only either gave her a non-committal shrug or a lackadaisical 
response. Both were discouraging and highly unmotivational. 

One time, Lisa was watching the riverbank of the Han river 
outside her window. She thought it was lovely how the city lights 
had blurred past its distorted reflection on the water. Jennie would 
have found it beautiful, the glittering distorted lights dancing in the 
water surface. But when Lisa told Jennie about it, the latter had 
only mumbled a non-engaging 'hmm', as if she was lost on her own 
train of thoughts and she didn't want Lisa to pull her out from her 
own reverie. 

Lisa wanted to ask--she was so close to blurting it out to Jennie, 
but stopped herself on time because she didn't want to provoke the 
petite beauty--what the problem was. Why Jennie was giving her 
the cold, silent treatment now when she was all ears and was so 
willing to discuss patiently what was going on two nights ago with 
her. Was it that bad, whatever she did tonight? Lisa asked herself. 

And after a long moment of total silence, Lisa wanted to try 
again. What was the point of her being reckless and impulsive if she 
would stop trying to engage Jennie in a conversation, however 
flimsy it would become? 

"Jennie?" Lisa called out tentatively. She was back to testing the 
waters. 


"Hmm?" Jennie hummed as an answer. 

"Are you mad at me?" asked Lisa. 

It took a while before Jennie mumbled an almost inaudible "No." 

"Then why aren't you talking to me?" Lisa ploughed on. 

"What's there to talk about, Lisa?" Jennie replied without looking 
at Lisa, with a tone that somewhat indicated that she was tired. It 
was dragging. 

"I don't know. What are you thinking?" Lisa asked. 

Jennie ignored it. She completely went quiet and turned her full 
attention back to the road ahead and Lisa knew there was no point 
pushing it when Jennie was obviously not up to talk whatever was 
inside her head. 

"Can I, at least, turn the music on?" Lisa asked, her patience was 
now starting to wear thin. 

It was her car, anyway. Lisa thought begrudgingly. She could at 
least do whatever she wanted to do while being inside it, right? Or 
even outside it? Or whatever? 

Jennie gave her the shrug--again!, that it pushed Lisa to roll her 
eyes in the dark--as an answer. She randomly picked up from the 
backseat the mixtape that Chaeng gave her as a welcome home 
present when she arrived back from her month-long travel. Intro to 
Dashboard Confessional's Heart Beat Here started filling the air and 
Chris Carrabba's voice was soon slicing through the silence between 
them. 

Come on home and let yourself heal 
You can sleep for a thousand years 

It had been a while. 

Lisa did not expect nor planned to stay in the country this long. 
She had never stayed in one country longer than a month after she 
decided to pursie ger passion. Except when she had to set up the 
studio and settle in her apartment. She did some paperworks back 
then, went back and forth between Korea and Thailand (her mother 
was adamant that she should talk to some important people 
regarding her decision to settle in Korea, thus the debate about 
whether it would just be for the time being or not and why she 
shouldn't) and squeezed in a little travel photography as she did so. 
Her life back then was pretty fast and blurry, she had forgotten how 
to anchor--where to anchor herself. The Chipmunk would asked her 
to stay just a little bit longer but she wouldn't budge. Lisa would 
have always had reasons to fly away, to see the world. She had 
always been restless and curious. She did not expect to stay just a 
little bit longer than she usually would because of, well, someone. 

Lisa took a sideglance at Jennie, whose fingers were now tapping 
softly against the leather cover of the steering wheel and whose lips 


were moving, finally getting the hang of the beat, humming along 
with it probably without meaning to. And it made Lisa smile. If she 
just could, she would freeze that exact moment forever. The 
unguarded, unbothered, serene Jennie Kim was so beautiful, it 
made Lisa's heart ached with bliss. 

I feel it in my ribs 
Feel it in my soul 

Falling in love wasn't part of the plan. Nor will it ever be, 
especially with a woman, given the circumstances. But here she 
was, sitting quietly and still on her seat, listening to Dashboard 
Confessional while staring at the woman who obviously had the 
power over her. She had taken orders from the same woman who 
seemed to temporarily abandon the reality that once upon a night-- 
which was exactly two nights ago, by the way--she had been 
bestowed the ownership, the possession, the unspoken promise of 
one Jennie Kim, by Jennie Kim, herself. 

It was crazy. Like, how her heart was beating wildly like crazy 
when Jennie had was audacious enough to actually claim her in 
front of Irene and Jisoo barely two hours ago. 

"Mine. We're seeing each other. Exclusively." 

Those calculated, possessive words by Jennie Kim had been 
ringing nonstop inside her head eversince it happened and it was 
driving Lisa nuts. She wanted to talk about it, but Jennie didn't, 
obviously. Or she wouldn't have ignored Lisa for the last hour now. 

She was jealous, alright. Jennie was. Lisa could tell by the way 
those cat-like eyes were looking at Irene when the latter had clung 
to and kissed her in front of Jennie, herself. It was also probably the 
reason why Jennie decided to show up at Irene's party, with Jisoo 
tagging along. She smiled at the thought of Jisoo in her bedroom 
attire. The audacity of Jisoo to show up wearing PJ in the middle of 
a party with particularly dressed-up people was commendable. 

But Lisa did not expect that entirely. Seeing Jennie tonight when 
she kind of half-wished she wouldn't. Not too soon, anyway. The 
whole thing about Jennie being THE Jennie Kim and the things she 
had specifically not shared with Jennie made her want to runaway 
again, like how she would every time a bludgeon was thrown her 
way. 

Lisa realized that now. The way she just wanted to stay inside her 
studio, the settled dusts on her apartment, how she intentionally 
didn't pick up Chaeyoung's calls. A cowardly move, she could 
imagine her mother would tell her when she finds out. If she would 
out. An immature way of dealing things, her father would say. But 
what else could Lisa do? 

And what else could she do when her heart just automatically 


leaped out of her chest when she saw Jennie at the party, forgetting 
all-together the reluctance that she had to see Jennie again? 

"I'm sorry," Lisa said, out of the blue. Purely inadvertently, that 
she, herself, was even surprised to hear herself speak those words. 

"For what, Lisa?" Jennie asked in softer tone. Gone was the cold, 
biting air to her voice. Gone was the usual shrug, the non- 
committal, daunting demeanor, in general. 

"For whatever is making you upset," Lisa said. "I didn't mean to 
do anything that would upset you or make you feel bad in anyway, 
Jennie," she continued. "If it's about the party--" 

"No, it wasn't that," Jennie said and quickly took a sideglance at 
Lisa. 

"Was it about Irene, then? Because Jennie, there was noth--" 

"This isn't about her, Lili," Jennie said. "Irene would never do 
anything stupid against me because she knows what the 
consequences will be. Her family is part of the conglomerate. Her 
father runs a company under the Kim Group," she explained further. 

"What is it, then?" Lisa asked. 

Jennie suddenly pulled over along the deserted road, tires 
screeching as she did so, picking a dimly-lit spot between two lamp 
post, and aggressively pulled Lisa for a kiss. Long, needing, 
passionate kiss. So that when she pulled away from it, Jennie was 
already catching her breath. It was as though she was pulled up to 
the surface for the first time from being submerged in the deepest 
waters for the longest period. It was exhilarating. Her heart was 
beating madly and loudly. 

"You're making me feel things I shouldn't," Jennie said when she 
pulled away from the kiss, her voice was trembling. Her hands were 
shaking. "This isn't about you or Irene. Or anyone. It's about this, 
Lili. This incontrollable surge of emotions I feel when it comes to 
you..." 

Lisa did not even think twice when she leaned and pulled Jennie 
closer back to her. The hesitations, the anxiety, the fear that things 
might go wrong from this point onward, all of that vanished into 
thin air when she kissed Jennie Kim. The softness of those lips 
crushing against hers, the soft moans and whimpers they both 
released and shared inside their mouths and the taste of it. Oh, god! 

"Please, let me drive," Lisa spoke without giving much thought 
about it between the kisses. Her breathing was jagged. Her voice 
was raspy. She wanted all of that and more. 

Jennie nodded, intoxicated by the aftereffects of the hurried, 
surging, passionate kisses they were sharing. They both took their 
seatbelts off at the same time, with their mouths still locked with 
each other's. Lisa's hands were firmly guiding Jennie, holding her 


and molding the curves of her waist, as Jennie heaved her bottom 
up, crossed the distance between their seats and climbed at Lisa 
until she was straddling on the blond's lap, her skirt hitching up, 
finally closing the gap and breaking the ice between them. 

The air suddenly felt hot despite the cold weather outside and the 
air-condition. Gone was Chris Carrabba and Dashboard Confessional 
and was replaced by Barcelona's Fall In Love. 

"Hi," Lisa whispered, as her lips travelled down along Jennie's 
soft, delicate neck, inhaling the sweet strawberry scent like how she 
did the first time Jennie did the same thing back then at her 
apartment. 

Jennie smiled despite the soft moans as she craned her neck, 
giving Lisa a better access. She smiled the most genuine, the softest, 
bashful smile that she could muster at the moment. Her fingers 
tracing the soft edges of Lisa's dress along the neckline. 

"Chu said you look hot on this," she said. 

"She did?" Lisa asked, whispering against the hollows of Jennie's 
throat. 

"Hmm," Jennie hummed with her eyes closed as Lisa's hands 
glided along her bare thighs, going back and forth from her hips to 
her knees. Leaving trails of singed and scorched skin along the way. 

"And what do you think?" Lisa inquired, now tracing the outline 
of Jennie's jaw with her lips, her teeth grazing the edges of it. 

"I think she was right," Jennie answered. 

"I'm glad you like it," Lisa replied and pulled Jennie for another 
long kiss. And when they pulled apart for air, she said, "I really 
would like to go on but I don't think this is the right place." 

Jennie laughed and nodded. She leaned in for another quick peck 
and finally released Lisa beneath her. And despite the cramped 
space inside Lisa's vintage car, they had finally shifted seats without 
bumping their heads. They were both laughing, though. They were 
laughing at the way Lisa, with her dress and her ginormous length, 
was able to slide and squeeze herself towards the driver's seat. And 
when they were both settled on their respective seats, Lisa took 
Jennie's hand and squeezed it a little harder. They stayed like that 
for a moment. Staring at each other, basking in the dark, listened in 
the silence around them, as they pacified the racing of their 
heartbeats. 

"Spend the night with me?" Lisa said while getting lost in the 
universe inside those cat-like eyes. 

Jennie smiled and nodded. 

"Take me home, Lili," Jennie said. 

And Lisa did. They drove towards her place without words being 
spoken and only accompanied by the tracks being played by the car 


stereo, as they were cruising past blurry cars and street posts. As 
they were heading towards the neon lights and neon signs, the 
corners and sidewalks, the sweet scent from the lined-up food stalls 
and the already-too-familiar (on Jennie's part) nightlife of Hongdae. 

When Lisa pulled over and parked her car outside her building, 
Jennie was the first to pushed her door open and stepped out into 
the chilly midnight air. Lisa joined her eventually. They both 
ascended the stairs, hands clasping with the other, fingers 
interlacing, in comfortable, mutual silence. There was no need for 
words. They both knew, despite how they chose not talk about it, 
what they wanted. 

"I hope we don't wake them up," Jennie whispered while Lisa was 
punching in her door security lock and she was hugging from 
behind. Her cheek resting on Lisa's back. "Leo could be grouchy." 

"Leo is always grouchy," Lisa corrected her and they both 
chuckled. 

But the two felines were still up, though, and had been waiting 
for their Lisa to come home. Luca was pacing back and forth 
restlessly in front of the door while Leo was keeping his distance 
away from the door, in case Lisa would decide to come after him 
like how the tall hooman would, every time. 

"Hello!" Jennie excitedly greeted the cats the very second she laid 
eyes on them while kicking her stiletto off her feet as if it was 
already part of her daily routine. Lights started to flood in inside 
the apartment. 

Leo looked mildly suprised at firstat the sight of Jennie but 
quickly ran towards her while affectionately purring. Luca was 
already up in Jennie's arms and both were completely ignoring Lisa. 

"I think I'll just pretend that I'm not here while you, three, are 
having your happy little reunion," Lisa joked while taking her time 
to take off her boots and changed to home slippers. 

"I told you they love me more," Jennie gloated and went straight 
to the couch, with Luca still cradled inside her arms and Leo on her 
heels, looking jealous and ready to fight for his spot inside Jennie's 
arms. 

"They're just overwhelmed with the idea that you're here," Lisa 
said confidently and went straight to the kitchen. She took out a 
box of chocomilk from the fridge and took a gulp from it. "Don't 
make them miss you, though. It's hard to deal with two grouchy 
cats." 

"Did you, guys, really missed me?" Jennie asked the two furballs 
in tiny voice. The two cats meowed; Leo being louder. What a 
showoff, Lisa thought as Jennie laughed and said, "I missed you, 
too," and kissed them both. 


And it was that particular moment that Lisa missed the most 
whenever Jennie wasn't around. The sound of Jennie's tingling 
laughter, the affectionate meowing of her cats dedicated for Jennie, 
the warm, homey feeling whenever Jennie was home. She liked 
that. Her heart was so full but light, Lisa wondered wildly why she 
wasn't floating yet, like a hot air balloon. 

"Do you want anything?" Lisa asked Jennie casually while leaning 
on the doorpost. She was wondering if Jennie wanted to eat or 
drink something. There was nothing that she could offer from her 
storage that would only require preheating, but she had finally 
learned how to fry an egg without burning it. She could fry one for 
Jennie, if Jennie would ask. She would even try to make her a 
sandwich, if Jennie would want one. 

But Jennie wasn't thinking about fried egg or sandwich. She froze 
from petting the cats. She already knew what she wanted all night 
long but couldn't muster the courage to speak it out. She would 
need to act on it though, if she really wanted it. She raised her eyes 
to meet Lisa's gaze. She was searching, wondering, if Lisa would 
want the same. And she had found the answers lying inside those 
soft, round orbs and the slightly upturned corner of those plump 
lips. It was always been there, Jennie realized. 

"What?" Lisa asked, grinning, eyebrows hitching higher, hiding 
behind the immaculately combed fringe. 

Jennie could tell that Lisa knew the answer to her 'what'. She put 
the two cats down and stood up. She started walking towards Lisa, 
slowly, without breaking eye contact. Her fiery, cat-like steady gaze 
met Lisa's soft brown orbs. Her heart was pounding. Her blood was 
pulsating on her ears. Loud, thunderous. And Lisa was standing still 
beside the doorpost, waiting, anticipating, understanding what was 
going on. Her eyes were holding those fiery, steady gaze. She didn't 
want to blink. She didn't want to miss anything. Her hands were 
dropped on her sides, itching and somewhat twitching. Restless. 
Ready to receive. Ready to give. 

The unspoken words conveying through their eyes spoke 
volumes. They both knew and silently agreed that there was no 
going back, whatever it was that was going to happen once Jennie 
would finally reach her destination. And when Jennie did, she was 
welcomed by the warmest, most secure embrace and was met with 
a kiss they both knew would be a start of something new. Of 
something different. There was definitely no going back. 

Lisa wrapped her arms around Jennie's waist as the chaebol 
melted into her arms, molding their body together, leaving without 
gap in between, except the layers of clothes separating them. 
Jennie's arms automatically slithered and snaked around Lisa's 


neck, as though they had a mind on their own. She was tiptoeing, 
because she couldn't get enough of the scorching, passionate kisses 
that Lisa was giving her. Which she responded with the same 
arduous intensity. It was slowly consuming her, making her insides 
weak, that if she wouldn't hold unto Lisa, she'd dropped on the floor 
on her knees, delicate and helpless. 

They both moaned softly at the same time, whimpered at the 
same time. Singed by the same, if not bigger fire they had started 
and created back at Lisa's car, and smiled at the same time before 
breaking the kiss apart to catch their breath. 

"Come on," Lisa said and held Jenie by the hand. 

Lisa led them towards the staircase and up to her bedroom. Their 
fingers were intertwined, their footsteps light and quickened. They 
climbed in silence. And when they reached the landing, they 
resumed what they had started downstairs. But it was different 
now. The kisses were a little hasty, the moans and the whimpers 
were a little louder, and their hands were given liberty to search 
and discover. To touch. To burn and to pull each other closer. And 
closer, until they stumbled and fell down on the soft mattress. 
Jennie squealed in surprise and Lisa groaned after the fall. And they 
both chuckled and laughed after. 

"Oh my god! Are you okay?" Lisa asked, though. Worried that 
Jennie was hurt or something. 

Jennie nodded. "You haven't crushed me yet, Lili. So, yes, I'm 
more than okay," Jennie said and beamed. 

Lisa gazed down and thought Jennie looked beautiful, with her 
shiny, jetblack hair strewn beautifully across her bed, and the sound 
of her laughter filling the room. Giving life to the stillness of it, her 
light widespreading across the walls. 

"I love you," Lisa whispered, baring the deepest language of her 
soul at two in the morning, while lying atop the woman she loved 
and adored and was crazy about. She had wanted to say that all 
night long. 

Jennie smiled. That precious gummy smile Lisa thought was the 
most adorable thing in the world. It was contagious. 

"It's quite different when you say it like that," Jennie said softly, 
her eyes staring back at those soft, round orbs. Her fingers tucking 
the blond strands behind the ears. 

"Different how?" Lisa asked while her fingers were starting to 
slowly release the buttons on Jennie's upper garment, one by one, 
revealing the pearly, milky, soft skin underneath it. 

"Different," Jennie whispered and pulled Lisa by the nape. Kissing 
and claiming those soft, plump lips that tasted wine and chocomilk. 

It wasn't anything like they see in the movies or read in the 


books. It wasn't like anything at all. The shivers as skins touched 
and burned, like hot rods singing and branding, putting its mark on 
their flesh. The soft guttural sound of moans and pleasure, chuckles 
and whimpers, creating melody which they had never heard before. 
The arching of their backs, the curling of the toes. The fingers 
aching to touch, to curl and twirl, sliding through the soft strands of 
their hairs, running and gliding smoothly on soft, warm skins. The 
hands that were itching to wander, to search and discover every 
crevice, every nook, every details after releasing them from the 
layers of clothes separating them from nothing, dying to leave 
flames as they would. And the lips, the kisses that ignited the fire, 
the burning, glowing, fire within them. Fire that they didn't know 
exist until now. Consuming them, melting, until sweet molten 
substance of pure bliss had started to slowly overflow and found its 
way toward the centermost of their beings. 

"Lisa..." Jennie groaned mercifully. Her hands clutching in Lisa's 
bare shoulders, beads of sweat dribbling down her skin, as Lisa 
showered generous kisses while caressing the soft mounds of flesh. 
Its peak hardened with each contact. 

And the kisses started to travel south. Downwards. Trailing a 
straight line, leaving invisible burning marks on the skin and made 
a pit stop on the navel. Jennie arched her back gracefully when the 
tip of a tongue made contact on the circumference of her 
bellybutton. She was torn between clutching Lisa's hair to pull her 
up because the sensation was too much for her to bear or push her 
down for the same exact reason. 

The latter won. She was now writhing beneath Lisa. Her head 
was thrashing. Her toes were curling, her feet kicking against the 
crumpled mattress, her breathing pattern was hitching and jagged, 
as Lisa went southmost and her mouth had finally found the 
pulsating oasis of the overflowing hot, molten liquid cradled 
between Jennie's thighs. 

Jennie held her breath and sighed in gratification at the first 
touch. Her fingers travelled upwards, against and across her own 
skin and found their way towards the edges of the soft pillows 
under her head. She was clutching them, as though she was holding 
on for dear life. Her eyes were shut tight, her lips partly open, 
singing songs of whimpers and moans, glorifying the things that 
Lisa was doing to her downsouth with her tongue, as it danced 
across the slippery layers of soft flesh and Jennie's hips were 
moving restlessly under its mercy. 

It was beyond anything Jennie could imagine. Lisa was taking her 
to a world she didn't know exist. A dimension where exploding stars 
were lighting up the galaxy and showered like fireflies and pixie 


dusts, and flowers of different colors bloomed in the middle of a 
scorching summer. Where birds singing and humming to a melody 
in tune with her own beat, making her want to sing and scream. 

And Jennie screamed. 

Jagged and restless, Jennie's breathing pattern was. Hitching up 
and down, trying to hit the highest and the lowest note, deciding 
which she would prefer while her mind was close to blowing up. 
And she preferred the highest, peaked tone, as her muscles 
constricted and the fire was already ablazing her whole being. Until 
she could no longer hold it anymore. She was combusting. 

"LISA!" 

Jennie screamed and writhed in pure delight as the universe 
exploded before her eyes. The sound of it reverberated against the 
walls, across the hallway, spreading throughtout the whole place. It 
could have awakened the two cats downstairs for all she knew. And 
just when she was about to release her final sigh, Lisa's mouth 
covered hers. Jennie could taste herself as the kiss depeened. Sweet 
and a little tangy in the aftertaste. Their nakedness was brushing 
and grazing on each other's bare skins in the dark. 

"You okay?" Lisa asked teasingly after the kiss. She was back atop 
Jennie, her elbows supporting her weight while gazing down at the 
most beautiful face she had laid her eyes on. 

Jennie beamed and chuckled. She nodded and kissed Lisa. 

"Yes," Jennie said bashfully. 

"Good. Because we're not done yet," Lisa said and claimed those 
soft lips once again. 

Kissing Jennie Kim was probably the most exhilarating thing Lisa 
could do. She couldn't get enough of it. She couldn't resist it. 
Jennie's soft, sweet mouth was like a flower. And she was the bee, 
trying to get and suck its nectars as her kiss deepened and 
intensified. And Jennie was swaying and moving beneath her, while 
her hands travelled and marvelled at the soft mounds and delicate 
skins and finally reached down the moistened crevice that she had 
just devoured by her mouth. 

Jennie held her breath when she felt long, slender fingers tracing 
the outlines of her womanhood. Teasing her, unlocking another set 
of molten lube to overflow and glazed Lisa's fingertips. 

"I love you, Jennie Kim," Lisa whispered on Jennie's ear as her 
fingers positioned and slowly made their way in the gate of another 
universe. 

Jennie gasped and screamed and cried in pain when Lisa had 
finally tore off the thin wall that separated them from being one. 
She was strongly holding on to Lisa's bare body as Lisa ploughed 
deeper and deeper, whimpering and writhing in pain, especially 


when Lisa slowly pulled out and dug its way deeper once again. 
And again. And again. Relieving Jennie from the pain and replacing 
it with sensations that made Jennie dance to their own beat. 

"Faster," Jennie moaned before clasping her teeth hard on Lisa's 
shoulder. She was already trembling down to her core. 

Lisa heeded the call. She went in and out, thrusting deeper and 
faster and faster until she could feel Jennie combusting beneath her 
once again and felt the release on her hand. 

The second orgasm was sweeter and longer than the first, that it 
took a while for Jennie to calm down and finally melt beneath Lisa's 
warm body. 

"I love you, too, Lili," Jennie whispered after she took a moment 
to pull herself back from another dimension, as her index finger 
traced the bite mark on Lisa's shoulder, and kissed it eventually. She 
then rolled on her back so they could change their position, much 
to Lisa's surprise. 

Lisa's eyes marvelled at the sight of a straddling naked Jennie 
Kim above her. Full breast, shiny, jetblack hair cascading on the 
shoulders, small waist, flat abdomen, milky skin, exquisitely 
beautiful face glowing with the aftereffects of an intense 
lovemaking and eyes looking down at her endearingly. Lisa felt so 
damn lucky. And oh, yes. The hickies. Lots of it, which she thought 
Jennie wasn't aware of yet. 

"Is this payback time?" Lisa asked jokingly as she felt Jennie's 
weight against her belly, brushing moisture on her skin. 

Jennie grinned and bit her lower lip. 

"Are you expecting some, Manoban?" she asked and kissed Lisa 
behind the ear. "Because we can do this all night, if you want," she 
whispered and brazenly touched the tip of her tongue on Lisa's 
earlobe. 

"You're getting bolder, I see," Lisa replied, tickled by Jennie's 
audacious act and placed her hands on Jennie's bare hips. 

Jennie laughed and suddenly turned serious as she gazed at Lisa's 
face. 

"You're so beautiful, Lisa," she whispered and kissed Lisa on the 
mouth. Full and longing. 

The kiss deepened as their tongues danced and invaded each 
other's mouth. Lisa moaned when she felt Jennie's hand cupping her 
bosom, the thumb running and circling on the crown. 

Lisa suddenly grinned between the kisses and, with all the 
strength she could muster, rolled on her back, bringing Jennie along 
so they could revert back to their old position. 

"And so unfair!" Jennie complained with a laugh. "You cannot use 
your strength on me right now, Lili! Not when it's payback time," 


she said. 

Lisa laughed and planted a sloppy kiss in Jennie's check. 

"I would really love to, but I can't let you stay up all night, 
Jennie. You had a long day. You need to get some sleep," Lisa said 
as Jennie yawned, as if on cue. 

"Stay with me, Lili," Jennie whispered as she repositioned her 
naked self beside the equally-naked Lisa. Her eyes suddenly felt 
droopy. Sleep had started to creep in. She released another yawn. 

Lisa pulled the cover, spreading it over their bodies, and then laid 
her bare self closer to Jennie, who had already fell quiet and asleep. 

She smiled at the sight of a sleeping Jennie Kim. Peaceful and 
beautiful, like a baby. Who would have thought she'd fell in love 
hard with a woman? With someone like Jennie. After all the years 
she had spent eluding the very same thing. 

Lisa softly chuckled. She was wondering how she would tell her 
mother about Jennie Kim. She was curious how her mother would 
react when she'd find out that her daughter was in love and had 
made love with a woman. 

Okay, so maybe her mother didn't have to know about the last 
part. Because it was the most beautiful part of it all and she would 
like to keep it between herself and Jennie, Lisa thought to herself as 
she spooned Jennie, kissed Jennie's bare shoulder and finally gave 
in to sleep. 


After hopping from one hotel to another and checking for Doona's 
name, which turned futile, Jisoo decided to head to the last place 
she had on mind. 

The Orange looked different on a weeknight. It wasn't as crowded 
as during the weekends and open mics. Or perhaps it was because it 
was already past two in the morning and was about to close for the 
night. 

Jisoo walked in on her pajamas, not minding the curious stares 
she received from the few remaining customers and some of the 
crew. 

"I'd like to see Chaeyoung," Jisoo immediately told Chahee when 
she reached the bar, where Jiyeon and Chahee were already 
cleaning up, preparing for closing. 

"What ar--?" Jiyeon started but Chahee cut her off. 

"She's inside her office," Chahee said. 

Jisoo understood why. Jiyeon was looking at her and her 
Dalgom-printed pair of pajamas. But A-yeon was already 
approaching her with a toothy grin and a teasing eyes. 

"I love what you're wearing, Jisoo!" A-yeon said. She meant in a 
totally good, friendly way. "But what are you doing here this late? 


Did you sleepwalk or something?" 

"No. It's a long story," Jisoo replied. "I'm looking for Chaeyoung?" 

"What on earth are you doing here looking like that?" Chaeyoung 
asked at the sight of Jisoo. 

Jisoo on her pajamas and a look that would clearly say she had a 
rough night. What with her ruffled hair and harrassed expression on 
her face. Chaeyoung was curious and surprised. Seeing Jisoo Kim 
again after that night was unexpected. But nevertheless welcomed. 

Jisoo abandoned all inhibitions and everything else, including the 
sleepiness that was slowly catching up on her, as she turned around 
at the sight of the gorgeous Chaeyoung Park. She had never felt so 
relieved at the sight of Chaeyoung. 

"I need your help," Jisoo told the redhead immediately. 

"What happened?" Chaeyoung asked, looking worried and walked 
over to Jisoo. "You smell awful," she commented and wrinkled her 
nose. 

"Come with me," Jisoo said instead of answering Chaeyoung's 
inquiry. She held the redhead by the hand and led them outside the 
bar. 

"Wait! Where are we going?" Chaeyoung asked. Confusion was on 
her voice but still signalled her crew that everything was fine. 

"You and Lisa are bestfriends. I'm sure you know her, too," Jisoo 
said as they walked over to where her car was parked. 

"Who? What are you talking about?" 

"I'm talking about her," Jisoo said and opened the door of the 
backseat. Where a drunk and wasted Doona was lying, with her 
eyes closed and mouth slightly hanging open. The smell of alcohol, 
perfume and puke reeked out. 

"Oh my god! Miss Doona?" Chaeyoung stared with widened eyes 
and confused glare. "What happened to her? Why is she with you? 
Where's Lisa?" she asked Jisoo incessantly. 

"Thank God, you know her!" Jisoo sighed in relief. "She puked all 
over my car, I can't find her hotel because she passed out before she 
could give me the address and... I don't know where else I can take 
her," she said. 

"Where's Lisa?" asked Chaeyoung again. 

"She's with Jennie," Jisoo replied and quickly added, "She's fine. 
It's a long story," upon seeing the worried look on the redhead's 
face. "So, can you help me with her or not?" 

"Well, she can't sleep here, obviously. We can take her to my 
place, though," Chaeyoung said, hands were on her hips, looking at 
Jisoo to Doona with furrowed brows. 

"That's a good idea. I can drop her off and go home after," Jisoo 
said and yawned. 


"Are you kidding me? You can't just leave her and take off. Not 
when she's like this," the redhead protested. 

"What are you suggesting, then?" Jisoo asked warily. She was 
exhausted and sleepy. She just wanted to go home to her dog and 
her bed. 

"That we'll take care of her. Together?" Chaeyoung said. 

Jisoo groaned and nodded, although reluctantly, and said, "Please 
remind me never to volunteer again." 


Chapter 43 


"So, what happened exactly?" Chaeyoung asked after Jisoo 
murmured 'thank you' as she handed her a steaming mug of hot 
drink. 

"Love happened, I guess," Jisoo replied weakly and took a sip on 
the hot tea. She felt so tired she almost couldn't hear her own voice. 

It was five past three in the morning. They were sitting from 
across each other on Chaeyoung's island table in the kitchen. They 
were both holding a mug of their own and Jisoo's sleep-deprived, 
bloodshot eyes had already wandered curiously, although 
unwillingly, around Chaeyoung's place before the redhead had 
returned from fixing herself after they took care of Lisa's friend. She 
was particularly musing about how almost everything in the 
redhead's place speaks music, including the red bistro mug she was 
holding, which had tiny musical notes painted around it, but was 
too tired to even start a conversation about it. 

"That's profound," Chaeyoung said as she looked over at the 
couch, where Doona was sleeping, covered with a fleece blanket. "I 
hope the profundity also explains why she drunk herself to death?" 
she inquired. 

They had changed Doona's clothes with one of Chaeyoung's pair 
of pajamas after they cleaned her up, with Jisoo somewhat hesitant 
to helped Chaeyoung undressed the overly-intoxicated, semi- 
conscious Doona. It was Jisoo's first time seeing a naked body of a 
full-grown woman, other than her own, of course, and it made her 
feel slightly awkward. Which Chaeyoung only brushed off by telling 
her that, "What you see is what you have, Jisoo Kim. It should be 
easy." 

Only, it wasn't. Doona had made sure it would never be easy for 
Jisoo. What with Doona mumbling on her sleep, with occasional 
screamings and yellings of profanities about rude drivers and the 
Empire State and would flung her arms sometimes, making it hard 
for them to change her with something that doesn't smell of bile 
and vodka, and there was Jisoo avoiding to take a glimpse on 
Doona's naked body. 

A small tin pail was placed beside the couch, in case Doona 
would suddenly wake up and vomit. She had thrown up, twice, 
since their arrival and it absolutely surprised Jisoo how Chaeyoung 


had handled the whole situation with such placidity, like she was 
used to it. 

"Possibly. She was very dedicated to drink every glass," Jisoo 
said. "She missed the last one, though. She said she was aiming to 
complete the forty shots bef--" 

"FORTY??? She's crazy!" Chaeyoung choked with her tea, with 
wild eyes in disbelief. 

".-fore she'd go home and suffer a bad hangover when she wakes 
up tomorrow. Her words," Jisoo continued. 

"No wonder Lisa's tolerance to alcohol is exemplary. She's got an 
outstanding teacher," she said with a hint of sarcasm, shaking her 
head in bewilderment. "Did Lisa drink that much, too?" she asked. 

Jisoo shook her head after she took several sips from her mug. It 
was black tea. Sweet and spicy and it was nothing like the last drink 
that the redhead had given her. She could still taste the disgusting 
cocktail on her mouth whenever she would think about it. And the 
kiss, too. 

No! Jisoo screamed internally as she pulled her thoughts away 
from that memory. She shouldn't be thinking about that right now, 
Jisoo reminded herself calmly. Not when she reeked of vomit and 
looked harassed. And especially not when she was still inside the 
redhead's lair, which, by the way, smelled of raspberry and 
something else she couldn't wrap her mind around yet, with all 
these weird-but-in-a-good-kind-of-weird-looking tiny figurines of 
fish and flowers placed on a corner shelf and a goldfish inside a 
tank aquarium on the living room that had been staring at her since 
their arrival. As though it was judging her. 

"No," Jisoo said, shaking her head to free herself from the 
unwanted thoughts. "She looked sober when we found her," she 
added. The tea, she decided, was good for her. It was soothing and 
it was stabilizing her nerves. 

"Found her? What do you mean 'found her'? Was Lisa in trouble?" 
Chaeyoung demanded with a worried look. 

Jisoo wondered when was Chaeyoung Park not worried about 
Lisa? Probably never, she thought. Because Chaeyoung had been 
looking out for Lisa, she told herself, like how she was always 
looking out for Jennie all these years. At least, they had that one 
thing in common. 

"Well, not exactly. It's not life-threatening, if that's what you want 
to know. Anyway," Jisoo said and stood up, "I have to go," she told 
the redhead who looked mildly surprised at her sudden intention of 
leaving. "Thank you so much for the help and for this." She meant 
the tea. She took another sip of it before putting the mug down. "It's 
delicious," she said. 


"No, wait!" Chaeyoung said in a rather panicky voice and hastily 
stoop up, almost toppling her chair backward, surprising the 
dishivelled, raven-haired Jisoo. 

The wooden feet of her chair made a scraping sound against the 
tiled floor that it made Doona stir on the couch and changed her 
position. The fleece blanket dropping so slowly on the carpet. Her 
back was on them. 

"You can't go," the redhead declared in a hiss, carefully toning 
down her voice so she wouldn't disturb Doona again from her 
stupor. 

Jisoo raised her eyebrows and just stood there, staring at the 
redhead and waited for something. An explanation, maybe. Or 
whatever. This wasn't the first that Chaeyoung Park had stopped 
her from leaving. And the last time that the redhead did, well, it 
didn't end up well. 

"I mean, you can't go just yet," Chaeyoung reiterated, now in a 
milder voice. "What if Miss Doona will wake up and...I don't know," 
she shrugged dramatically, "I might need help?" she said in a 
faltering tiny voice at the end. 

If there was one thing that Jisoo knew why she liked and possibly 
hated Chaeyoung Park (although, hate, she realized, might be a 
strong word to describe her disinclination or whatever it was she 
would feel when she's with the redhead), it was the fact that 
whenever she would look at her, she would be reminded of that 
night when Chaeyoung was tapping melodies on her piano with a 
solitary light bulb above her head. It was beautiful. Jisoo liked and 
hated that. She hated the fact that she liked that. And at three in 
the morning, Chaeyoung looked oddly glowing. Or maybe it was 
due to the aesthetic light decor hanging directly above the island 
table. It made the redhead's red head glowing like an ember and 
made her skin shone, like she was some sort of a divine apparition. 
And Jisoo liked and hated that, too. Weird. 

"She doesn't look like she's going to wake up anytime soon, 
though," Jisoo commented after she took a quick, assessing look at 
the sleeping Doona. "Besides, I'm really exhausted. I just want to go 
home and sleep." 

"Exactly. You can't drive in that state. It's dangerous," Chaeyoung 
argued, still hissing and whispering. "I can drive you back to your 
place, but I can't leave Miss Doona here, alone..." 

"I can't stay here," Jisoo said in a more dignified and hurried 
voice that she thought for a moment it wasn't hers. 

"Why not? I'm not asking you to leave," Chaeyoung replied with 
genuine curiosity. 

Jisoo didn't want to stay there because being inside Chaeyoung's 


place for the first time was giving her weird feelings, no matter how 
much she tried to ignore it from the second she stepped inside the 
apartment. She felt like she was treading in a place too personal for 
the redhead. All the photo frames being hung on the wall and above 
the mantelpiece, the trinkets and vinyl collections that covered a 
whole wall, the small piano in the corner, the lights and ornaments, 
the small casserole on the electric stove and the ref magnets and 
small papers, which looked like bills, being held in place by a koala 
magnet and the strong essence of raspberry, chamomile and a hint 
of kimchi--all of it spoke so much about Chaeyoung Park and Jisoo, 
no matter how many times she told herself to keep it together, was 
starting to feel like she could not keep it together anymore. 

It wasn't like Jisoo was expecting for things to happen and 
escalate, that she was feeling weird and awkward. No. She felt 
weird with how she felt comfortable and uncomfortable at the same 
time when she walked in, and she liked and hated how much she 
was trying to convince herself that she needed to leave and she 
absolutely felt awkward that she was now under the redhead's 
forbearance and grace. But she couldn't tell Chaeyoung all of that, 
obviously, or she would risk exposing her 3 AM weird self to the 
redhead. And she couldn't do that. She shouldn't, unlike what she 
did the first time that she and Chaeyoung had spent their wee hour 
inside the Orange some weeks ago, drinking Chaeyoung's cocktail. 
Unless she wanted to embarrass herself again. So, no. Especially 
since she still hadn't figured out what to make of it and it would 
definitely only make her feel weirder than she already was. Also... 

"I need to shower. I smell like vomit," Jisoo deadpanned. 

She had never made up an excuse so lame, it made her want to 
slap herself. Jendeuk owed her, Jisoo told herself. Lisa owed her, 
too. And this Doona woman owed her. A lot. She regretted again 
why she offered to chaperone Doona when she could've just went 
home and reunite with her dog and her bed. But then again, of 
course, she would never do that. She had already figured it out. She 
would risk anything for Jennie Kim, including her sleep and 
bedtime reading. And Lisa, too. Because that tall Thai woman had 
already grown on her and had become part of the deal. Those two 
were a tandem now, obviously. 

"At this hour?" Chaeyoung reacted with wide eyes and a look that 
clearly said 'Are you crazy?’ 

"Many important life decisions are made in the shower or at three 
in the morning," Jisoo said defensively. "What do you think will 
happen if I'd do both at the same time?" 

"You'll catch cold, most probably," Chaeyoung suggested with a 
shrug. 


Okay. So, maybe that was funny, Jisoo thought. And she really 
wanted to laugh. Out. Loud. For god's sake! But exhaustion and her 
weird awkward 3 AM self was preventing her from doing so. So, 
instead, she gave the redhead a lazy smirk and started towards the 
door. 

"I really have to go," Jisoo said. 

But Chaeyoung beat her to it. It was her house, anyway. She 
knew how to race and beat someone at the door from leaving with 
those long strides of hers. And a determined spirit, too, Jisoo 
thought. Chaeyoung Park definitely looked determined to stop her 
from leaving. 

"I mean, it's not like I'm bragging or anything but I have a hot 
shower and I have extra pairs of pajamas you can choose from. No 
dog-printed ones, though, but they're okay," Chaeyoung said, her 
hands flinging in front of her like that of a conductor. 

Jisoo regarded the redhead suspiciously and placed her arms 
across her chest 

"Do you do this often?" Jisoo demanded. 

Chaeyoung blinked, slightly taken aback from the attacking tone 
and said, "What?" 

"This. Bringing a drunk person in to your house, dress them with 
your own clothes, allow them to sleep on your couch and then offer 
the same thing to the next person available," Jisoo said. 

"The last drunk person I allowed to sleep on my couch was Lisa, if 
that's what you want to know. So no, I don't do this often. And no," 
she raised a finger, like a warning, "don't look at me like that 
because I haven't seen her naked in all the years that I've known 
her," Chaeyoung said upon seeing the look that Jisoo was giving 
her. 

"I didn't say anything," Jisoo smirked. 

"No, you didn't. But you were insinuating. And I really can't let 
you drive at this hour. I'm serious, Jisoo. It's dangerous. I don't want 
to wake up tomorrow and learn that you hurt yourself or other 
people because I allowed you to drive when you obviously can't 
right now," Chaeyoung insisted. 

Jisoo opened her mouth and closed it again. She sighed in 
resignation. Even at the most ungodly hour of the day, they were 
still on the brink of coming at each other's throats and it only made 
her more exhausted. It was funny and annoying at the same time 
how they just couldn't seem to converse without getting under each 
other's skin. 

"Fine," Jisoo said. "But since you only have one room, I'll sleep on 
the floor. No buts," she added. 

"Why don't we discuss the set-up once you're done with whatever 


you need to do?" Chaeyoung suggested, with a voice that clearly 
said she won this round and started to walk away from Jisoo as if 
gloating her victory at the raven-haired. 

"Where are you going?" Jisoo hissed, afraid that she might wake 
Doona up and followed the redhead. 

"What are you doing?" Chaeyoung hissed back, wondering why 
her guest was tailing her. 

"What?" asked Jisoo who took a step backward because she 
almost collided with Chaeyoung. The raspberry was seriously 
making its way through her nostrils, it was delicious but unnerving. 

"Why are you following me? I thought you said you need to take 
a shower?" Chaeyoung inquired. 

"Yes. But what will you be doing while I'm in the shower?" 

Jisoo was curious. What would Chaeyoung Park do at three in the 
morning when everyone else was asleep and she was still looking 
like a breath of fresh air, clad in a silky pajamas with her long hair 
tied in a bun above her head? 

"Play music, write songs. I don't know. That's what I usually do 
when I couldn't sleep," Chaeyoung replied and settled herself in 
front of her sleek black upright piano. 

Of course. Jisoo nodded as she watched Chaeyoung's fingers 
running above the keys, as if warming the black and white tiles 
with her touch. Chaeyoung breathed music like it was her oxygen. 

"You can't sleep?" Jisoo asked a little too gently. 

"With Miss Doona and you here? I don't think I could," 
Chaeyoung replied and tapped an ivory key softly. The sound of it 
was slicing through the silence of her apartment, like a warning. 

"And yet you won't let me leave?" Jisoo asked curiously. 

And another key. Until Chaeyoung Park was expertly tapping the 
verse of a classic Elvis song but slowing down its tempo. Her long, 
thin fingers hopping and dancing softly above the keys. 

"Aside from the precautionary reasons, I don't think Jennie and 
Lisa will thank me if I let you drive right now," Chaeyoung replied. 

"So, you're doing this for them?" 

"I'm doing this for all of us, Jisoo Kim. I'm still edgy about your 
people coming at me and Lisa's asses just because we've associated 
ourselves with you and Jennie," Chaeyoung said, rolling her eyes 
and chuckled after. 

Chaeyoung was hitting the chorus now. Jisoo could imagine a 
swan in her head, floating and gliding above a seamless water in 
harmony with Chaeyoung's melody, with the moon hanging above 
it. It was beautiful. She was beautiful. With how her slightly parted 
lips moving, as if mouthing the words of her melody, singing it ever 
so quietly. And Jisoo was trapped in a trance. In Chaeyoung Park's 


trance, that she jumped a little and snapping out of it when the 
redhead turned to her and spoke. 

"You can use the bathroom in my room, by the way, and find 
something you can wear in the closet when you're done," 
Chaeyoung Park said, nudging her head towards the direction of 
her bedroom door on their left. 

Jisoo remained rooted on the floor. She wasn't entirely sure why 
but she did know she wanted to get things straight before she'd 
soaked herself under the shower at three in the morning. 

"Can I ask you something?" Jisoo asked. 

"You already did. But, sure. What is it?" Chaeyoung asked as she 
started another piece now. 

"That's not entirely the reason why you stopped me from leaving, 
is it?" asked Jisoo. 

Chaeyoung paused and dropped her hands to her lap. She looked 
at Jisoo and offered a weak apologetic smile. 

"No," Chaeyoung said, shaking her head. "I thought I could use 
some company tonight." 

Jisoo huffed. She rolled her eyes and chuckled softly. 

"You could've asked me nicely instead of going psycho on me, you 
know?" Jisoo teased, shaking her head. "I'll see you in a bit," she 
then told Chaeyoung and headed towards the door on the left. 

If Jisoo felt weird and awkward that she was treading on a 
personal space when she stepped inside Chaeyoung's apartment 
door, she felt entirely different when she stepped inside the 
redhead's bedroom. There was a weird aching familiar feeling in the 
gut, like she had known before she had seen what she should be 
feeling. 

The raspberry scent was stronger in the bedroom. The bed was 
loaded with plushies and big pillows that looked like giant 
marshmallows. A light bulb that shaped like a rose was providing a 
faint shade of red light in the room, just enough for Jisoo to 
distinguish what is what in where. 

A guitar was placed in one corner and another shelf of vinyls and 
CD collections had taken half of the wall panel. There were 
wardrobe cabinets, a set of drawers, a life-sized mirror beside it, a 
dresser with makeup kits and on the mirror were Polaroids of Lisa 
and Chaeyoung, of what seemed like the Park family, of a teenage 
Chaeyoung Park with a mic on her hand in what looked like a 
Sunday worship service, of Chaeyoung and the girls crew of the 
Orange, of a laughing Chaeyoung in a record store. And there was a 
door that would led her to her destination. 

There was a bathtub in Chaeyoung's bathroom and a glass shelf 
where bottles of liquid bath soaps and shampoos, a box of Kleenex, 


a can of air freshener, a tall scented candle and a book that was 
lying upside down beside the Kleenex. It was a memoir of a 
rockstar, Jisoo checked. Chaeyoung was still halfway through it. 

It wasn't the first time that Jisoo was having a shower at 3 AM. In 
fact, she would sometimes spend her 3 AM inside her own bathtub, 
soaked in fragrant bubbles and read a book when she couldn't sleep. 
But she wasn't in her house and she only asked for a shower. Not a 
languid bubble bath time in the tub. And so, Jisoo hit the shower. 
And when you're inside a tile-walled room with lukewarm water 
running down your skin at 3 AM, either it would make you wonder 
how crazy you were to even think of taking a shower at 3 AM or 
make you recall the last worst decision you made for the night. 

It was both for Jisoo. 

"I didn't perceive you as the religious type," Jisoo said and quickly 
added, "Sorry," when Chaeyoung jumped a little on her seat in front 
of the piano. 

Shower time had only lasted for about five minutes. Not her usual 
range, of course. But it wasn't her house, it wasn't her shower and it 
was past three in the morning. Her hands and feet were cold and 
clammy, despite the hot shower and despite the PJ she chose from 
Chaeyoung's closet, and she badly wanted to ask that question after 
she saw the Polaroid. 

"Do you always have to sneak at people like that?" Chaeyoung 
demanded, a hand was clutching on her chest, as she scooted over 
to make room for Jisoo beside her. 

"I'm sorry," Jisoo said and settled herself beside the redhead. "So, 
are you? I saw your Polaroid in the mirror..." 

Something had probably happened with Jisoo inside the shower 
and Chaeyoung in front of her piano because sitting beside each 
other without even trying to bite each other's heads off was 
definitely not normal, but there they were. With their shoulders 
touching and their arms grazing. 

"I used to sing for our church in Melbourne before we moved 
here. It was then that I realized I love music," Chaeyoung said. 
"Does that answer your question?" 

"No," Jisoo replied. "So, that's where the accent came from, then?" 
she asked. 

"So, you've noticed?" 

"Who wouldn't? Forgive me, but sometimes I wonder if you're 
doing it on purpose, the way you would curve a word to emphasize 
the twang," Jisoo said, absent-mindedly pressing a random tile in 
front of her. 

"You thought so little of me, then," Chaeyoung said, pressing 
another tile and joined Jisoo's rhythm. 


"On the contrary, no. I realized it's a hard thing to do and it takes 
a lot of effort to maintain it if you're faking it. Although, if I have to 
be honest, it annoys me a lot of times," Jisoo said. 

"You annoy me, too. The feeling is mutual," Chaeyoung said and 
started playing another musical piece again. 

"On that department," Jisoo commented. 

Chaeyoung nodded. "On that department," she said. "Anyway, I 

haven't asked you this and I hope you won't find it too imposing. 
But, what do you do exactly? I mean, Jennie runs a company, Lisa 
is being Lisa, I'm trying to do me. So, what about you? What's your 
story, Jisoo Kim?" 
"I'm trying to save the world," Jisoo said jokingly. "Somebody has 
"But aren't we all, though? I mean, I'd like to think that I'm 
contributing to the balance and harmony of the world with my 
music," Chaeyoung said and rolled her eyes. "I know. It sounds 
dramatic, but I have a firm belief that music brings people together 
and I think it's the most beautiful thing. Don't you?" 

"I don't know much about music, but I guess you don't have to 
understand the language just to love it," Jisoo said. She would love 
to add that no, what Chaeyoung said was not dramatic at all and 
that she thought it was beautiful how Chaeyoung spoke about her 
love for music like it was her religion and it actually make sense, 
but decided against it. She didn't want to make things weird again. 

"Do you ever dream of singing in front of a bigger crowd?" Jisoo 
asked. 

Chaeyoung considered for a moment before slowly nodding her 
head. 

"Yeah," Chaeyoung said. "Yes, I guess I always do. But I think I 
kind of just let it sit at the back of my mind. I can't leave the 
Orange yet." 

"Because of Lisa?" asked Jisoo. 

"And some other reasons. Including her, yes. I thought I wanted 
her to have a home whenever she would come back from her 
'misadventures', as she would call it." 

"When you said 'home', did you mean you?" Jisoo asked. She 
found it comforting in a weird way how they were both talking in 
hushed voice as if they were discussing a divine secret. 

"Not me, in all aspects. Maybe I just want her to remember the 
familiar, wherever her dreams will take her," answered Chaeyoung. 

"But she's from Thailand, isn't she?" asked Jisoo. 

Chaeyoung nodded. "Yes. Lisa would do a quick Thailand 
getaway once in a while. But she hasn't been there for awhile now, I 
think. Why do you ask?" 


to 


"I just remember what she said back at the bar before she passed 
out," Jisoo said and looked over at the sleeping Doona. "Something 
about a Pranpriya Manoban being a prodigal princess? The only 
Manoban I know is Lisa and she came with Doona at the party..." 

Chaeyoung chuckled. 

"If you're insinuating that that idiot is a royalty, the answer is no," 
Chaeyoung said. "It's a private joke between us, actually--Lisa's 
closest circle--the 'prodigal princess' thing? It has a little something 
to do with her family." 

"What do you mean?" Jisoo was curious. 

"I'm, uhm..." Chaeyoung hesitated, "I'm not in the position to talk 
about it. Sorry," she added and offered an apologetic smile. 

Jisoo nodded. 

"It's okay. I understand," Jisoo said. "What's not okay, though, is if 
someone might get a little too curious about Lisa, especially after 
Irene posted her on her Instagram story, and they'd find something 
about Lisa's background and--" 

"Wait, who's Irene?" Chaeyoung interjected. 

"Another Kim," Jisoo replied. "She and Lisa became a little too 
comfortable with each other at the party, somebody took a photo of 
them together--one of Irene's friends, probably--and Irene posted it 
on the Internet. Jendeuk was worried that people will now start to 
get curious about Lisa because of that Instagram story but I 
personally think it was her jealousy talking." Jisoo smirked. 

Chaeyoung bit her lip and regarded Jisoo for a moment. Jisoo 
wished Chaeyoung would stop doing that--the lip-biting thing. It 
wasn't doing her any good. It was shaking her resolve to never think 
of Chaeyoung Park anything more than an acquaintance. 

"Lisa belongs to a powerful family in Thailand," Chaeyoung said a 
moment later. "We call her 'the prodigal princess' because she 
doesn't want to partake in their family business and only wants to 
focus on her photography," she explained further. 

"How powerful is powerful?" Jisoo inquired. Thank God for Lisa, 
she told herself. At least, she and Chaeyoung had something to talk 
about at 3 AM. It was a good distraction. 

"Powerful enough to give your people a long, good fight, I guess? 
But the Manobans are mostly good people, so I don't think there's 
any chance for a--" 

"Bloodshed?" Jisoo provided. 

Chaeyoung laughed. "You have a wild imagination, Jisoo Kim," 
she said. "I was about to say confrontation, actually. Most Thai 
people are gentle. Lisa's parents are the most gentle and the 
sweetest people that I have ever met. Thailand love them. They love 
Pranpriya. I mean, who wouldn't? She's a darling. But only a few 


people outside Thailand knew about Pranpriya just as there are only 
a few people in Thailand who know about Lisa." 

"If Lisa is not a royalty, then why did her friend call her 'Her 
Royal Highness Pranpriya Manoban'? It doesn't make sense," Jisoo 
asked, still unconvinced. 

"She did? I would be beyond pissed if it was me, too. I can't even 
recall the number of times Lisa did the same thing to me," 
Chaeyoung said and chuckled. "Miss Doona would address Lisa that 
way when she's pissed at or disappointed with her. She was 
probably pissed after finding out that Lisa left her in your care and 
just went off without saying goodbye," she explained. "Besides, Miss 
Doona is the only living person who can patronize Lisa like that. 
She's her teacher and she still calls Lisa, Pokpak. That's Lisa's 
nickname before she decided to adapt her current name. Yeah, I 
know. It's complicated," she concluded after she saw the look on 
Jisoo's face. 

"She's probably more complicated than the conglomerate Jendeuk 
is dealing with," Jisoo commented. "There was no time for goodbye, 
by the way. Lisa and Jendeukie left early and hurriedly, if I may 
add, after the brief encounter with Irene," Jisoo said. 

"Was Jennie, jealous?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"She was murderous. You should've seen the look on her face. 
But, it wasn't exactly the reason why they left early. Jendeuk didn't 
want people to notice her," Jisoo explained and added, "And yes, 
she was extremely jealous. You know how it feels like." 

"Yeah, I think I do," Chaeyoung responded, her thoughts 
wandered back to when Lisa updated her private account with a 
photo of Jennie and everyone at the Orange was fussing about the 
unkown woman Lisa was with, while tiptoeing around her, afraid 
that she might reduce to tears and break down in front of them. It 
felt so long ago, Chaeyoung realized that she couldn't even 
remember the pain anymore. 

"So, why were you in pajamas?" Chaeyoung asked, out of 
curiosity. "I mean, no offense because you looked absolutely cute in 
your PJ. But I don't think it was a slumber party, was it?" 

"No, it wasn't," Jisoo said, shaking her head. "When I said that I'm 
trying to save the world, it was actually a part of it. I had to rush to 
Gwangjin to save Irene and the world from an impending doom 
called the wrath of Jennie Kim," she explained, keeping a straight 
face. 

Chaeyoung laughed. "That's funny. You're funny," the redhead 
said. 

"Oh. So, you find me funny now? That's a development," Jisoo 
said, also laughing. 


"At three in the morning, yes. But you're funnier when you're 
caught off guard, like how you looked when I kissed you at the 
Italian place and when I told everyone we're dating. You looked like 
a deer in the headlights," Chaeyoung teased. 

"Yes. I'm sure you had a lot of fun on both occasions," Jisoo said 
and they both laugh some more. 

"Not really. I still feel bad after the incident," Chaeyoung said. 
"So, I have a question." 

"At three in the morning, you sure are hyperactive and curious, 
aren't you?" Jisoo commented but still indulged the redhead. "What 
is it?" she asked. 

"That's your dog, isn't it? The one printed all over your PJ?" 
Chaeyoung asked, with a grin that Jisoo could only translate as 
teasing. 

"And nosy. You're hyperactive, curious and nosy at 3 AM. But yes. 
His name is Dalgom and he's probably wondering right now why 
I'm not home yet," Jisoo said. 

Chaeyoung nodded and smiled. The kind of smile that could light 
up a room. It was beautiful and annoying at the same time. 

"That's Joohwangie," Chaeyoung said, pointing at the goldfish 
inside the tank. "The eleventh, as my dad graciously pointed out to 
me yesterday." She chuckled. "My eleventh goldfish, obviously, and 
I have no idea if it's a male or a female." 

"Why don't you find out?" Jisoo asked. 

"I'm planning to bring him--her, to a fish doctor, actually. See? It's 
confusing. I can't call Joohwang 'it', either," Chaeyoung said with a 
pout. 

"Why don't you put another fish inside the tank and see if they 
become friendly or intimate?" Jisoo suggested. 

Chaeyoung snorted. "Intimate? I can't imagine Joohwang being 
intimate with another fish," she said. 

"They probably wouldn't, anyway. I wouldn't if it's me. That's 
more than a PDA, if you ask me," Jisoo said. "Besides, imagine being 
intimate in full display, with you constantly checking and curiously 
watching through the glass?" 

"You still haven't moved on from the nudity you witnessed earlier, 
have you?" the redhead asked. Back was her teasing tone and the 
hidden laughter behind those bright smiles. 

"No. I can still see her even when I close my eyes," Jisoo replied. 
And it was true. It was also partly the reason why she shortened her 
shower time. She could see Doona's nakedness whenever she would 
close her eyes. She wasn't disgusted, no. It was more like a feeling 
of strange awakening. It had stirred something inside her. It wasn't 
lust, either. Or curiosity. It was more like a realization. Something 


that she didn't want to discuss yet because she hadn't fully wrapped 
her mind around it anyway and especially not with Chaeyoung 
Park. 

"It wasn't your first time, was it?" Jisoo asked. 

"Seeing a naked body of a woman? No," Chaeyoung answered. 
"But it was my first time seeing a woman blushing so hard after she 
saw another woman with no clothes on." 

"Yes. Okay. Go ahead, laugh. But it was awkward for me," Jisoo 
said defensively. 

"It was adorable, actually," Chaeyoung said. 

"The nudity?" Jisoo asked. 

"No. You," Chaeyoung replied and chuckled. "You look adorable 
when you blush like that. You should've seen the look on your face. 
It was priceless," she said. 

And they both fell silent and chose to stare at the piano tiles 
before them. The silence of the wee hour was slowly creeping up on 
them, that the only sound they both could hear was Joohwangie's 
tiny bubbles and swishing of the tail and Doona's soft murmurs. 

Jisoo hated it. The silence. The lost for words. She didn't want it 
to take over. Because it wasn't the kind that was comforting. Like, 
they could just sit there and do nothing, talk about nothing and just 
bask in the silence. No, it was nudging and poking and Jisoo needed 
to break it before it would break her resolve again. 

"Is this the part where we're suppose to kiss?" Jisoo decided to 
break the ice and said jokingly. It wasn't the best choice of words 
for a joke but at least words had been out and spoken again. 

Apparently, joking about a kiss wasn't as awkward as when they 
both fell silent and waited for an actual kiss to happen, like in the 
movies. 

Chaeyoung laughed and stood up. "No," she replied. "This is the 
part where we go to bed, Jisoo Kim. Come on, I'm sleepy," she said 
and took Jisoo by the hand. 

"I'm sleeping on the floor," Jisoo said. 

"Nobody is sleeping on the floor," Chaeyoung said as she led them 
towards her bedroom. "Don't worry. I won't strip naked so you 
won't feel awkward," she added jokingly and let out a yawn after. 
"Which side do you prefer?" she then asked as they stood at the 
footing of the bed. 

"Right?" Jisoo replied, although unsure. She wanted to protest but 
didn't want to argue anymore. 

"Okay. I'll take the left, then, " Chaeyoung decided and let go of 
Jisoo's hand and started to crawl on the mattress, making sure that 
she would stay at the left side of her bed. 

Jisoo followed suit, but did it awkwardly and ungracefully that it 


made Chaeyoung chuckled. 

"You okay?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"Yeah. Yes, of course," Jisoo replied. "I, uh, well, it's technically 
morning already, but still, goodnight?" she said and pulled the 
cover up to her chin. 

Chaeyoung smiled and said, "Goodnight." 

Jisoo nodded and about to close her eyes when she felt the soft, 
warm lips on her own. Her eyelids shot back up and she was 
staring, with her eyes wide open in shock, straight at Chaeyoung 
Park and her closed eyes. 

The kiss wasn't moving. It wasn't escalating. It was just there, 
gluing them together. Keeping Jisoo still and making her heart beat 
in frantics and her brain haywired. And it was warm and soft and it 
already felt like forever until Chaeyoung broke it. 

"That was the part where we kissed," Chaeyoung whispered with 
a smile when their lips parted. "See you later, Jisoo Kim," she added 
and turned her back on Jisoo. 

"Yeah," Jisoo murmured in the dark a few seconds later, after her 
frantic heartbeat had subsided and she found her voice again. "See 
you later," she told the already sleeping Chaeyoung. 


Chapter 44 


Light was flooding in through the window beside the bed. Her 
eyelids fluttered until Lisa finally woke up. She squinted it and 
closed it again. She groaned. She didn't feel like waking up just yet. 

Lisa heard noises from downstairs. Soft paws running against the 
vinyled floor. The sound of bodies thumping softly against 
something solid. There were hissings, too. And meows. Leo and 
Luca, Lisa thought and smiled a little. Her two boys were always 
active in the morning and would either judge her or shower her 
with love when she gets down later. The judging part would mostly 
be done by Leo. There was definitely something with that cat. And 
Luca--that beautiful boy was always so sweet and compose and 
didn't have issues. They were a complete polar opposite, in Lisa's 
maternal opinion. There was music, too. 

Her mornings had always been like that, except the music playing 
on the speakers. Nothing new. Nothing extraordinary. Nothing 
unusual. Except that she did not feel ordinary at all. Something was 
persistently prodding her semi-conscious state of being. It was 
hanging in the air and clearly demanding for her attention. It wasn't 
thick. It wasn't too thin, either. But it was there, just waiting for her 
to acknowledge it. 

Lisa stretched her long limbs until her muscles ached and 
protested and let out a long yawn but stopped halfway and 
suddenly wondering why there was a strong essence of strawberry 
seeping through her nosetrils in the morning. Why was she inhaling 
strawberry in the morning? She squeezed her eyes more. She had 
always been disoriented in the morning and had to actually recall 
what occurred the night before, every time. 

She went to a party with Doona. That part she could practically 
remember easily. And Jennie arrived. And Jisoo, too, in her 
pajamas. And Jennie again, in the car with her. And Jennie. In her 
house. Jennie, in her bed. Jennie and all sorts of sounds that Jennie 
made when... 

Lisa snapped her eyes open. She sprung up and looked at the 
empty space beside her. At the crumpled sheet, in furrowed brows. 

"Jennie?" Lisa uttered the name a little too loudly--laced with 
panic and confusion--and noticed the neatly piled office clothes at 
the foot of her bed that obviously weren't hers. 


"Down here, by the kitchen!" Jennie replied from downstairs. 

And that was what made Lisa's morning different today. The 
promise of a good breakfast was wafting in the air. Pancakes, 
definitely. She could smell the buttery goodness of it already. Not 
burnt (thank goodness!) and sniggered at the thought. There was a 
delicious mixture of aromas from coffee and chocolate, too. And 
also the expensive strawberry scent that lingered comfortably on 
her bed, and the outburst of excitement and embarrassment inside 
her, yes. Lisa started to wonder what Jennie was wearing while 
working on the kitchen below, now that her clothes from last night 
were, well, abandoned. 

And Lisa was still wearing the red dress from last night, she 
finally noticed as she pushed herself up from her bed, groggily at 
first because she was still finding her bearings. She went straight to 
her closet and randomly picked something to wear--an oversized 
white tee that stretches towards half of her long thighs. She bunned 
her hair and headed to the bathroom to remove the make up she 
was still wearing and brush her teeth. 

She smiled and snickered at herself through the misty mirror 
when the intimate memories from last night started to flood in, 
especially at the thought of where her mouth and tongue had 
transcended, while she was brushing it. Her face was burning hot, 
even after she splashed cold water into it to wash off the facial foam 
she applied on it. 

"Lili?" Jennie called, probably wondering why Lisa hasn't 
descended yet from the loft. 

"Coming!" Lisa responded and quickly dried her face with a towel. 

If Lisa would be honest, she was actually stalling her going 
downstairs because she was mentally preparing herself how to face 
Jennie. She knew she would be embarrassed to face her after what 
happened last night. Well, not embarrassed-embarrassed, but she 
was feeling hot in the face while recalling the things that took place 
inside her bedroom last night. And now that her mind was clear and 
working, she could now remember all of it too well. All the details. 

Jennie and her soft, strawberry-scented skin. Jennie and those 
lips that were singing songs of love and pleasure while she was 
glorifying her. Jennie and the way her name--"Lisa!"--escaped from 
Jennie's mouth while holding on to her as tightly as they both could 
because it was the best ride of their lives yet and words have failed 
to decribe it for both of them. And it was wonderful. It was an 
adventure that took them to places they probably both knew exist 
but had no idea how beautiful those places are until they've reached 
it. 

All of that was swirling inside Lisa's head as she carefully and 


slowly took each steps, barefooted, and she headed downstairs as 
quietly as she could. Which was a feat, actually. Considering how 
loud she usually was in the morning. Purposely, if she may so, to 
match Luca and Leo's boisterous energy. But mainly just to annoy 
Leo. 

If Lisa was a ray of sunshine as per Irene last night, Jennie was an 
angel. With a halo around her head, Lisa thought gingerly upon 
setting her eyes on her Nini, who seriously looked radiating, 
literally and figuratively, against the soft glowing sunlight from the 
kitchen window behind her. 

Jennie's back was on Lisa. She was wearing a white cotton 
bedroom dress, with spaghetti straps and the hemline exposing half 
of Jennie's thighs. Jennie must have searched through Lisa's pile of 
unused clothes because Lisa couldn't remembering wearing that one 
ever. 

The sight of Jennie Kim working in the kitchen, with her hair 
down and her feet occasionally moving and thumping against the 
floor in harmony with the music she was listening to was a sight to 
behold. It was beautiful and a welcoming sight that Lisa would 
probably never get tired of. 

Lisa tiptoed and took her camera from the shelf. She couldn't 
freeze the moment forever but she could immortalize it through her 
lens. But the sound of the shutter made Jennie swirled on her spot 
and greeted Lisa with her bright, gummy smile and a very cheery, 
"Good morning, Lili!" 

Lisa smiled and tried to open her mouth to respond but closed it 
after. Her mouth was failing her. Words were failing her. But the 
very thing inside her chest didn't. Jennie's sunny smile and the 
excitement in her eyes as they made contact with Lisa's brown orbs 
made Lisa's heartbeat skipped a few frantic beats until it just went 
off completely in loud, rapid beating. Which was good, actually, 
Lisa thought, because she had never felt more alive in the morning 
until today. 

But what should a person say to someone she had made love to 
for the first time last night? Lisa wondered, after she noticed a 
sudden slight change in the frequency of her pulses (which she 
could only translate as panic) while staring straight at Jennie and 
the anticipation written on the chaebol's face. 

A 'good morning, Nini!' should be a nice and appropriate reply. 
Or ‘hey!' Or both, in one sentence. 'Hey, beautiful!’ could be a 
candidate, too. But 'beautiful' was an understatement in comparison 
to how unrealistically beautiful Jennie Kim was at the moment. 
With her perfectly smooth bare face and glowing skin, and an aura 
that Lisa had never seen on Jennie before. 


Lisa thought she should say the right words. But as her mouth 
was unbelievably failing her at tye moment, she ditched the idea of 
communicating through conversing. Instead, she decided to follow 
what her heart had been telling her to do. 

With long, big strides, Lisa decided--with a silent hope that she 
wouldn't trip in front of Jennie because her insides was squirming 
with excitement, among everything else--to close their gap and 
headed straight to where Jennie Kim was standing--beside the 
electric stove, leaning on the sink counter, barefoot, with a spoon 
on one hand and a look that clearly says, "Come here, you silly!"-- 
and crashed her mouth straight into Jennie's lips. Their arms 
automatically found their ways and snaked around each other's 
body. Lisa's on Jennie's waist, Jennie's around Lisa's neck. 

They soon realized that morning kisses after a hot and intimate 
affair from the night before was way more everything than all the 
kisses they had shared from the night before or yhe kisses before 
that, as the kiss deepened and a contented sigh had escaped from 
Jennie's mouth. It was a lot of mores, the kiss. More beautiful, more 
exciting, more...everything. And Lisa wanted all of that more and 
everything right here, on her kitchen. But she decided to pull away 
before it would escalate. Before she would escalate it. 

"Hi! I love you," Lisa said breathlessly and offered Jennie a lazy 
smile. She needed to say that before she would go crazy because her 
heart and everything about her was close to exploding. "Have I told 
you that last night?" she asked. 

She did. Lisa knew she did. She remembered it vividly--how she 
had said it, when she had said it. But she needed the validation. She 
needed a reminder that last night wasn't just a dream. And this 
morning, too. 

Jennie flashed her gummy smile and nodded. She tiptoed and 
kissed Lisa again. Tenderly, this time. 

"Yes, you did, Lili," Jennie replied and made a face. "Was that a 
'good morning’ kiss or an 'I love you' kiss?" she asked playfully, 
eyebrows hitching up and down in standard motion. "Because if it 
was either of the two, then I'm seriously want more of it." 

Lisa chuckled. "Uh, it was a 'good morning, I love you' kiss," she 
said and kissed Jennie again. A little more passionately this time. 
She was now cupping Jennie's face inside her hands. "I can't believe 
you're still here," she said after she pulled away yet again and 
laughed a little when she heard the disappointment in Jennie's sigh. 

"Why? Did you expect me to be somewhere else?" Jennie asked, 
frowning and tilting her head a little to the side and looked at Lisa 
curiously. 

Lisa chuckled as she noticed the specks of white, powdery dusts 


resting on the tip of Jennie's nose and some on her left cheek, which 
Lisa assumed were flour. 

"I just, uh--" Lisa started and dusted the flour off using her hand 
and couldn't resist planting a peck on the chaebol's frown. "I thought 
it might have scared you off a little, I guess," she said. 

Jennie eyes squinted. She bit the inside of her cheek, as though 
she was contemplating about something, before she asked, "Which 
'it' specifically?" in a very curious way. 

"You know," Lisa hesitated, "that." 

Lisa couldn't bring herself to speak and talk openly about sex--or 
on her case, the lovemaking that she and Jennie did last night-- 
because Doona's words suddenly echoed inside her head. "I want you 
to get laid. There, I said it." She hadn't gotten laid, per se, Lisa told 
herself. But she did end up with someone on her bed and Lisa 
wasn't sure if it would equate to getting laid, by definition, but it 
was a beautiful, overwhelming feeling and... 

"This?" Jennie spoke softly, pulling Lisa away from her train of 
thoughts and kissed her full in the mouth. 

It was demanding but cautious. Teasing, but with a hint-of- 
longing kind of kiss. Like how Lisa was kissing her last night. And 
as the kiss deepened and an exchanged of soft moans took place, 
drowning the music playing (You don't know, babe/ When you hold 
me/You kiss me slowly/It's the sweetest thing) and before Lisa could 
even run her hands on Jennie's back, Jennie was already steering 
Lisa (by pulling her by the shirt) towards where Lisa could vaguely 
remember where her dining table was without breaking the kiss and 
eventually pushed the taller woman to sit down at the edge of one 
of the two wooden high stools. 

"That," Lisa said as she felt her bottom touched the cold, hard 
wood and their lips have parted, "was hot!" She was catching her 
breath. "Was that a good morning kiss?" She blinked. That kiss just 
haywired her brain, set her soul on fire and unhinged her complete 
being. 

"I'd take that as a compliment," Jennie said with a smirk and 
nestled herself between Lisa's thighs and chucked at the thought 
that they were now on eye-levels. Her arms rested on Lisa's 
shoulder. Her fingers were already busy playing with Lisa's loose 
hairs and tucked them behind her ears. 

"It is," Lisa replied, the quick beating of all the pulses all over her 
body hadn't slowed down yet. It was that mind-blowing hot. "You 
look great on this, by the way," she said hazily. She was feeling 
encouraged and highly motivated that she started to playfully 
tugged the thin fabric of Jennie's right strap and planted a kiss on 
the exposed skin. 


Lisa started planting hot, slow kisses on Jennie's bare shoulder 
and ran it upwards as Jennie craned her neck and sucked for air. 

"I saw the marks you gave me," Jennie said after she held her 
breath and clutched her hands on Lisa's tee fabric because Lisa had 
hit something--her weak spot. 

Lisa only replied with a grunt because she was busy trailing kisses 
and spraying hot breaths on Jennie's soft, milky skin that tasted like 
expensive strawberries. 

"It was a lot," Jennie continued with a struggle as Lisa had turned 
on that switch inside her again, which she didn't knew she had until 
last night. "We, Kims, are rather..." An involuntary moan had 
escaped. "Bounteous when showing our gratitude and I intend to 
give back the generosity you had bestowed upon me last night, 
Lisa," she said and exerted all her effort to pull away and put a halt 
on Lisa's sweet and electrifying adventure on her neck and behind 
her ear. "Tenfold." 

Lisa groaned and pouted. "Really?" she asked. 

"Really," Jennie said, feeling a surge of confidence inside her and 
smiled so so sweetly. "I've been thinking..." 

"I'm not entirely sure if I'm liking the way you're smiling at me 
right now, Jennie Kim," Lisa said and eyed Jennie suspiciously. 

"I'm sure you don't, Lalisa Manoban," the chaebol replied playfully 
and without warning, brought her mouth to the nook where Lisa's 
neck and shoulder met. "You smell good in the morning," she said, 
inhaling the scent she discovered there before she showered it with 
kisses. 

"And you're pretty aggressive this morning," Lisa commented as 
she willingly craned her neck to give Jennie better access. Her 
hands tightened around Jennie's hips as she felt Jennie bit a tiny 
chunk of her neck and sucked it carefully after. It was waking 
something inside her. Again. 

"Is this payback?" Lisa asked jokingly after Jennie had 
straightened up seconds later and took a step back to admire her 
work. 

"No, silly," Jennie replied, but looked somewhat disappointed. 
"It's tiny and not as visible compared to what you gave me," Jennie 
said and reached out to trace her forefinger on the faint hickey. "But 
there's always room for improvement." 

"Jen..." Lisa started. 

"What happened last night wasn't the kind of thing that would 
scare me away, Lili. I love you," Jennie said in her most vulnerable 
and sincere voice, "and I'm certain I won't be going anywhere. Not 
now, not ever. You should know that by now," she said. 

"Won't you be going to work today, though?" Lisa inquired. 


"The world outside can wait, Lili," Jennie replied. 

And the fire from last night had been re-ignited, refueled. The 
temperature had reached the highest point of the scale. Longingly 
and aggressively, Lisa pulled Jennie closer to claim her mouth once 
again. She wanted to convey what words had failed her, by kissing 
Jennie Kim deep and ravenously. The promise of a good breakfast 
was forgotten, as they tasted each other's mouth when their tongues 
finally met and got to dance to their own music once again. Love 
and desire had overtaken them. 

The pancakes can wait. The brewed coffee and the chocomilk can 
wait. They all had to wait, because in that moment and the 
moments onward, the only thing that mattered to them was them, 
and the way the surge of everything inside them, wanting to 
consume and be comsumed by them. 

The world outside had to wait, including Lisa's intentions of 
telling Jennie everything about Pranpriya and Thailand. All of that 
can wait because Lisa was convinced that they had all the time in 
the world to talk about anything and everything in between kisses, 
or over a meal. Or when they would lay exhausted and contended 
in the bed after another round of lovemaking later (because that 
was where they would definitely end up later, anyway). Lusa would 
tell Jennie about Pranpriya, about the Manobans in Thailand, about 
her sweet and very loving grandparents, whose eyesights had gone 
bad over the years but would recognize her once they would hear 
her voice. She would tell Jennie about her childhood, how she used 
to sport an apple-cut hair. 

But all of that can wait. 


If dreams were to be interpreted literally, Chaeyoung Park's 
dream would never make any sense to her at all. 

She was dreaming of riding on a group of soft, cottony clouds. 
The air was crisp despite of the sunny weather. It might have 
turned her face a little numb but it was bearable and welcoming. 

There were birds flying around her, with her. Where they were 
heading, she didn't know. What she knew, though, and couldn't 
help but paying attention to it, was that a distant ringing of a 
cellular phone was audible in the air. It was faint and barely 
audible, but it was enough to make Chaeyoung wonder how on 
earth was there a cellular phone in the sky? Was it God calling her? 
And instead of a giant trumpet, there was a cellular phone? 
Technology had really taken over, hadn't it? 

Chaeyoung fidgeted. She thought of changing her position. It was 
weird lying on her back and seeing nothing but the vast blue sky 
above her. But she couldn't move. She tried to lift her hands but she 


couldn't. She tried to raise her feet but it wasn't moving. As though 
something invisible and heavy was keeping her still. 

And soon enough, she wasn't flying anymore, Chaeyoung noticed. 
Something was pulling her down. She was falling and she would die 
soon in midair (or probably on land, when gravity had finally done 
its job on her) and the birds, she realized as panic was starting to 
arise on her chest, were there to accompany her to the gates of 
heaven. 

She was panicking and ready to scream her lungs out, which 
really wouldn't make any sense at all because she knew she was 
only dreaming and she wasn't really falling from the sky. But it all 
felt so real and that would be a gruesome way to die. 

The ringing grew louder and louder that it snatched her away 
from the gravity and woke her up eventually. And when she 
snapped her eyes open, she was greeted by the hovering face of a 
groggy Doona Bae and a cellular phone, which Chaeyoung 
recognized at once as hers. It was ringing for a few seconds before it 
fell silent. 

"I was contemplating whether I should throw this out the window 
or flush it down the toilet because it doesn't stop ringing and my 
head feels like blowing into million pieces," Doona said and handed 
the device to Chaeyoung, giving Chaeyoung no time to even catch 
her breath. 

"Uh, t-thanks?" Chaeyoung hesitated as Doona placed the device 
on her palm. She was taken aback by Doona's grumpiness and the 
fact that Doona Bae was inside her bedroom. She had forgotten to 
lock the door, she remembered. 

"Girlfriend?" Doona asked curiously when her eyes flickered 
towards Chaeyoung's right. 

"Huh?" Chaeyoung Park asked. She was still disoriented from the 
dream. 

"You two seem pretty close," Doona commented, flicking her 
fingers from left to right. 

Chaeyoung Park finally noticed the sleeping Jisoo beside her and 
the compromising situation they were both in. 

Half of Jisoo's body was practically all over her. An arm was 
wrapped around her chest, fingers touching the blade of her 
shoulder. Jisoo's right leg was resting on Chaeyoung's lower body, 
above her abdomen and thighs and Jisoo's face was snuggled on 
Chaeyoung's neck, spraying steady, hot breaths on her skin. 

"No!" Chaeyoung replied indignantly with wide eyes and shaking 
her head vigorously for emphasis. 

Doona smirked and huffed as a reply. She gave the redhead a 
noncommittal shrug and went out of the room. 


Chaeyoung checked her missed calls as soon as the door was 
closed, which wasn't easy because she to move as little as possible 
to not disturb Jisoo. The girls from the bar had been calling her 
since seven. She furrowed her brows. The girls would never bother 
her in the morning. They knew she wouldn't be up by eleven and 
sleep was sacred to her. And Alice should have known better, too. 
Because there were a few missed calls from her sister, too. There 
were also messages on the inbox but she did not bother checking 
them out yet as there were more pressing matters that she needed 
to deal with at the moment, including--and the most pressing of all-- 
extracting herself from Jisoo without waking the latter up. 

Chaeyoung started with the arm. She held Jisoo's wrist as gently 
as she could and lifted it up, moved it to the side and placed it 
carefully in the little space she had managed to create between 
them. Then, she tried to scoot a little to the left to create more 
space. She sat up and tried to pull her legs from beneath Jisoo's leg 
with as little movements as she possibly could. It wasn't easy, 
actually. What with all the weight Jisoo's leg had put on her. It was 
unbelievably heavier than Chaeyoung thought, that she had to pull 
each of her leg one by one, sliding them to the left so she wouldn't 
need to lift Jisoo's leg up. And when she had totally freed herself at 
last, Chaeyoung stood up and went straight to the door. She payed 
the sleeping Jisoo one last glance before she turned the knob and 
went out of the bedroom. 

It was weird, Chaeyoung thought. Waking up with someone 
beside her, inhaling their scents first thing in the morning and 
getting out of bed, wondering what the person would like to have 
for breakfast. Or brunch, since it was already five past ten in the 
morning. 

"Hey," Doona greeted her with hoarse voice. She was already 
sitting on the kitchen, a steaming mug in front of her. She still 
looked groggy and probably nursing a headache, the way Doona 
was clutching her head, and her elbows propped up above the table. 

"You okay, Miss Doona? Shall I give you something for your 
head?" Chaeyoung asked as she took a mug of her own and poured 
herself some coffee. 

Doona shook her head. "Thanks, but no. I got this. It's not like it's 
the first time, anyway. This should help. I took the liberty," Doona 
said, pointing at her steaming mug of dark coffee. "I'm sorry I woke 
you up, by the way. It was ringing nonstop and I thought maybe it 
was important." 

Chaeyoung nodded and sat across Doona Bae. "Don't worry about 
it," she said. 

Chaeyoung had abandoned her phone inside the pocket of her 


pajamas. Those calls and messages can wait, she decided. She 
wanted to talk to Doona about something more important. 

"I can't remember how did I end up here," Doona said. "Is this 
your place?" 

"Yes," Chaeyoung nodded. "Jisoo brought you at my bar. You 
passed out. She said she didn't know where to drop you off so she 
asked for my help. I didn't know where to take you, either. So I 
brought the two of you here," Chaeyoung explained. 

"And Jisoo is...?" 

"The," Chaeyoung cleared her throat, "the one you saw sleeping 
beside me," she said. 

"Ahh," Doona nodded. "That's her name?" she asked and 
Chaeyoung nodded. "Weird," Doona said. "It sounds like Jesus. But 
in singular form. Like, Jesus without an 's'. So you and her..." 

"Are friends," Chaeyoung provided quickly. "But she's Lisa's friend 
first, actually. Jisoo promised Lisa that she would take you back to 
your hotel..." 

Doona nodded. "Pokpak left me last night without a word. I 
wonder what happened?" she said. 

"Jisoo said it was urgent for Lisa to leave early last night. She left 
with Je...another friend." Chaeyoung wasn't sure if Lisa had already 
told Doona about Jennie. "Anyway, Jisoo told me that you told her 
something about Lisa?" she asked the older woman. 

"I did? I don't know. I couldn't even remember talking to her. 
What did I say?" Doona asked curiously. 

"You called Lisa 'Her Royal Highness Pranpriya Manoban' in front 
of Jisoo, Miss Doona," said Chaeyoung. 

The seasoned photographer raised her hands to her mouth and 
her eyes went from someone who was obviously suffering from a 
bad hangover to suddenly alive and bulging. 

"No! No no no no. I did not!" Doona said, shaking her head. 
Although, she didn't sound like she was sure, at all. "Did I?" 

"You slipped, Miss Doona. Jisoo asked me if it was true and what 
was it supposed to mean," Chaeyoung said. 

"Jesus Christ!" Doona groaned, hiding her face behind her hands. 
"You wanna know what's worse than that? It's the fact that I can't 
remember anything. Oh my god! Pokpak will kill me," Doona said 
gravely and started to drink the contents of her mug. "What exactly 
did I told her?" 

"That Lisa is Thailand's prodigal princess. I made up another 
story, though," Chaeyoung said and took a sip from her mug. 
"Although, I'm not sure if it was convincing enough. It was hard to 
lie to Jisoo. She's smart and curious and from the way I see it, she's 
very highly capable of putting two and two together." 


"Fuck!" Doona swore under her breath. "Oh, fuck! I'm an idiot!" 

Chaeyoung then took her phone out from the pocket of her PJ to 
finally check what the fuss was all about while she listened to 
Doona calling herself names and beating herself up. 

"OH MY GOD." Chaeoung yelped as soon as she opened the link 
that Alice had sent her. 

"What?" Doona asked, jumping a little on her seat. 

"Oh my god! No! No, this can't be happening!" Chaeyoung said in 
panicky voice. She stood up so suddenly that it surprised and 
shocked Doona. 

"What's the matter?" Doona asked and raised on her feet as well. 

"Ohmygodohmygodohmygod! " Chaeyoung was muttering to 
herself. 

"Chaeyoung, what the hell is going on?" Doona asked again but 
Chaeyoung was barely listening to her. 

Doona followed the redhead towards the lone bedroom as 
Chaeyoung was practically running to get there. 

"Jisoo!" Chaeyoung called as soon as she burst the door open. She 
tried to wake Jisoo up by shaking the shoulder of the sleeping 
raven-haired woman. "Hey! Jisoo, wake up! We need to find them!" 

Jisoo stirred. "Huh?" she muttered groggily with her eyes half- 
shut. 

"Lisa and Jennie, we need to find them, Chu. They're all over the 
news!" 

Jisoo's eyes snapped open. She sprung up from the bed and ran 
her fingers through her hair. 

"What does it say?" Jisoo asked. 

Doona grabbed Chaeyoung's phone to see it for herself. And her 
eyes grew larger by the second upon reading the headline: 

"EXCLUSIVE! KIM GROUP'S 'PRINCESS' AND THAILAND'S 
PRODIGAL PRINCESS ARE DATING" 

There were two photos below it. One was a photo with the 
silhouettes of Lisa and Jennie kissing with the famous Banpo Bridge 
as the backdrop and the other was a photo of them together leaving 
W Seoul-Walkerhill last night on Lisa's red Impala. 

"No wonder her car smelled nice," Doona commented after 
reading the article aloud for Jisoo, earning herself a glare and a 
scowl from Jisoo and Chaeyoung. 

"What?" Doona asked. 

"Unbelievable!" both women roared in unison. 


Chapter 45 


"The pancakes are cold by now," Lisa spoke while lying on her 
front after spending a good, comfortable long minutes of just lying 
on her bed and staring into each other's eyes like nothing else 
would ever matter anymore. The side of her face was half-buried 
unto the softness of her pillow. 

Jennie chuckled softly as her fingers were running on Lisa's back 
in small circular motion, from Lisa's bare shoulder down to the 
curve at the bottom of her spine. Jennie was also lying on her front, 
her head was tilted, facing Lisa. Her left arm was tucked 
comfortably beneath her, already feeling a little numb and tingly. 
The crumpled sheet was spread unevenly over their bodies. Because 
despite the strewn clothes on the floor and the bareness that they'd 
both enjoyed gloriously moments ago, both of them still felt shy 
and reserved to bare it all casually as they both laid with 
contentment at the moment. 

"The boys have probably devoured all of it before giving it a 
chance to turn cold, I think," Jennie said. She was talking about Leo 
and Luca. 

Lisa laughed and said, "Yeah. That's not completely impossible," 
and bit her lip after. "Have I told you how beautiful you are, Nini?" 
she asked. 

Jennie grinned, showing off her gummy smile that Lisa adored so 
much. "You might have, yes. Quite a few times already, actually," 
Jennie said cockily, earning herself another bemused laughter from 
Lisa. 

Lisa reached out and tucked some strands of jet-black hair behind 
Jennie's ear, carefully touching Jennie's soft cheek with the tip of 
her thumb. 

"You're beautiful, Jennie Kim," Lisa muttered, her brown orbs 
wandered and marveled at Jennie's cat-like eyes. "So beautiful, that 
sometimes I wonder how on earth did I ever get so lucky," she 
whispered and offered Jennie a smile so warm and tender, it made 
Jennie's heart skipped a few beats. 

It was painful and beautiful, the way the frequency went from 
calm to static to frantic. And Jennie was glad that it was. Because it 
hurt so good and she wanted that. Only Lisa could ever give her 
that feeling, that sense of being alive and she loved it. All of it. 


"You mean how on earth did I ever get so lucky when you walked 
inside The Era that day?" Jennie replied. "Because that day changed 
everything in my life, Lili." 

"Ah, yes." Lisa nodded. "You couldn't take your eyes off me that 
day," she said and smirked playfully. 

Jennie's eyes dilated and squinted in a matter of seconds as she 
realized what Lisa was trying to imply. "Because you were nosy, 
loud and annoying," Jennie pointed out, laughing. 

"And you were curious and interested," Lisa replied with another 
smirk. 

"Oh my god, Lisa!" Jennie pushed herself up a little. The sheet 
slid down a little, showing the side of her butt cheek. "Where did all 
that confidence come from?" she demanded. "It wasn't there when 
you tiptoed coming down the stairs a while ago." 

Lisa laughed out loud. She loved it when Jennie would react that 
way. Shocked, scandalized and defensive all of a sudden. Especially 
when those cat-like eyes would dilate and look at her like she was 
another level of annoying. 

Lisa pushed herself up by her elbow, closed their gap and kissed 
Jennie on the lips soundly. 

"From the fact that you love me?" Lisa said and grinned playfully. 

Jennie tugged Lisa's lower lip between her teeth, inflicting just 
the right amount of pain and waiting for Lisa to protest. And when 
Lisa did, Jennie smiled and released it, and claimed it once again. 

"I love you, Lili," Jennie said and rolled over and pinned Lisa 
beneath her. 


"So, you lied to me." 

It wasn't a question. Jisoo wasn't asking and it made Chaeyoung 
winced on her seat. She threw Jisoo a furtive glance and saw that 
Jisoo Kim was looking all serious. Her jaw was set, her eyes were 
sharp and looking straight ahead and her lips were sealed tightly. 
Even her knuckles were turning white for gripping the steering 
wheel a little too tightly. Jisoo looked tensed and mad. 

The air around them turned thick all of a sudden. With a strong 
mixture of vomit odor and air freshener, which Doona insisted they 
should spray, emptied the cannister, after she cleaned the car, 
herself, out of embarrassment, in order to outstenched the acrid 
odor of her vomit. The result wasn't the most pleasant of odor. 

They were driving along Mapo-gu, with Lisa's place as their 
destination in mind. Because they all agreed after a not-so- 
deliberate and hasty discussion, that that was where they could find 
Lisa and Jennie. Jisoo was driving as it was her car they were riding 
on, with Chaeyoung riding shotgun and Doona in the backseat, with 


her arms across her chest, looking curious and somewhat irritable, 
from Jisoo to the redhead. 

Chaeyoung knew what Jisoo was talking about. It had been 
nagging her eversince she saw the article. Not so much about the 
bomb that went off exactly, namely Lisa and Jennie's affair, no. Or 
the bigger bomb that was Lisa's identity being revealed 
unceremoniously by some desperate attention-seeking, privacy- 
invasive person who Chaeyoung had no idea who, yet. Because at 
the moment, Chaeyoung Park's biggest concern (and this was 
shocking to her, actually, because why would she even care, right?) 
was the biggest bomb sitting just a few inches from her left. Jisoo 
was slowly evolving into a ticking bomb in Chaeyoung's eyes and 
she was scared that Jisoo would go off in front of her, because of 
her. 

"I had to do it," Chaeyoung said, trying so hard not to sound 
apologetic but didn't sound convincing enough. She felt miserable. 
Lying wasn't really her forte. 

"I can't believe you lied to me," Jisoo replied, shaking her head as 
she did so. 

Disappointment was laced on Jisoo's voice and evident on the 
way her eyes had darted towards Chaeyoung for a split second and 
back at the road ahead again. As if looking at the redhead was a 
painful task to do at the moment. And for a fleeting second, 
Chaeyoung felt her heart sunk all the way down to her stomach. It 
would've been so much better if Jisoo would just yell at her and 
would engage her in another bout of unsophisticated exchange of 
arguments like what they did back at the hospital after Jisoo's fake 
passing out. At least, that was engaging. 

"What was I supposed to do?" Chaeyoung asked, now unable to 
hide her own disappointment in her voice. 

Jisoo sighed rather sharply. "I don't know, Park. How about you 
could've trusted me instead of taking me for a fool?" she said. "I 
asked you, didn't I? I can't believe how you could look me in the 
eye and then lied to me." 

Park? No one had ever called her Park before, Chaeyoung 
thought to herself. It had always been Chaeyoung. She had always 
been Chaeyoung or Chipmunk. Or Chaeng. Or sweet Roseanne. 
Alice would call her 'Little Rosie’, sometimes. Her Dad would call 
her 'baby' most of the time. But never Park. She had never been 
Park. Unless she would count the number of times some of her old 
teachers would call her by her family name back in Melbourne. 

But Park, right now, was another level of disappointment thrown 
at her by a Kim. And it was honestly condescending from someone 
who she had kissed goodnight with. It was offensive and highly 


aggregating. But she had to keep her calm, Chaeyoung convinced 
herself. Otherwise, what was the whole point of kissing Jisoo Kim 
goodnight? 

"I did not take you for a fool, Chu," Chaeyoung said a little too 
gently, it was unnerving her. "You know that," she added in a 
somewhat pleading voice that it made her cringe. 

Why she was pleading with Jisoo Kim was beyond Chaeyoung. 
Especially when the raven-haired Jisoo was looking particularly 
smug and disengaging from her. And despite the fact that they were 
sitting only inches apart from one another and Jisoo was still 
wearing the pair of pajamas she lent her. Heck, she even smelled 
like her shampoo. 

"No, I don't," Jisoo retorted stubbornly. 

The stubbornness was starting to get under Chaeyoung's skin as 
she looked at how Jisoo's jaw was set strongly and her brows 
furrowed. 

"Suit yourself," Chaeyoung said dismissively as she dialed Lisa's 
number for the nth time. 

"I can't believe it," Jisoo said, shaking her head as she earned an 
annoyed eye-roll from the redhead. "Lisa is a princess? Like a real- 
life princess? I've met some diplomats from Thailand and even had 
the chance to brush shoulders with their King, once. But Lisa..." 

"Is the King's daughter and I lied to a lot of people about that, 
too. But nobody gives a shit because people lie all the time, you 
know? Please get over it already, Jesus!" Doona interjected. She 
clearly looked like she's finally had enough listening to the two 
women's exchange of banter. Plus the hangover was kicking in in 
full throttle. She felt like throwing up from the pounding of her 
head but thought against it. Jisoo Kim will kill her. 

"It's Jisoo!" both Jisoo and Chaeyoung corrected Doona but 
avoided each other's eyes, anyway. 

"Yes, I know!" Doona replied with an eye roll. "I was talking 
about the bearded man? People call him when they're frustrated. 
You two ever heard of that? Because the way you, two, are fighting 
like girlfriends in front of me right now is frustrating and a whole 
lot of annoying and I can't stand it anymore! I'm not having it," 
Doona said. 

"We're not--!" 

".-girlfriends. And waking up and finding out that Lisa is a 
princess after being told that she's not before going to bed is not 
something I can get over with quickly," Jisoo said angrily. 

Doona shrugged. She had never seen two people obviously 
oblivious about their feelings for one another. It was funny (should 
they had been on a different and lighter situation) and somewhat 


annoying. But now wasn't the time to point to them the obvious, of 
course, Doona told herself, because aside from the fact that both 
women were obviously still tiptoeing and hopping around each 
other like teenagers with raging but confused hormones and what 
with the revelation of Pokpak's identity greeting her morning, 
Doona definitely didn't feel like doing anything that would require 
thinking and would involve arguing with an angry Jisoo Kim at the 
moment. She just really wanted to sleep the day away. 

"Alright! Alright! I'm just saying," Doona said, raising her hands 
in front of her. "But you, two, should stop that. Seriously. Stop it 
right now. It's annoying. It's cute, but it's annoying. I hate things 
that are annoying and cute. Especially when my head is pounding 
like the drums of hell." Also, it wasn't helping that Jisoo's car still 
smelled like vomit after she emptied a cannister of freshener to 
eliminate tye stench. It was a stupid idea. But then again, it was her 
fault that it was, so Doona knew not to complain about that or risk 
herself being thrown out of the car by Jisoo Kim. Because the 
woman, despite her angelic face, looked scary and intimidating 
when provoked. 

"Sorry," both women said at the same time and caught each 
other's eyes for a split second before Jisoo looked outside the 
window and Chaeyoung went back to fiddling her phone again. She 
was cancelling calls from the crew and Alice and still trying to get 
hold of Lisa's line, which was futile. 

They fell into a ringing silence as they were waiting for the 
pedestrians to cross the street and the light to turn green. 

"How did they find out, though?" Chaeyoung asked after she 
dropped the device on her lap out of frustration. Lisa was still 
unavailable. 

"Somebody did their homework, obviously," Doona said, now 
leaning back to her seat with her eyes tightly shut and her fingers 
pressing on her temple. 

"Yes. But who?" Jisoo asked. "And why does Lisa have to hide her 
identity?" 

"You can ask her yourself once we get there. I'm sure she can 
explain things better than us," Chaeyoung told Jisoo. "I wonder why 
she's still not picking up, though? I've been calling her nonstop 
eversince we left the house." 

"Well, it's obvious, isn't it?" Doona said. 

"What is obvious?" Jisoo asked curiously. 

"She's with Jennie. She's not taking any calls because she's with 
Jennie," Doona replied, with an air of someone explaining that one 
plus one is two. 

"Yes. But she could at least pick up her phone just once so that I 


could at least give her a heads-up before we barge in in her place, 
unannounced," Chaeyoung argued. 

Doona stifled a huff and shook her head. "Like I said, it's obvious," 
she said dismissively. 

"You know what? For someone close to Lisa, you seem pretty 
calm about this whole thing," Jisoo said out of annoyance. "And 
please get your feet off the upholstery? It's bad enough that we're 
inhaling your vomit right now." 

"Jesus, you're cranky," Doona commented but still took her feet 
off the leathered seat. Cranky Jisoo was a scary Jisoo. "Anyway, it's 
not like I'm not upset or anything about this whole thing. But 
there's no point getting all worked up for something that's bound to 
happen, you know? Pokpak can't hide who she is forever. That's 
what I've been telling her for years. She can't just run away from 
who she is. That's just absurd," Doona continued. 

"She wanted to live a normal life, Miss Doona. You know that," 
Chaeyoung replied in Lisa's defense. This wasn't the first time that 
she and Doona Bae differed on their opinions about Lisa's decision. 

"By hiding and running away from herself?" Doona asked. "I'm 
sorry but that's stupid. The only way to free yourself from yourself 
and anyone, for that matter, is to accept who you are and, I don't 
know, be free?" 

"Whose side are you on, really?" Jisoo butted in. Because as much 
as she didn't like the fact that Chaeyoung lied to her, she didn't like 
it more when Doona was arguing with the redhead. 

"Oh. So, we're picking sides now?" Doona replied to Jisoo. 
"Because I thought that you wanted to know the truth and here I 
am, giving you glimpses of the truth. You hated her when you found 
out she lied to you about it, didn't you?" Doona nudged her head 
towards Chaeyoung. 

"No, I don't. Hate is a strong word," Jisoo told Doona in the 
rearview mirror. 

"You heard that, Chaeng? Your girlfriend--" 

"She's not!" Chaeyoung protested. 

".-doesn't hate you," Doona continued as if Chaeyoung didn't 
interrupt her. "You can now stop looking so disappointed with 
yourself because it's not your fault, honey," Doona told Chaeyoung 
and brought her attention back to Jisoo once again. "And to answer 
your question, Miss Kim: My loyalty lies with Pokpak. Chaeng's, 
too. Her Royal Highness knows that," she told Jisoo and made a 
face after. "And it's still weird calling Pokpak 'Her Royal Highness’. 
No wonder she detests it." 

"You can park there. That's Lisa's," Chaeyoung told Jisoo as they 
were approaching the curb, pointing the cherry red Impala beside 


the bricked two-storey building. 

"No media and paps. Good! At least they haven't found Pokpak's 
place yet," Doona said before she hopped out of the vehicle 
enthusiastically after Jisoo parked the car next to Lisa's car, leaving 
the two women with a tensed silence. 

"Hey, listen. I'm really sorry I lied to you about it." Chaeyoung 
took the opportunity to apologize to Jisoo a while after Doona 
slammed the car door behind her. 

Jisoo sighed and gently shook her head. "She's right, though," 
Jisoo said, talking about Doona, "It's not your fault. I would do the 
same for Jendeuk if I have to. In fact, I may have done it a lot of 
times for her without me realizing it, now that I think about it," she 
told the redhead as she turned the ignition off. "It's what we do for 
the people we love, I guess. We protect them." 

"So, are we cool?" Chaeyoung Park asked tentatively. 

"I'm still wearing your pair of pajamas, Park. And I haven't 
thrown you out of my car yet. Of course, we're cool," Jisoo 
answered with a smile. 

"Thanks," Chaeyoung breathed out with relief. "What do you 
think will happen now?" she then asked. 

"At this point? I don't know anymore. Lisa's identity will surely 
play a huge role now that it's out and she and Jendeuk have been 
outed. This is going to be my Dad's biggest nightmare, I'm telling 
you. I wonder what he will do to control the damage this time," 
Jisoo said and leaned back on her seat. She looked wary and tired 
all of a sudden. 

"We need to move, Chu. Or Miss Doona will start nagging and 
calling us 'girlfriends' again," Chaeyoung suggested as she pushed 
her door open after she noticed how Doona was eyeing them 
suspiciously. Jisoo followed suit. 

"Which we both know is impossible to happen," Jisoo said as soon 
as she caught up with Doona and Chaeyoung at the bottom of the 
stairway. "Right, Park?" 

But it seemed like Chaeyoung didn't hear what Jisoo said because 
she asked to no one in particular, "Should we ring?" when she first 
reached the topmost landing and she was staring at the door 
security device beside the jamb. 

"What are you talking about? You didn't ring yesterday. You just 
went straight in," Doona replied impatiently. 

"Yes. But Jennie's still probably inside and... you know..." 
Chaeyoung hesitated. "I mean, out of respect for..." 

"You know Lisa's door passcode?" Jisoo asked out of curiosity. 

The redhead nodded. "Lisa gave it to me. It's for when she's away. 
She'd usually ask me to look after her place and her cats when she's 


somewhere else..." 

Jisoo nodded and hummed a non-committal "Ah." 

"Please don't tell me this is another issue and you're going to fight 
about it in front of me again?" Doona asked in an exasperated, 
dragging voice. 

"No," both Jisoo and Chaeyoung replied in unison. 

"Good. Now, if you'll excuse me," Doona said and squeezed 
herself between the two to ring the doorbell with so much passion. 
"I'm doing the honors" 


"Are you expecting anyone?" Jennie asked when they both heard 
the doorbell ringing persistently. 

"No," Lisa replied but looked unsure. She wondered if she had 
ever asked Bobby anything that would require his presence on the 
second floor today. 

They were sitting around the kitchen island and devoured the 
cold pancakes over a hot cup of coffee and chocomilk (Jennie 
insisted that she would reheat the drinks). Lisa excused herself and 
went for the door. She took a peek at the peephole to check if it was 
Bobby, her assistant, or some mailman and was surprised to see a 
group of people she had never expected to show up at her place 
altogether. 

"Who is it, Lili?" Jennie called from the kitchen. 

"Surprise guests, I guess?" Lisa replied and pushed the door open, 
revealing the three women in satin pajamas and all of whom were 
looking anything but comfortable at the sight of her. 

Jisoo was staring at her with wide eyes and mouth agape. The 
Chipmunk looked like she was still contemplating whether she 
would offer Lisa her usual sunshiny smile or a hesitant hello and 
then settled with a too-jovial "Hey, Shutterbug!" And Doona... 
Doona Bae looked harassed. Her short hair was crumpled, the set of 
buttons of the pair of pajamas she was wearing, which Lisa 
recognized at once was Chaeyoung's, were uneven and without ado, 
Doona walked past Jisoo and Chaeyoung, walked straight into Lisa 
and her confused look, darted her eyes behind Lisa's shoulder where 
Jennie was standing and then brought her bloodshot, weary eyes 
back to Lisa. 

"What's up?" Lisa asked. 

"We have a problem, Shutterbug," Chaeyoung instantly 
proclaimed and admitted herself in, pulling Jisoo with her. 

"We," Doona pointed her finger to everyone within her vicinity, 
"meaning you, Pokpak," Doona said, finally pointing her finger at 
Lisa and her eyes darted once again at Jennie. "The two of you, 
actually. But, more on you, really," she told Lisa and elbowed past 


her to have a closer look at Jennie. 

"Hello! You must be Jennie?" Doona asked the petite beauty. "I 
mean, of course, you are Jennie. My name is Doona, by the way," 
she said and offered her hand to Jennie for a handshake. 

"Hello. It's a pleasure to meet you, Doona," Jennie said as she 
took Doona's hand and shake it. "Lisa told me about you," Jennie 
added. Lisa did told her about Doona Bae after they got dressed and 
after Jennie asked Lisa how she ended up at Irene's party last night. 

"Oh, no. The pleasure is mine. Although, I can't say I was pleased 
that you and this Pokpak left me at the party last night," Doona said 
and made a face at Lisa. 

"I'm really sorry, D," Lisa said immediately. 

Lisa looked genuinely apologetic that Jisoo was still finding it 
hard to believe what she had found out about an hour ago. It was as 
if everything about Lisa had changed from Jisoo's perspective in a 
matter of an hour. From the way Lisa's hair was bunned to the way 
her toes would curl against the cold floor. 

"Chu promised to take you to your hotel, though? Didn't you, 
Chu?" Lisa asked Jisoo who looked embarrassed that Lisa caught 
her staring. 

"Y-yes! Yes, I did," Jisoo stuttered a little. "But I, uhm, I took her 
at the Orange, instead. She passed out before she could give me the 
address and I didn't know where else to take her," she explained and 
for the first time since their first meeting, Jisoo was too 
embarrassed to look Lisa in the eye. 

"I'm really sorry, Chu. For whatever troubles that last night's 
affair had caused you," Lisa said. 

Jisoo felt too intimidated under Lisa's soft, apologetic gaze. Sure, 
there wasn't anything out of the ordinary with how Lisa was looking 
at her right now. But it was a lot different now knowing who Lisa 
was and Jisoo couldn't help but wonder at the back of her mind if 
that was how royals should suppose to look at anyone. At her. 

Mild and soft. Lisa was looking at her with those round eyes in a 
mild and soft manner and looking genuinely sorry and hopeful, that 
Jisoo was thinking of just dropping to her knees and swear an oath 
to protect both Lisa and Jennie from anything the world may throw 
at them. It was a stupid notion but it was exactly what Lisa's eyes 
was doing to her. Or maybe it was always how Lisa would look at 
anyone? Like, she meant them to understand that they are 
important to her, the way those soft round eyes would penetrate 
right through the soul and Jisoo just didn't notice before. 

"No. I-it's fine, L-Lisa. It was nothing, really," Jisoo stuttered and 
tried to laugh the silliness out of her 

"Are you okay, Chu?" Jennie asked with concern. 


"No. She's not okay, actually. She had a hard time taking things in 
on our way here," Doona interjected that made Jennie looked more 
worried. "Both of you are in the news, Pokpak," Doona told Lisa. 

"What news?" Jennie asked, her face had gone pale. She looked 
tensed and defensive all of a sudden. 

"Nobody ever called you yet? Both of you?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"I don't know, Chipmunk. I think I left my phone in the car. 
Why?" Lisa said, looking confused. 

"And I left mine with Mr. Young last night," Jennie provided and 
asked, "What's going on, Chu?" looking at Jisoo. 

But Doona stepped in before both Chaeyoung and Jisoo could 
even open their mouths to speak and whom both felt grateful for 
because it they both realized that they both didn't know where to 
begin. Or how to begin. Especially Jisoo. 

"I'm going to make it really simple," Doona said. "You're busted, 
both of you. But more on you, Pokpak." 

"What do you mean with busted?" Lisa asked Doona, her brows 
furrowed. 

"As in 'Hello, good morning, South Korea! Lisa and Jennie are dating!' 
kind of busted, but more explosive than that," Doona said. "Like, 
'Did you know that Lisa is actually the--'" 

Jennie wasted no time and snatched Chaeyoung's mobile phone 
from the redhead's hand when she noticed that a tab on the screen 
was open and caught a glimpse of her own face in it. 

Jennie's eyes grew larger and larger by the second as she scanned 
and read the words on the screen. 

"Oh my god! Lisa!" Jennie brought her hand to her mouth to 
refrain herself from screaming. 

"What? Is it that bad?" Lisa asked and tried to snatch the device 
from Jennie's hand but Jennie was quick to dodge it out from Lisa's 
grasp. 

"...the elusive Princess Pranpriya Manoban..." Jennie read aloud. 

"No!" Lisa yelled and looked at both Chaeyoung and Doona in 
horror. The world had stopped revolving, Lisa could tell. She could 
hear the loud pounding of her heart against her ears, it was 
deafening and painful. 

"Jennie Kim from the mighty Kim Group was seen leaving with the 
elusive Princess Pranpriya Manoban, also known as Thailand's prodigal 
princess, from the socialite slash model Irene Kim's party at the Woo Bar 
last night..." Jennie continued to read the article aloud. 

"Jennie--" Lisa started but didn't know exactly what to say. What 
would she tell Jennie? Lisa asked herself. Sorry? But sorry for what 
exactly? For being who she was? 

"No, wait. I'm not done yet," Jennie said, her eyes were still on 


the screen. 

"The two were also spotted sharing smooches and being sweet with 
each other at the Hangang Park few nights ago," Jennie continued 
reading. 

"The Princess’ secret identity was revealed by a reliable source whose 
identity we cannot disclose yet as of this writing." 

"Jennie," Lisa started again, louder and more distinct this time. 

Jisoo, Doona and Chaeyoung just stood there and looking at 
them. They were waiting and listening for what could happen next. 
But Chaeyoung looked more concerned than the two. Because Jisoo 
was still looking dumbfounded and couldn't take her eyes off Lisa 
and Doona was already eyeing the leftovers at the kitchen island. 
She suddenly felt hungry from all the tension. 

"Is it true?" Jennie asked slowly as she handed back to Chaeyoung 
her mobile phone and muttered a meek "Thanks, Chaeng." 

Lisa heaved out a sigh and instead, she addressed Doona, 
Chaeyoung and Jisoo. 

"Can you give us a moment, please?" Lisa asked the three who 
nodded synchronically and looked extremely relieved to be excused 
as they scuttled away towards the kitchen without a word. 

"Jen..." Lisa started for the third time. 

"Please answer the question first, Lili. Is it true?" Jennie asked for 
the second time. 

Lisa bit her lip. She released it and bit it again, holding her 
breath. She was staring straight at Jennie's cat-like eyes. Lisa 
wondered what Jennie was thinking at the moment. What the petite 
chaebol was thinking about the revelation, about her. But Jennie's 
expression was unreadable. Because Jennie was just standing there, 
a mere foot away from Lisa and was looking at her with curiosity, 
among many other things that Lisa couldn't quite define at the 
moment. 

Lisa held Jennie's gaze and nodded slowly. 

"Oh my god!" Jennie whispered, her both hands on her mouth. 
Her eyes were wide as she looked at Lisa. She was wondering at the 
back of her mind if she should start calling Lisa 'Princess Pranpriya' 
now? 

"Jennie, please let me explain," Lisa said. She was holding out her 
hand to touch Jennie and relief was washing over her when Jennie 
didn't flinched at her touch. At least. 

"I can't believe this," Jennie said, her hands were shaking. She 
was looking at Lisa as if she was looking at her for the first time. 
"This can't be real, Lili," she whispered. Her voice quivered. 

Lisa felt a surge of emotions coming in. She wanted to cry. She 
desperately felt like crying. Jennie was still calling her 'Lili'. She felt 


so overwhelmed and grateful and just wanted to take the 
opportunity to pull Jennie and wrapped her in her arms. But all she 
could ever muster at the moment was, "I'm sorry that I kept that 
part of me from you, Nini. I really am. I honestly was about to tell 
you--" 

"No." Jennie was shaking her head. 

"What?" 

"No, Lisa. You don't understand," Jennie said, tilting her head up 
so that she could meet Lisa's eyes with her own. "I've always wanted 
to meet you. I can't believe this is happening right now," she said, 
smiling. 

"What?" Lisa asked again in surprise. 

"I used to dream about this day to happen, Lisa," Jennie said and 
went on to explain further because Lisa literally looked lost after 
what she just said. "I once read a Time article about your family 
when I was still in New York, you know? It was after the death of 
your grandfather, the old King?" Jennie started. 

Lisa nodded. She looked confused but never said anything. She 
knew about the article, of course. She was there when they all had 
to sit down at the great hall for the interview barely a week after 
their mourning. She could still remember how she felt about it after 
reading it. The Time Magazine failed to acknowledge the fact that 
her late grandfather was, above everything else he had done when 
he was still alive, a gentle and colorful soul. They had portrayed the 
old King as someone the world may have already known about him. 
Strong-willed, wise and exemplary. Lisa thought back then that the 
old King deserved more than being remembered as a ruler. She had 
wished that the world would know how the old King was a father, a 
grandfather, and a friend. It would have been a story that wouldn't 
fit in a single issue. His life was colorful. But Lisa didn't know what 
it had to do with what Jennie was about to say. 

"Your name caught my attention, Lili," Jennie continued which 
pulled Lisa away from her reverie. "Not for any grand reasons, but 
because the article only talked so little about you and for the reason 
that you specifically wanted to keep your privacy as much as 
possible, according to the article. And out of my curiosity, because I 
was genuinely curious, I Googled you after that. I Googled Princess 
Pranpriya Manoban and only found limited results. None of which 
was exactly helpful. There was nothing specific about what you do, 
where you are, what you have become. They even used an old 
photo of you just to put something on your profile, if I remember it 
right. The one with your hair short and dark?" 

"I grew and dyed my hair when I decided to settle here," Lisa 
explained, but still hadn't grasp what Jennie was trying to say. 


"But why ‘prodigal’? You're not exactly a pain in the royal ass, are 
you?" Jennie asked, which made Lisa chuckled a little and shook 
her head. 

"I've been repeatedly asked to return home and perform my 
duties as part of the royal family but I declined, every time. The 
King, my father, supports me and my decision. My Mom, too. It's 
the council and the government who think I'm being an insolent 
and a wayward. Especially since my family won't budge when being 
asked about me. Thus, the media started calling me 'the prodigal’. 
And I find it quite funny, really, how they still haven't found out 
about me being Lisa, the photographer and frequent traveler, but 
had already released an article about Leo last year," Lisa explained. 

"But the restaurant you've told me that your father owns in 
Thailand? Does it really exist?" Jennie asked. 

Lisa nodded, pleased that Jennie remembered what they had 
talked about at the Seoseo. It felt like it happened years ago. "Yes. 
It's owned by my stepfather. He's a master chef and a Swiss. It's a 
long story," she said upon seen the look on Lisa's face. 

"I'd love to go and visit there someday," Jennie said. 

"I can take you there. That is, if my country will still accept me 
after today," Lisa said and forced a smile. 

"Are you worried?" Jennie asked. 

"A little. But I've always knew this day would come. I just didn't 
think it would have to be something like this, with your name being 
dragged into it. So, why did you want to meet me?" asked Lisa. 

"Because I wanted to be like you, Lisa. Or should I start calling 
you by your title now?" Jennie asked. 

Lisa shook her head but it didn't wiped off the confused look on 
her face. 

"What? A 'pain in the royal ass'?" Lisa quipped. 

"No." Jennie laughed. "Lowkey," she said and continued. "My 
mom used to attend to a lot of social gatherings when I was a kid. 
Fashion events, art gallery openings, you name it. The media knew 
about me. They knew that I exist, even when I was still too young 
to even understand what makes me so important for being a Kim. 
She would often parade me back then and would tell everyone that 
one day, I'll inherit all of it, including the social status she had built 
for herself." 

Lisa nodded. Somehow, she understood how Jennie felt. Because 
it was the same for her when she was still parading her royal title 
years ago. 

"It was sickening, the way the media and the public would want 
every piece and every details of my life. So, I asked, begged even, to 
be put in a boarding school in New Zealand to get away from 


everything here and then went to New York later on. It was where 
that I finally had a taste of freedom, Lisa. Not so much, though. 
Because many times I've caught my father's men tailing me, 
watching me from afar. They were doing their job, of course. But 
still, it was suffocating. And then I saw that article and I thought 
you've done a pretty good job staying away from the public eye. I 
wanted that," Jennie went on. 

"In other words, and to put it mildly, you had a crush on me?" 
Lisa inquired. A playful smile was lurking on the corners of her 
mouth. She didn't mean to not take it seriously, but sLisa couldn't 
help teasing Jennie Kim. 

"Oh my god, Lisa! Really?" Jennie looked revolted, especially 
when Lisa just gave her the shrug and that playful, teasing smirk 
she loved. "No, not even close," Jennie said indignantly. 

"It did sound something like that when you tried to explain it to 
me, though," Lisa chuckled and turned serious when she asked, "Are 
you mad at me?" 

Jennie shook her head and said, "How can I ever be mad at you, 
Lili?" 

"This is all my fault, Jennie. I shouldn't have taken you out to see 
the bridge that night and I shouldn't have gone to Irene's party last 
night. Now, there are pictures of us circulating everywhere and I 
bet that everyone in South Korea have already seen us kissing. Your 
mother must be livid." 


Of course, Mrs. Kim was livid. She had been pacing back and 
forth inside the privacy of the library, furious and fuming as she 
directed her glares at Mr. Young for the nth time since the news 
broke out. 

"You had one job, Mr. Young! One job!" Mrs. Kim told Jennie's 
personal security. "I specifically told you to deny anyone access to 
my daughter's privacy, did I not?" she demanded, because where 
else should she put the blame? 

"It's exactly what my men and I did that night, Madam Kim," Mr. 
Young said calmly. But deep inside, he, too, felt tumultuous. He, 
himself, didn't know what happened. How did anyone able to take a 
photo of the Lady Kim and the Thai woman during what appeared 
to be an intimate moment between the two, he didn't have a clue. 
They had scanned and secured the place, hadn't they? Or had they? 

Because of course, he remembered it, that scene. Because he was 
there, confined inside the darkness of their car, parked a few meters 
away from Lady and Lisa, he and his men. But was there anyone 
who knew or recognized Lady Kim and Lisa that night, he didn't 
know. It was dark, where the two women were at. It was a secluded 


place and he was sure that Lady Kim nor Lisa did not announced to 
the world where they would be at that night. 

Mr. Young had been ransacking his brain for something, anything 
at all, that could help him remember what he failed to recognize 
that night. But all he could remember was how the Lady Kim 
looked happy and excited seeing the rainbow bridge and with the 
Thai woman. 

"Then explain this to me! What is this? How did this happen 
under your watch?" Mrs. Kim was seething as she slammed her 
mobile phone on the table. She was shaking all over. This dating 
scandal of her daughter and the Thai woman could be the end of 
the Kim Group. Or Jennie. 

Her poor Ruby Jane. 

"I'm sorry, Madam Kim. This is all on me," Mr. Young said 
apologetically. But his hands were clenched on his sides. He was 
mad and disappointed with himself for failing the Kims, especially 
the late chairman. 

"Sorry won't clean this mess up, Mr. Young," Mrs. Kim said. "I 
want every pictures taken down from the Internet today. Find out 
who took the photos and bring them to me. Coordinate with the 
KSG and tell Jisoo's father that I need to talk to him immediately" 
she ordered the top aide. 

"What about Lady Kim, Madam?" Mr. Young asked. 

Mrs. Kim was quiet. She was thinking. Mr. Young could tell. The 
Kim women weren't as close as the late chairman and the Lady Kim. 
Mr. Young had seen so many fights that broke out between the 
mother and the daughter. But the Kim household staff knew and 
understood that no matter how distant the two woman were, 
Madam Kim and Lady Kim would calculate their decisions when it 
would involve the other. 

"I'm sure Jennie doesn't want to come home yet and leave the 
Thai's side today. Let her be. For now," Jennie's mother said and 
sunk back to her seat with her eyes closed. Mrs. Kim felt tired all of 
a sudden. 

She had never faced this kind of problem before when her 
husband was still alive. Or maybe because Jennie's father was 
always two steps ahead of everything. Thus, avoiding a conflict 
even before it could arise. 

"And the Thai?" 

And the Thai, Mrs. Kim thought to herself. If it was true that the 
Thai woman was indeed a member of the royal family of Thailand, 
then Lisa's affair with the media should now be out of her hands. 

"Let her people handle this for her. I'm sure they know how to 
deal with her affairs better than us," Mrs. Kim said. 


"She's an incredibly nice person, Madam Kim," Mr. Young said. 
He was talking about Lisa. 

"I'm sure she is or Jennie wouldn't have liked her," Mrs. Kim said. 
"But that's not the point now, is it? I don't think the board will give 
a damn about how incredibly nice Lisa is or how much Jennie likes 
her. They have always been reluctant with Jennie's presence in the 
company, Mr. Young. Today, they've finally found a reason to bring 
her down." 


Chapter 46 


His hand was resting on the smooth surface of the table before 
him as the fingers on his other hand was busy scratching the two- 
days old stubble on his chin. He had been quiet for some time and 
constantly throwing anxious glances at the bright screen of the 
device laid on the table. Where the photo of his daughter was 
kissing another woman. There was no mistaking it. He would 
recognize his Pranpriya at first glance, silhouette or not, or even in 
a sea of people. There was no mistaking the tall figure, the slim 
body and the side profile that he knew too well, especially the nose. 
They had the same slightly upturned nose. 

The expression on his face was unreadable. But, of course, he had 
always been like that. He had mastered to mask his emotions, hide 
it from plain sight, tucked them away from everyone's scrutiny, 
because he didn't want to look vulnerable. He felt vulnerable at the 
moment. 

"Your Majesty?" his assistant called, trying to pull him away from 
his reverie. 

His Royal Highness finally let out a long sigh, one that he might 
have held in for so long without noticing it, and leaned back to his 
chair, looking like a defeat. He suddenly looked older than his age, 
his assistant noticed. His gray hairs and the thin lines on his face 
suddenly became more visible today. It was evident on his finely- 
structured features that he did not quite expect this kind of 
welcome for his morning. But who else would have had, His 
Majesty's assistant could only wonder. He still looked dashing, 
though. His Majesty was. 

"She should've listened to me," His Majesty spoke quietly, more 
likely talking to himself than the man waiting for his disposal. His 
voice quivered a little, but his assistant thought it was due to the 
cold room temperature. The air system was set a little colder today 
because the heat outside was hotter than the past days. 

"Her Royal Highness has a kindred and free spirit, Your Majesty," 
the assistant spoke politely. 

"A rebellious soul and a stubborn head are what she have," His 
Majesty said, shaking his head. "Not that I blame her. She got that 
from me, as I am often reminded everytime I lay my eyes on her." 
He sighed. "Any news?" he inquired, hiding his fear of hearing more 


bad news. 

"The team is already on their way to Her Royal Highness' place, 
Your Majesty," his assistant replied, not meeting His Majesty's eyes. 
He was standing a comfortable distance away from the table, as he 
should be. But, the distance between them felt unusual today. His 
Majesty looked like he was building a stone cold wall around him 
today, the way his eyes would stare at the walls across him, lost in 
his own train of thoughts. 

"Why?" His Majesty asked, brows furrowed in confusion. 

"Your Majesty?" the assistant asked, not quite sure what His 
Majesty was implying. 

"Who ordered the team to go to my daughter's place?" His 
Majesty clarified himself. 

"I believe it was the General, Your Majesty," the assistant 
provided the answer swiftly, but sounded a bit unsure. Because 
everything around him seemed like a blur after the article about 
The Crowned Princess started to circulate within the gates and walls 
of the palace. 

Everyone was moving about in their most unusual pace. The 
kitchen staff were exchanging meaningful looks and nods with each 
other as they pass the halls. The guards on the gardens seemed 
flummoxed with what was happening. Even the chambermaids were 
unusually quiet today. And he couldn't imagine what might be 
happening outside the gates of the palace. On the streets, on the 
corners of the country, in the parliamentary halls on the grand 
palace. Everyone had grown edgy, by the looks of it. Including him, 
of course, but he wasn't showing it in front of His Majesty. Because 
never in his entire professional career as His Majesty's personal 
assistant had they encountered such scandal. Except, of course, 
during and after the royal divorce. It was a nightmare. 

His Majesty's assistant had been around before Her Royal 
Highness was born. He knew the ups and downs the royal family 
had went through, publicized and not. He had been trusted enough 
to be invited with humors and secrets. And he was there during the 
darkest and brightest days that His Majesty had went through. The 
former King's death, the end of a once happy union and, of course, 
the arrival of Princess Pranpriya. His Majesty's assistant had 
watched the young princess grew into a sweet, smart, bubbly, 
beautiful girl. So beautiful that she had all them under her spell. 
The bright smile was contagious, most especially. 

He had witnessed the teenage princess retiring the less glamorous 
pigtails and apple-cut hair she used to sport before she had hit 
puberty and grew her hair long and soft, it made her look elegant. 
He had never imagined, even suspected her of...of being different. 


(He still couldn't let the word 'gay' form and slip from his lips. He 
wasn't sure if it was okay to talk and think openly about it, 
especially in front of His Majesty, himself.) During the summers 
that Her Royal Highness would spend inside the warm and 
comfortable walls and gardens of the palace, whenever she would 
return home from South Korea, Princess Pranpriya would be back 
each year looking more stunning and beautiful from the last time 
everyone had seen her. Until when she had turned eighteen and the 
palace was barely graced by her presence. Who would have 
suspected her of being different? 

"Tell them to abort whatever order the General has told them to 
do and to wait for my command, instead," His Majesty spoke. 

"But Your Majesty--" the elderly and the most loyal assistant 
paused and stopped altogether, drowning whatever words, words of 
haste and worries, he wanted to utter next, after he saw the kind of 
look that His Majesty was throwing at him. 

The assistant gulped. It was intimidating and piercing, those eyes. 
The kind that which anyone before it would understand that His 
Majesty was the ruler and they were only mere servants. It wasn't 
unkindly. Nor was it brusque. But it spoke a lot of authority and 
power that the elderly man bent and bowed and said politely, "Yes, 
Your Majesty." 

"Cancel all appointments I have for today and call the 
Brueshweilers. Tell them that I need to see them immediately," His 
Majesty ordered and added dismissively, "That would be all." 

The elderly, but still fine-looking man in coat, with sleek fine 
white hairs combed neatly and seemingly haughty cheekbones, 
nodded. He took a few steps back, bowed again before his King, 
turned his soles around to head for the massive door made of hard 
wood and golden plates, with intricate carvings and designs 
depicting the history, the culture of their land, and left His Majesty 
alone, giving him time to recall where it all began. 

"I know that, Father. But can you do it?" 

The words suddenly echoed once again inside His Majesty's mind. 
It was in the same room that the conversation between the father 
and the daughter took place five years ago. Where their words were 
confined securely by the thick walls and the privacy of His Majesty's 
office inside the palace, as per Pranpriya's request. 

The eighteen-year old Pranpriya asked, looking between excited with 
the prospect of getting what she wants and nervous as she was finally 
laying out before him her demands. 

His Majesty sighed. Beside the fact that what his daughter was asking 
from him was out of his control, he was still feeling shocked and shaken 
about what Pranpriya had confessed to him earlier. 


"Darling, it's not as easy as you might think it is," His Majesty said 
calmly. 

"But you're the king, Father. Surely, you can do anything about it. 
Right?" Pranpriya insisted, a glint of hope was peeking through those doe 
eyes. It was lovely but painful to look at. "Right?" she repeated. 

His Majesty leaned back on chair, his fingers interlocked and rested 
atop his abdomen. He was assessing his daughter's overall being while 
the tall Pranpriya stood before him, looking empowered but somewhat 
scared but determined. She looked like she had finally figured out her 
life; that she had finally found her voice to speak for her truth before her 
father, the ruler, The King. And while His Majesty felt extremely proud 
that his eighteen-year old daughter had finally found the courage to 
speak her truth before him, he was feeling uneasy and perplexed that it 
had to be that kind of truth. He had never expected that. Nor did he 
expect that he would be bombarded with such notions, such requests, 
such demands--questioning his ability, his power of being a ruler and a 
father. It was unnerving. 

"It doesn't work that way, Pranpriya," His Majesty negotiated. 

"Yeah. I bet it doesn't," Pranpriya muttered, now crestfallen and 
looking highly disappointed. Gone slowly was the glint of hope in her 
eyes. It was a forlorn sight. 

His Majesty was on his feet. He took a few steps forward, hands 
tucked inside the pockets of his expensive tailored pants, and sat on the 
edge of his table. He was looking at his daughter as if he was seeing her 
for the first time. 

Pranpriya looked different and His Majesty was sure that it wasn't 
because of the clothes his daughter was wearing. A somewhat baggy 
denim pants, loose white shirt and a bonnet on her head. She was 
wearing her spectacles, too. No, those clothes didn't make his daughter 
different. It was the look on her eyes that made her look like a newborn 
person. She was glowing, with her head held high and eyes that were 
burning with courage, hiding away the fear that His Majesty could also 
see behind those brown doe orbs. Pranpriya looked proud, as she had 
always been. But His Majesty knew it wasn't about her title, nor her 
rank in the world. It was definitely the fact that she had finally found 
the will to speak her mind to him. Something that he had been trying to 
teach her all these years. 

"Look, darling... What if you're wrong? What if this is just a...a 
phase?" His Majesty asked. 

Princess Pranpriya looked at him like he was being ridiculous. 

"I'm gay, Father. Your Highness, Your Majesty. I have always known I 
am," Pranpriya replied. 

Hearing it the second time in a matter of less than an hour didn't 
make it less shocking to him compared to when he heard it the first time. 


In fact, it was worse than the first time. There was still that tingling, 
nagging jab on his gut, but now stronger that he felt like passing out. 

"Is this what you have learned--what you have...acquired, from living 
abroad? Is that what you have turned into after all the years you have 
spent wasting away from the kingdom?" His Majesty demanded, now on 
his attacking mode. One that he had learned on his military training 
when he was shaped to fit for the rule of a leader. "Or are you just 
rebelling against me and the law of the land right now? Is this what it's 
all about?" His Majesty asked a little unkindly. He had finally gave in to 
the nagging feeling. That he had perhaps failed his duty of being a father 
and a ruler. He hated it. He was reminded of the days, the crisis he went 
through during the course of his divorce settlement with Pranpriya's 
mother. 

"Acquired? You're saying it as if this is a disease," Pranpriya said, 
disappointment and hurt were written all over her face. "No, Your 
Majesty," she continued , standing on her ground. She tilted her chin up, 
looking proud and empowered more than ever as she met her father's 
eyes. "This is who I am. And I am asking you to protect me and my 
rights, as your daughter and as a citizen of your land. But if you cannot 
protect me, then I may have to seek the security I need somewhere else," 
she said. 

"I forbid you to leave the country again, Pranpriya. I'm warning you. 
No more wandering about, no more living abroad. You're eighteen now, 
which means that you have to undergo the necessary steps to ensure 
your place in the kingdom and you will start to attend to your duties," 
His Majesty said threateningly. He thought it was time to impose his 
being the ruler. Because if he was fit to rule the kingdom, then he was 
more fit to rule his daughter, wasn't he? 

"Mom and I have already talked about this, Your Majesty. Marco, 
too. They both agreed that I may need to decide for myself when the day 
comes and that day has finally come," Pranpriya said, as if she hadn't 
heard a single word that her father had spoken. 

"What do you mean?" His Majesty asked, now on his feet, his face 
was bordering to panic and rage. 

"I'm not here to ask for your consent, Your Majesty. I'm here because I 
thought you should know. My plane leaves tonight," Pranpriya said, with 
her nose held high stubbornly, like she was daring the king to refuse her. 

His Majesty was stunned by the audacity that his daughter was 
showing in front of him at the moment. Was this what South Korea did 
to her? Was this how living away from him, from his rule, from his 
watch, from the kingdom, did to his Pranpriya? Because he had never 
seen such stubbornness displayed in plain sight from anyone before. 

"And where will you go this time?" His Majesty demanded. 

"I'm going back to South Korea," Prapriya replied. 


His Majesty replied with a huff, and said, "South Korea? Darling, 
their law doesn't provide the security and protection you ask from me, 
Pranpriya. At least, you can roam around here freely, because while the 
law doesn't yet (he put a strong emphasis on the last word) ensure 
your civil protection, the society somehow tolerates the... your..." 

"My being gay?" Pranpriya provided nonchalantly. "I have friends 
there, Father. Chaeng and her family, they love me. They still love me 
even after I told them that I'm gay. Mrs. Park said she will always think 
of me as her own. And the Chipmunk is everything to me." 

His Majesty shot an eyebrow. "She's everything to you?" he repeated. 

"Its not what you think. Chaeng is my bestfriend in the whole 
universe. I can't live away her," Pranpriya said. 

"But you can live away from me? From your people? What about your 
duties? Your responsibilities as the princess? Are you just going to 
abandon everything all because you feel differently?" His Majesty 
retorted. 

"I do not feel differently, Father. Oh god! At least Mom and Marco 
took the news lightly. They're cool with it," Pranpriya shot back. 

"Of course, they're okay with it, Pranpriya. Because it's not their 
lineage that would die once you decide that you will not marry a man," 
His Majesty argued. 

Her Royal Highness nodded and smiled weakly. "It's all about the 
kingdom, isn't it?" she asked. 

"No, Pranpriya. It's about who you are born into," His Majesty said. 
"A princess. You're my daughter. You belong here." 

"I cannot wait for the day when you can accept me for who I am, 
Father. I love you and I will always be your princess. But I cannot serve 
the kingdom and you, especially, if I can't be who I really am," 
Pranpriya said. 

"You are who you are, Pranpriya. Your being...different will never 
define you. You are the princess. The world will define you as one. The 
people will love you regardless, whether they will know that you're...this 
or not. It doesn't matter," His Majesty said. He had crossed the distance 
between them and held his daughter by the shoulders. "Don't leave your 
old man," he told her. 

Princess Pranpiya met her father's eyes, brown like hers, and said, "It 
matters to me, Father." 

His Majesty sighed and nodded. It finally dawned on him that there 
was no point dissuading his daughter. Princess Pranpriya had already 
made up her mind. His Majesty went back to his chair behind the table, 
grabbed an elegant-looking pen and a piece of paper that bore the royal 
emblem and spoke in a business-like tone as he started scribbling. 

"You will need a team to look after your personal needs. And security, 
too. I will order--" 


"No, Your Majesty," Pranpriya inerjected. "Thank you, but I intend to 
be on my own this time. I cannot uproot anyone from the homeland and 
leave their families behind just to come with me anymore. They'll 
definitely hate me for it this time. Besides, I want to keep a low profile 
when I get back there. I might even change my name once everything is 
settled legally with their government. And I might get a cat." 

"When did you start planning all these?" His Majesty asked. 

"After when I realized that I'm gay and you cannot protect me," 
Pranpriya replied. 

"That is totally unfair. We have laws, Pranpriya, as you know it. I 
cannot just bend them--" 

"I'm not asking you to bend the laws for me, Father. I'm asking you to 
protect me and the people like me in your country," said Pranpriya. 

"But South Korea doesn't exactly accept--" 

"People like me? Yes, I am aware of that. But they don't need to know 
who I am. Nobody will follow me around and no one will snoop in my 
life like I'm a fish in a tank, unlike here. I will have my freedom there, 
Your Majesty. And I will not put you and the kingdom to shame. I 
promise." 

And she did. Pranpriya kept that promise, His Majesty knew. 
Because he had been keeping tabs about his daughter's life outside 
the kingdom, outside the country. He would be notified where 
Pranpriya was and what she was doing. She had been all around the 
globe, he was told. He was even sent photos of her by his intels. She 
had been doing what she loved all this time--photography. His 
Majesty had had men tailing her, monitoring her, keeping her safe, 
but also keeping a comfortable distance away from Pranpriya 
because His Majesty didn't want to impose his being a father and a 
ruler. Despite their disagreement about her decision of leaving the 
country and despite his strong denial about her sexuality. 

His Majesty had provided the protection that the Royal Princess 
would need, without letting his daughter know; she was his 
daughter, after all. Pranpriya's safety was his priority. Except when 
she was in South Korea. He had never dared putting his men around 
Pranpriya there. Because she had specifically asked--demanded, 
even--to be left on her own whenever she was in that country and 
living under the humble name of Lalisa Manoban, working as a 
professional photographer, running a photo studio in Hongdae and 
living with her two cats above her studio, who constantly hangs 
around in a bar called Orange on weekends, which was owned and 
operated by her bestfriend, Chaeyoung Park. 

That was all what His Majesty knew about the kind of life his 
daughter was leading in South Korea. He didn't know about one 
Jennie Kim and her relationship with his Pranpriya. His Majesty 


didn't knew about all of it until his personal assistant handed him 
the device this morning and showed to him the article circulating 
on the Web about the supposed romantic affair of one Jennie Kim, a 
sole heiress of a Korean multi-billion company and Thailand's 
"prodigal" princess. 

His Majesty huffed. He still despised how that word was being 
attached to his daughter's title by the press, just because he and 
anyone from the palace wouldn't give them updates about The 
Crowned Princess. It would always leave a bad taste on his mouth, 
whenever he would speak of it. 

Prodigal. 

As if his Pranpriya regretted her decision of leaving the kingdom 
and neglecting her duties as The Crowned Princess. No, she didn't. 
His Majesty knew that his daughter was living her life to the fullest, 
chasing her dreams, pursuing her passion, enjoying every drops of 
freedom she had acquired. And he was indulging her, despite his 
disagreement about all of it. 

Prodigal. He huffed again. 

As if his Pranpriya would return home anytime soon. And as if it 
wasn't enough that he had men and women covering up her 
absence to the media, especially during special holidays where her 
presence was highly required. And now... 

His Majesty looked around the elegant interior of the cavernous 
room. Where the walls were covered and painted with images of 
both the old and new world and huge frames bearing oil canvasses 
of the former kings hanging strategically in one wall. The huge flag 
made of silk, bearing the embroidered Royal Emblem was hanging 
behind him, like a backdrop. His forefathers was surely shaking 
their heads right now, looking down at him with disappointment. 

His Majesty let out a sigh. 

The kingdom would surely be put under the spotlight after the 
article was released. The nation would ask if the news was true. 
They had always adored the Royal Princess, despite her absence. 
The press would surely ask, too. Pry, even, about the life that the 
Royal Highness was leading outside the country, away from the 
kingdom, and they would devour her like hungry hyenas. The very 
thing that they--His Majesty, Her Royal Highness, the former 
Crowned Queen and her new husband, Marco--decided should be 
kept hushed until the right time would come was now out and 
would definitely be a subject of national debate and gossips. The 
world would look into it. The advocates for gay rights would soon 
march in the country, in the streets, in front of the palace gates. 
They would shove the Loei case at all of them once again and 
demand for her daughter's rights, as well as the rights of all the 


members of the non-heterosexuals in the country. As if he hadn't 
been thinking about it every single day eversince her own daughter 
had decided to leave the country due to the lack of it. 

His Majesty let out another sigh and pressed his temple. It had 
been throbbing since he saw the photo of his daughter kissing 
another woman. 

"It's going to be a long day, Leo," he spoke to his cat, who was 
sitting comfortably in one of the armrests of the luxurious couch 
inside his office. 

The bicolor cat, who looked somewhat similar to his daughter's 
Leo, only meowed as a response and slowly dozed himself back to 
his sleep. 

"Sometimes, I wish you could talk. So you could tell me if I'm 
wrong or right," His Majesty told his sleeping cat. 


"Hey," Doona greeted the two as she appeared. She offered Jennie 
an apologetic smile for interrupting them. "So, I have to go. I need 
to change," she told Lisa. 

"Too soon?" Lisa asked. 

"Yeah. Well..." Doona pirouetted in front of them to show off the 
pair of pajamas she was wearing. "This is nice and everything but 
pink is totally not my color. Plus, I need to get away from the 
cranky one," Doona said in a whisper. 

"The cranky one?" Lisa asked with raised brows. 

"The short one. You know, Jesus?" said Doona, still in whispers 
and nudged her finger towards where the kitchen was. She was 
extra careful not to be overheard. 

"Did you mean Jisoo?" Jennie said curiously. 

"Yes. But I'd like to call her Jesus. She scares me," Doona said and 
made a face. "Everything okay?" she then asked, looking from Lisa 
to Jennie. 

Lisa nodded and offered Doona a small smile. "Yeah, D. Well, not 
exactly," she said. "But it's already out there and I might as well just 
sit here and wait for the onslaught later." Lisa tried to manage a 
chuckle. 

Doona placed her arm around Lisa's shoulder, sympathizing like 
the faithful friend that she was. "You'll be okay, Pokpak," she said 
and eventually squeezed Lisa in a tight hug. "And I'm just here if 
you need a human shield or whatever. You know that, right?" 

Lisa nodded. She managed a chuckle and indulged Doona with a 
bear hug. One that she didn't realize she needed until she did so. It 
was honestly comforting to have Doona around. She had always 
been like a big sister to her, Doona was. 


"How much did you drink from last night, by the way?" Lisa 
asked as they released each other. "I bet you gave Jisoo a really 
hard time." 

"A lot, on both," Doona replied and turned to Jennie, looking 
somewhat embarrassed but consoling. "I'm so sorry if we have to 
meet like this, Jennie. I would love to take the both of you out to 
dinner later and you and I could come up with a perfect plan on 
how to tame this rebel soul right here. But under the current 
circumstances..." 

Jennie smiled and said, "It's okay, Miss Doona. This wouldn't be 
the last time you'll be seeing me, anyway." 

"You know, if you'll ever need a handbook of HOW TO HANDLE 
POKPAK 101, I'll be glad to lend you my copy. It's worn-out and 
everything but it's highly useful," Doona said, making Jennie laugh 
and Lisa scowl. "Also, do you know that she thinks that farts can 
have a nice scent? She's weird, I'm telling you. So if you ever feel 
like farting in front of her, do so. And do it often." 

"Alright! That's enough," Lisa interrupted the conversation and 
jokingly held Doona by the hand towards the door. "You can leave 
now. You're gross," she told Doona and handed her the key. "You 
can use my car. I don't want anyone spotting it outside." 

"Someone should've leaked your being a princess sooner, Pokpak. 
If it means I can use your damn car without me begging for it," 
Doona said as she took the key from Lisa's hand. 

"Don't scratch it, D. I'm warning you," Lisa said a little sternly. 

"It's a freakin' nice car, Pokpak. Why would I not want to 
desecrate it?" Doona said and quickly added, "I'm just kidding!" 
when she saw the look Lisa was giving her. "Hey, you know that I 
hate telling you this, but I love you and I got your back. Always, 
Your Highness," Doona said and tried to curtsy. 

Lisa cringed, although playfully. Jennie let out a soft chuckle and 
offered a hand as Doona struggled to keep her balance. 

"Thanks, Jennie," Doona said. "I haven't got to master that one 
thing yet and I don't like the sound of it, either. But sooner or later 
you'll need to embrace it, Pokpak, because it's who you are. It's 
what you've always been. You can't just walk away from it forever," 
she told Lisa. 

Lisa nodded and gave Doona another warm hug. 

"Thanks for everything, D," Lisa said. 

"We still have to talk about how you just left without a word last 
night, by the way. You're still not forgiven," Doona said but 
obviously only joking before she turned the handle and pushed the 
door open. But she turned around again, this time looking directly 
at Jennie. 


"The pancake was delicious," Doina told Jennie. 

"Thanks. But, how did you know I made it?" Jennie asked 
curiously. 

"This one can't even fry an egg, how much more a pancake?" 
Doona replied, nudging her finger at Lisa as she stepped outside, 
making Lisa scowl for the second time. "Bye for now, lovelies!" She 
blew a kiss. "And please go and save Chaeyoung in the kitchen 
already," she added before the door behind her closed with a click, 
leaving Jennie and Lisa looking at each other and then at the 
kitchen. 

Where the sound of something hard hit the floor, followed by a 
crash and... 

"Sorry!" they heard Chaeyoung's voice from the kitchen. 


Chapter 47 


"What's going on?" Lisa asked as soon as she and Jennie had 
stepped inside the kitchen and saw Chaeyoung crouching under the 
table and Jisoo standing a foot away from both the table and 
Chaeyoung Park, who looked particularly surprised at the sight of 
Lisa. 

"She knocked the cup," Jisoo provided the answer. But her eyes 
were intentionally dodging Lisa's and resolved to looking through 
the ample space between Jennie and Lisa. Where she could see the 
two cats throwing jabs on each other and immediately thought of 
her dog, Dalgom. She really shouldn't have left her bed and Dalgom 
last night, Jisoo thought desperately. 

"Chaeng?" Lisa, somewhat unconvinced, called her bestfriend. 
"Are you okay?" she asked. 

Chaeyoung emerged from under the table, with a quantity of 
messy red hairs covering a portion of her face. But she was smiling, 
albeit looking a bit embarrassed, like it was nothing out of ordinary 
except that there was the presence of Jennie and Jisoo. 

"Yeah. Yes, sorry," Chaeyoung Park nodded as she straightened up 
and placed the empty cup back on the table. "I was in the middle of 
explaining something to Kim -- I mean, Jisoo, here -- and you know 
me when I try to explain things, Shutterbug. I end up knocking 
things," Chaeyoung explained and offered Jennie an apologetic 
smile. "Sorry, Jennie," she muttered. 

Jennie nodded and offered the redhead a warm smile before she 
asked, "You okay, Chu?" when she veered her eyes away from the 
redhead to her bestfriend, who looked totally not her usual self. 

Jennie had been eyeing Jisoo the moment she and Lisa walked in 
inside the kitchen. There was something odd about Chu, Jennie 
noticed. From the way she held herself to the way she would shy 
away from Lisa's gaze. Even the way Jisoo Kim was folding her 
hands behind her back was odd. 

"Yes!" Jisoo quickly answered, followed by enthusiastic nods. It 
was short and abrupt, the 'yes'. A clear indication that Jisoo was 
definitely not okay, as far as Jennie was concerned. 

"Actually, we were in a middle of a discussion before the cup 
thing," Chaeyoung said after she was done tying her hair into a bun. 

"Discussion about what?" Lisa inquired. She walked towards the 


kitchen counter, folded her arms across her chest as she leaned her 
hips against the cold tile. 

Lisa was assessing the situation before her. Chaeyoung standing 
in the middle of her kitchen with a look on her face that says she's 
getting an upper hand with her discussion with Jisoo, who was 
looking anywhere but at her direction and Jennie looking at Jisoo 
with curiosity. 

"Jisoo thinks that she should stop calling you Lisa now that your 
secret is out," Chaeyoung told Lisa, which earned her a discreet 
(which Lisa caught before it disappeared) but disapproving look 
from Jisoo. 

Jennie raised a brow and threw a more curious look at Jisoo, Lisa 
noticed, who was now throwing threatening looks at the redhead. 
And Lisa realized, just out of nowhere, that it was the first time the 
four of them were confined in one place (in her place, to be exact) 
without her bestfriend and Jennie's bestfriend actually trying to bite 
each other's heads off. Sure, there was still that obvious tension and 
mutual pleasure of throwing displeased look towards each other, 
but other than that, both were pretty civil compared to when their 
first meeting at the Orange. Perhaps it was due to the fact that the 
two had been spending time with each other, last night including, 
that they had grown to respect each other's differences. The 
possibility of a more cordial relationship between the two pleased 
Lisa that she couldn't help but smile a little, despite the situation 
she was in right now. 

"It honestly did not sound like that when I said it," Jisoo 
countered, now sounding annoyed. 

Or maybe not, Lisa thought with resignation. Doona's words about 
Jisoo being cranky and scary started to ring on her ears. 

"I'm just saying that maybe we should do a re-introduction," Jisoo 
said carefully as she met Lisa's eyes. 

"I understand. But it's really not necessary, Chu. I mean, I'm still 
Lisa regardless of what the article says about me," Lisa said and 
offered Jisoo a reassuring smile. 

"See? I told you she doesn't mind," Chaeyoung told Jisoo, looking 
a bit smug, like she just a won a debate of a lifetime. "Jisoo is 
convinced that this revelation about you would flip everything over," 
she then told Lisa. "Which I agree to some extent, actually. But I 
personally think there are more other pressing matters to think 
about aside from a re-introduction." 

"Okay, forget re-introduction," Jisoo said after throwing the 
redhead another displeased look. "I'm just saying that this would 
become like a turning point," Jisoo continued and settled herself on 
the nearest chair. Jennie followed suit. "Because in case none of you 


ever fully realized it yet, the Kim Group is one of the most powerful 
group of businessmen in South Korea and the most influentials, 
network-wise. Jendeuk knows about this, of course," she looked at 
Jennie, who nodded and whose eyes were glued on the cup before 
her. 

"They're ruthless," Jennie said, looking at Lisa. "Brilliant, no doubt 
about that, but definitely ruthless. The group is their top priority 
and they won't hesitate to take down anything or anyone that could 
potentially ruin it." 

"Dad is convinced that the other Kims are just waiting for you to 
commit a mistake, Jendeuk," Jisoo said. "They want you to make a 
blunder of yourself, so they'd have reasons to take the company 
away from you." 

"Why didn't they when it was your mom manning them before 
you took the spot?" Chaeyoung asked Jennie. "I mean, if it was me, 
I'd have made a move already and take over the company while 
things are still shaky. That would have been easier," she said. 

"You're a potentially scary woman," Jisoo commented, which 
Chaeyoung replied with a smirk. 

"I think because my mother is a stubborn woman," Jennie 
answered, letting out an involuntary chuckle. "She had perfected 
her reputation as the wife of the most powerful Kim in the group. 
The other Kim wives are jealous of her, except Chu's mom, of 
course. When my father died and everything was up to her to 
decide on things, temporarily, that is, Mom decided to stubbornly 
hold the post until I was ready. I didn't realize it before. I was too 
hurt and stubborn, myself, to realize that she's doing it for me. 

"Anyway, the other Kims thought it was stupid. That my father 
was stupid enough to give away the rein to us, Mom and I. They 
were convinced that Mom wasn't fit to hold the position because 
she hasn't work all her life and I don't deserve the chairmanship 
once I decide to take it because 'I'm just a girl," Jennie said, raising 
her hands and moved her fingers, implying that she was quoting the 
last line. 

"That's mean," Lisa commented, looking disgusted. 

"They're men, Lisa. Of course, they're mean," Jisoo said. 

"They hate the idea of having a woman sitting at the helm, 
holding the rein. It offends their egos," said Jennie. 

"Typical," Chaeyoung muttered. 

"There was this article published sometime last year attacking 
Mrs. Kim and Jendeuk's character. It was horrible, the way they 
portray them as 'shallow' and ‘are only into glitz and glamours' 
because they're into fashion. What with Mrs. Kim sitting first row 
on major fashion events, getting invites for private tours and events 


and Jendeuk working as an editor for a fashion magazine in New 
York--" 

"Is that why the media has been keeping a lookout on you?" 
Chaeyoung asked Jennie. 

Everyone in the room turned to Chaeng, looking curious. Lisa had 
her brows furrowed. She was curious as to why on earth was her 
bestfriend, who, by the way, extremely wanted to disassociate 
herself from gossips and other media nonsense, was now asking 
why the media was after Jennie. 

"Alice told me about it when I dropped by her office few days 
ago," Chaeyoung explained with a shrug. 

Jennie nodded. "They had been following me eversince. It 
stopped when I decided to study and work abroad; I kept a low 
profile there. Naturally, their curiosity grew bigger over the years. 
And then they were at it again when they saw me for the first time 
in a very long time at the airport, when Dad died. I had to come up 
with escape plans, from both the media and my security, whenever 
I try to go out. Chu has been helping me." 

"Was that why you reacted that way when I was taking your 
snaps that day at The Era?" Lisa asked. 

"I thought you were one of them. The Era was my safe haven, as 
it was for my dad when he was still around. Nobody would suspect 
a Kim hanging out in a dingy, old place like The Era. So, when I 
saw you with your camera pointed at me, I thought I was busted. 
Which really annoyed me because I've started to like that place," 
Jennie explained. 

"So, who's Alice?" Jisoo couldn't help but ask out of the blue, 
because 'Alice' sounded like a favorite name, the way Chaeyoung 
spoke of it like it was a melody. There was fondness and warmth as 
it escaped from the redhead's mouth. Naturally, she would ask. But 
for what reasons, Jisoo didn't know yet. Or perhaps she did but 
didn't want to acknowledge it at the moment. 

"Alice is my sister. Big sister, actually. She's a lawyer," Chaeyoung 
replied. 

"Your sister is a lawyer?" Jisoo reiterated. She didn't know that 
about the redhead. But then again, she didn't know a lot of things 
about the redhead. Maybe Alice was of those beautiful faces on the 
Polaroids taped on the redhead's dresser. 

"Yeah," the redhead nodded. "And our dad, too. I talked to them 
about some stuff after the incident at the bar few nights ago. You 
know, in case something worse will happen?" Chaeyoung said. 

"Worse like what, Chipmunk?" Lisa inquired. 

"Worse like now, Shutterbug," Chaeyoung replied, looking grave. 
"Like this, when someone starts invading your privacy. I was 


wondering if our law will cover your arse as a private citizen, 
despite the fact that you're foreign," she explained. 

"I think my arse is about to get a good amount of whipping after 
today and I don't think the your law and the law of my country can 
cover it for me," Lisa said sarcastically, imitating Chaeyoung's 
twang. 

"Hey, I'm sorry. But can I...talk to Lisa in private?" Jennie then 
said, looking from Chaeng to Jisoo, and then at Lisa. "Please?" she 
added. 

Chaeyoung nodded and was the to stand up. She then held Jisoo 
by the hand. "We'll just be in the living room. Come on, Kim," she 
said and carefully dragged the other chaebol away from the kitchen, 
with Jisoo allowing her. 

"What's up? You okay?" Lisa asked as soon as Jisoo and the 
Chipmunk were out of earshot and as soon as she heard her two 
cats meowed like two teenage flirts from the living room. She had 
always suspected that her cats have infatuation with pretty women. 

"No. I mean, yes. I'm...fine," Jennie replied but looking otherwise, 
which earned her a shot of an eyebrow from Lisa. "I have to go, 
though. I need to talk to my mom," Jennie explained, looking 
furlough. 

"Okay," Lisa nodded. "Yeah, of course. I understand," she said. Her 
hands now resting inside her jeans pockets. 

"But I don't want to go," Jennie pouted. "I don't want to leave you 
like this. You must be worried. You look worried, I can tell," she 
said as she stood up to join Lisa at the counter. 

"And so are you," Lisa replied. She nudged Jennie by the 
shoulder. "I'm really sorry that you have to go through something 
like this because of me, Jennie," she said. 

"Hey. We're in this together, okay? And it's not your fault, Lili," 
Jennie said as she wrapped her arms around Lisa's waist. She 
couldn't contain herself. She tilted her head up so that she could 
stare at those soft brown orbs. "Don't blame yourself," she said. 

"Do you think Chu was right, though? Aren't you afraid?" asked 
Lisa. 

"Are you?" Jennie inquired. 

"I'm more afraid of losing us, to be honest," Lisa replied. "I can't 
lose this, Nini, whatever this is that we have. This is the only thing 
that feels real in my life right now," she said. 

Perhaps it was how Lisa had said those words, like it was a 
solemn oath uttered in whispers, meant to be said for Jennie's ears 
only. Or how her eyes looked soft and sincere against the light 
streaming from the small window behind her; some streaks dancing 
on the irises, it looked so beautiful. Or perhaps it was that small 


smile that lingered at the corner of those plump mouth, like a 
promise that everything will be alright and Jennie only need to 
believe. 

And Jennie did. With all her heart. Because she knew it was real. 
She could feel it on her veins. It was the kind of truth that she had 
long been wanted to hear from someone. Someone like Lisa, who 
looked at her like she was perfect; like she was the other half of the 
truth. And in that moment, Jennie was torn between muttering a 
swear word or a prayer, as an answer, both which would describe 
what she was feeling--how she was feeling. She felt light and heavy, 
like she wanted to float up, up and away, yet moored with Lisa's 
hands holding her still by the hips. 

Jennie sighed involuntarily. There was nothing like getting 
turned on just by being held by the same hands that brought her to 
a hundred different dimensions in less than twelve hours and being 
stared at with those same brown eyes where she had witnessed a 
marvelous showcase of a universe exploding while they made love 
over and over. 

"What do you think will happen next?" Jennie asked instead, 
trying to ignore the tingling sensation she just felt between her 
thighs. 

Jennie thought talking was the best and only option. What with 
Chaeyoung and Jisoo just a couple of meters away from them and 
only a thin wall panel separating them from them and the flirty 
meows and the hushed voices that obviously were discussing about 
the flirty cats. And maybe, in a more hushed voices, about them-- 
Lisa and her. 

"I have to fly home tonight. I need to talk to him," Lisa said and 
quickly added, "But I promise I'll be back before you know it," when 
she saw another pout and a fleeting hint of longing flashed on the 
cat-like eyes. 

"Him?" Jennie asked. 

"My father," Lisa replied. 

"The King?" Jennie inquired. 

"Yes," Lisa nodded. "And mom and Marco, too. I might even need 
to address this issue in front of everyone once I land." The thought 
of facing everyone back home and explaining to them about 
everything was already exhausting her. 

"Who's Marco?" asked Jennie. 

"Mom's second husband; my stepdad. It's a long story and would 
need another whole day of telling," Lisa answered. 

"Is he scary?" Jennie asked. 

"Who? Marco? No. He's very gentle and fun," Lisa answered. 

"Your father, Lisa. Is he scary?" Jennie asked. 


It took Lisa a moment to think about what she would say and 
how she would say it without compromising her father's character, 
as both the king and a father, in Jennie's eyes. 

"No." Lisa shook her head. "No, he's not scary. He's...commanding, 
though," she said. "It's his eyes. He knows how to put you in your 
place with those eyes of his." 

"Like how you do with those eyes of yours?" Jennie asked. 

"Do I look commanding?" Lisa asked with brows raised in 
curiosity. She was trying to remember if she ever did look at 
anyone, especially at Jennie, like how her father would look at 
people. She had always tried not to, after she was often told that 
she did look commanding, like him. 

"Not all the time, no," Jennie replied, her fingers now tracing the 
outline of Lisa's face. "But you did put me in my place last night, if I 
remember it correctly. And this morning, too," Jennie said as she 
could take away her gaze from those plump mouth. "In your bed," 
she added when she raised her eyes and saw the confused look on 
Lisa's face. 

Lisa grinned and playfully pulled Jennie. She led her behind the 
wall pane which was thick enough to hide them from Chu and 
Chaeng but a little too thin that they had to stand so straight and 
not moving too much to avoid being seen. Lisa cupped Jennie's 
face, who was obviously anticipating for a kiss. And Lisa did not 
disappoint her, as always. She brought their face closer, until the 
tips of their noses touched and until their lips met halfway. 

Jennie sighed, like how she would every time Lisa would kiss her. 
She felt secured and contented. Although, there was a slight 
difference about the kiss this time, she noticed. Perhaps it was the 
fact that Lisa was not Lisa after all and that their secret was already 
spilled out there. Outside the walls of Lisa's apartment, outside their 
own little world. It was scary, if Jennie had to be honest. But wasn't 
that part of the process? Wasn't falling in love and being in love 
scary? And here she was, clinging to Lisa as if the Thai princess was 
her only lifeline. Because she was scared to wake up from a very 
beautiful dream. 

And just when Jennie was ready to take the plunge yet again, 
Lisa pulled them back up to the surface before the kiss could go 
deeper and before Jisoo and the Chipmunk would start to notice 
that they weren't standing anymore from the spot where they left 
them. They were both catching their breaths when the kiss ended. 

"You should go before the media will find you and follow you 
around," Lisa said, her face flushed and her hands were still cupping 
Jennie's face, like she didn't wantto let go just yet. 

Jennie groaned because the feeling was mutual. She pouted and 


tiptoed to steal another kiss. It was short and quick that Lisa didn't 
even had the chance to kiss back. 

"What about you?" Jennie asked, concern was all over her face. 

"Don't worry about me. This is a safe place. Plus, they don't know 
anything about Lisa yet. Otherwise they're already outside, 
pestering Bobby," the Thai princess replied with a smirk. 

Jennie nodded. She stole another kiss, but this time it landed on 
Lisa's warm cheek. 

"I love you, Pranpriya," said the chaebol with her gummy smile. 

Lisa smiled endearingly. She found it beautiful the way how her 
name sounded like a song of prayer as it escaped from Jennie's 
mouth. It made her pulse racing. It restored her faith to the world. 
It made her want to protect that gummy smile and those fluffy 
cheeks and those cat-like eyes from the cruel world outside. God, 
she loved Jennie. 

"And I love you, Jennie Kim," Lisa said after she planted a kiss on 
Jennie's forehead. 

Jennie made a hard decision, albeit her own defiance to do so. 
She pulled away from Lisa before she would change her mind. She 
brought them, hand in hand, to the living room. Where Jisoo's back 
was on them and Chaeyoung was crouching on the floor with Leo 
and Luca. The redhead's fingers were running on the cats' furs while 
Jisoo was watching. The four obviously had no idea that they had 
stole quick kisses behind the wall panel, like two teenagers who 
could hardly contain their hormones. 

"Chu? I'm sorry but we need to go," Jennie declared as she started 
gathering her things. Her purse was lying on the shelf, her jacket 
was clumsily dumped on the end of the couch, her stiletto was 
thrown aside carelessly beside the door. 

"Now?" Jisoo asked, her eyes following Jennie. 

"Yes. I'm sure they're already looking for us," Jennie replied as she 
expertly wore her stiletto one after the other without losing her 
balanceq. 

"Well, I'll see you around, Jisoo Kim," Chaeyoung said as she 
walked beside Jisoo towards the door. 

"I'm sure you will when I return these," Jisoo said and gestured 
the PJ she was wearing. "Goodbye, Park." She offered the redhead a 
smirk. "And goodbye, Lisa. Good luck with everything," she then 
told Lisa. 

"Thanks, Chu," Lisa said. "Drive safely." 

Jennie pulled Chaeyoung for a short hug. "Thank you for taking 
care of Chu last night. And please look after Lisa, especially now," 
she told the redhead. 

"Always do," Chaeyoung replied with a reassuring smile. "Oh and 


hey, Jennie? Everything's going to be okay. Don't worry. Okay?" she 
added. 

Jennie nodded and smiled gratefully. She looked at Lisa one last 
time before they waved goodbye and headed out the door. 


"What now?" Chaeyoung asked as soon as they heard the door 
clicked and there was a ringing silence hanging in the air. 

Lisa shrugged. She walked back towards the living room and 
plopped herself down the couch. "Come sit with me, Chipmunk," 
she said, patting the space beside her. 

Chaeyoung heeded. "Are you okay?" she then asked Lisa. 

"I don't think I can look him in the eye after today. I broke a 
promise," Lisa said, voicing out the desperation that she felt ever 
since she saw the article. 

"It's not your fault," Chaeyoung said firmly. 

"Yeah. But the fact that I did something that lead me to this? He's 
disappointed with me right now. I just know," Lisa groaned and 
sunk herself deeper on the couch that the top of her head was 
already on Chaeyoung's chest level. Her long legs were stretch 
before her, across the space between the couch and the ottoman. 

"He loves you and you know that. Despite everything, I know he 
loves you. And he will understand because he's your father, Lisa. 
Besides, it's not like you did it on purpose," said Chaeyoung. She 
was sitting with her feet up on the couch and her knees brought 
together under her chin. 

"I'm not sure about that, actually. The last time we talked, well, it 
wasn't really a pleasant father-daughter talk," Lisa said. 

"Don't be such a pessimist," Chaeyoung replied. 

"It's hard not to when I can still remember the way he looked at 
me that day, Chipmunk. He looked like he failed at something." Lisa 
almost said 'me' but stopped herself. She didn't want to sound 
dramatic. 

"Our parents aren't perfect, Shutterbug. So are we," Chaeyoung 
said. "Anyway, did you tell Jennie?" 

"Tell her what?" Lisa asked with furrowed brows. 

"You know, the whole thing?" 

"That I left home and became Lisa because my own father wasn't 
exactly ecstatic about me being gay? No, I didn't," Lisa said. "She 
said she admires how I've kept my life private all these years. And I 
thought she'll be highly disappointed once I tell her that I haven't 
done anything exceptional other than hiding and walking away 
from who I am. Both aren't impressive." 

"Aren't you undermining Jennie's feelings for you, though? 
Because I'm sure she will understand, Lisa..." 


"I'm sure she will but she already has a lot on her plate and I 
don't want to drag her into this mess more than I already did, 
Chaeng. She doesn't deserve that," Lisa said and sighed. "Life was 
pretty chill when it was just you and me, don't you think?" she said. 

"Hey, don't say that!" Chaeyoung slapped Lisa by the shoulder. 
"I've never seen you on your happiest until you met Jennie. Plus, it 
was actually pretty lame when it was just you and me. You were 
almost always away," she told Lisa. 

"Okay, about that," Lisa said slowly as she straightened up. "Now 
that we're on the subject, there's something I want to tell you. But 
don't freak out, okay?" She was now sitting with her legs crossed, 
facing Chaeyoung. 

Chaeyoung's brows raised a notch and then furrowed. She looked 
at Lisa suspiciously. "What? Not another royal secret, is it?" she 
asked. 

"Wha--no! No royal secret whatever, alright? It's about..." Lisa 
paused and let out a groan, composing herself. "Okay. There's a 
reason why I chose to be away most of the time, Chipmunk," she 
said. 

"Oh, yeah?" Chaeyoung snorted and raised a brow. "What could 
be more important reason than you were realizing your dream and 
you just couldn't stay in one place for a long time?" she asked, 
chuckling. 

"You, Chipmunk. Most of the time, I did it for you. I didn't want 
to hurt you. It's lame, I know. But--" 

Chaeyoung frowned. Her pulse was racing but she wasn't sure 
why. "What are you talking about, Lisa?" she asked. 

Lisa inhaled so deep, her chest raised and her shoulders squared, 
so that when she released it, along with it came all the fears that 
she had been keeping for years now. Because what she was about to 
say could possibly break their friendship. And she didn't want that 
to happen. 

"I knew you felt something for me, Chaeyoung Park," Lisa said, 
almost like in whispers. She was carefully choosing the right words 
to speak. "And I felt bad that I couldn't feel the same way about 
you. I still do, to be honest. I mean, you're a great person. You're 
beautiful, you're talented, you're sweet, you're smart. And you 
deserve all the happiness in the world, Chipmunk. And I'm sorry 
that I couldn't give it to you," Lisa said without breaking eye 
contact. 

"What? But how did y--" Chaeyoung was squinting her eyes. That 
wasn't what she was expecting. Although she didn't know what 
exactly what she expecting. But it definitely wasn't something like 
Lisa telling her that she knew Chaeyoung was secretly in love with 


her. 

"You mean you've known all along? Who told you? Chahee? Or 
was it A-yeon? Did Mom tell you?!" Chaeyoung exploded. 

Lisa's mouth dropped. She looked at Chaeyoung with her eyes 
almost popping out. She did not expect that piece of information. 

"Your mom knows?" Lisa demanded. Was that why Mrs. Park had 
always been fond of her? 

But Chaeyoung was more demanding. And scary, Lisa realized, as 
she looked at her bestfriend whose face was now contorted in rage 
and was already scarlet red, like her hair. 

"Answer the question, Manoban!" the redhead roared so loud it 
earned her frightened looks from the cats. They had never seen 
Chaeyoung mad before. She looked so mad that Lisa jumped on her 
seat and automatically raised her hands. 

"Nobody told me, alright?" she rambled. "I kind of just figured it 
out on my own because you weren't really subtle about it, 
Chipmunk. Okay? Especially with the mixtapes. It felt like you were 
giving me love letters, except that they were songs. Something that 
I knew you'd do for someone you love way before you started 
giving me mixtapes that contain songs about love, basically." Lisa 
was rambling so fast, she thought she might have sprayed some 
spits out and she might have looked like an idiot from doing so, 
especially with her hands held up in front of her. But she really 
couldn't care because she had only seen Chaeyoung mad once and it 
wasn't a pretty sight. She could still recall how the Chipmunk 
lurched forward like a prey to get at Jisoo when the two met for the 
first time. And now that she was the subject, the reason, of 
Chaeyoung's rage, Lisa wondered how Jisoo had walked out from 
the Orange unscathed. 

Lisa was expecting an attack. An onslaught. She was so ready to 
defend herself, just in case. But Chaeyoung's expression faltered. 
She turned from looking like a mad woman ready to pounce, to 
someone who looked like she had seen defeat way before the war 
had even started. 

"Why are you telling me all these right now, Lisa? Is 
this...goodbye?" Chaeyoung croaked. She was about to cry. 

"What?" Lisa was taken aback. She was shaking her head 
furiously. "No! I just, you know..." She released a long, tensed sigh. 
"I thought that now is the right time to talk about it. My secret is 
out, right? And they've outed Jennie and me. I mean, what's the 
point of keeping more secrets, especially from you?" 

Chaeyoung was lost for words. She had never been naked in front 
of anyone before but she felt like she was stripped naked at the 
moment. She felt vulnerable. She was flustered. She could feel her 


face burning from embarrassment and shock, and the bubble of 
annoyance was slowly forming back at the base of her throat, it 
made her throat her dry. She slowly raised herself up from the 
couch without so much as throwing a glance at Lisa, who was now 
biting her lip and looking at Chaeyoung anxiously. 

"Where are you going?" Lisa asked, worried that Chaeyoung 
might just leave without sorting things with her. She stood up 
rather quickly and followed Chaeyoung, to her relief, who headed 
to the kitchen. 

Chaeyoung was still not saying a word. She walked towards the 
refrigerator, opened its door, picked a bottle of water and downed 
its contents; some drips dribbled down her chin. She was still not 
looking at Lisa, who chose to keep a convenient distance between 
them and was still watching her anxiously. 

"Chipmunk?" Lisa called carefully. But the redhead was still not 
paying her one bit of attention. 

Chaeyoung returned to the living room after drinking (Lisa 
followed in silence) and sat back on the couch (on the same spot 
she was sitting at a couple of minutes ago). She brought her arms 
together tightly across her chest. Her lips formed into a thin line, 
brows were still furrowed and when she finally drew her eyes and 
threw an ice-cold glare, Lisa gulped. It was agitating. 

"Are you mad at me? Please say something," Lisa said. She was 
standing a couple of feet away from Chaeyoung. 

And without so much as a slight hesitation, Chaeyoung kicked 
Lisa by the shin. It was hard enough that Lisa had to yelp in pain so 
loud it echoed across the walls of her apartment. Leo and Luca 
scuttled away upstairs, with Leo leaving displeased hisses on his 
wake. 

"What was that for?" Lisa demanded. Her eyes were watery as she 
was jumping on the spot in one leg because she was holding on to 
her other leg, her hands were closing around at the aggrieved part. 

"That's for all the times I ugly-cried everytime you fly off to 
wherever you decide to go, idiot! And this," she pitched a pillow 
that nearly hit Lisa in the face, "is for all the times I've put up with 
your absence!" 

"I'm sorry! Okay?" Lisa said aloud, but immediately backed away 
when Chaeyoung stood up and advanced forward. She stood behind 
the ottoman. 

"You could've been straight-up honest with me, Lisa!" Chaeyoung 
yelled back, her hands were on her waist now. "You knew I was 
worried about you. A lot! You could've saved me from bawling my 
eyes out and everything! My mom even thought of calling you 
every freakin’ time just to shut me up! God, I feel so stupid right 


now!" She was livid. 

"I know, I know! I'm sorry!" Lisa said, with her hands stretched 
forward in front of her. 

Chaeyoung aggressively heaved out a breath. She dropped her 
hands and looked at Lisa. Gone were the glares and the knitted 
brows. If anything, she looked tired. As if all her energy was slowly 
draining out of her at the moment. Her back was hunched, her 
shoulders dropped. Chaeyoung looked like she was about to cry but 
held herself together. 

"I've always wondered how you feel about me, you know?" 
Chaeyoung said, her voice quivered a little. "Yes, we're bestfriends 
and everything and I know in my heart that you love me. But I've 
always wondered what's really going on deep down inside you, you 
know? I mean, I was kind of wondering if there was a chance and 
that all I have to do was ask you, which was silly. And believe me, I 
wanted to ask so many times but I was too scared to hear the truth. 
Or the lie. Because even though you're a bad liar, I know you'd try 
to lie just so you won't break my heart, Lisa. And I didn't want that." 

"I couldn't tell you the truth because I was scared, too," Lisa said. 
"I was scared that you'd stop being friends with me if I tell you that 
I can't love you like that, Chipmunk. And you're right. I didn't want 
to break your heart. Not like that. I don't deserve that kind of love, 
Chaeng. In fact, I don't deserve you at all. You're too precious. And I 
don't know. I mean, look at me?" she spread her arms wide. 
"Whoever wrote that article about me was wrong. I'm not a prodigal 
princess. I'm a coward, that's who I am. I walked away from my life. 
My father doesn't like me because I'm not the daughter he expects 
me to be. I'm a disgrace to my bloodline." 

"Don't say that," Chaeyoung said. "You're perfect, Lisa. Regardless 
of what your father thinks about you, to me, you're perfect. And 
you deserve to be happy." 

"You can hate me if you want," Lisa said with a shrug. She felt 
tired all of a sudden. 

"Don't be stupid. You know I can't." 

"So, are we okay now? Are you still mad at me?" Lisa asked 
tentatively. 

Chaeyoung shook her head. "No," she said. 

"No, we're still not okay? Or no, you're not mad at me anymore?" 

Chaeyoung sighed and shook her head again. She smiled a little; 
her eyes meeting Lisa's. And the smile turned into soft chuckles. 
And the chuckles turned into sobs, to Lisa's horror. Lisa pulled the 
crying redhead close without words. She hugged Chaeyoung as the 
latter was sobbing on her neck. 

"Oh, no no. Please don't cry, Chaeng," Lisa tried to hush the 


redhead. 

But Chaeyoung was already crying so hard she could have been 
wailing if she hadn't pressed her face on Lisa neck to muffle her 
sound and she could have dropped on the floor already if she wasn't 
clinging on Lisa as if it would be the last. 

Lisa held the crying redhead tightly. Her arms were around 
Chaeyoung's waist and she would occasionally rub her hands on the 
redhead's back and would whisper something to hush Chaeyoung. 
But Lisa knew too well that the Chipmunk was a crybaby. And as 
much as she didn't want to think about it at the moment, Mrs. Park 
had all the right to attempt to call her whenever she was away, like 
Chaeyoung said. Probably to scold her from leaving her daughter 
again. Because everyone knew that once Chaeyoung would start 
crying, it would be hard for anyone to stop her and Mrs. Park 
probably had a hard time calming her baby down evey time. Like 
how it was taking Lisa quite a long while to calm the redhead down 
at the moment. 

"I'm sorry, Chipmunk," Lisa whispered, she was already in tears. 

Because fact number two about the crying Chipmunk: her cry was 
infectious. It would make anyone within closer radius dissolve in 
tears, too. 

"I'm so sorry. I'm really sorry," Lisa keep saying repeatedly, 
sobbing. 

"Don't," Chaeyoung replied in between sobs and pulled away from 
the hug. Her nose was red, her eyes were starting to swell and her 
face was covered in tears. It was a pathetic sight and it broke Lisa's 
heart into tiny pieces. 

"It doesn't matter now. I've already given up on that love, 
actually. These are happy tears," she said as she was wiping the 
liquids off her face with her hands. 

"Happy tears?" Lisa wondered and brought her hands to the 
Chaeyoung's face to help the redhead drying her face. "One moment 
you were kicking me, next thing I knew you were sobbing on my 
neck and you call these happy tears?" 

"I'm just happy we're still here, Shutterbug," Chaeyoung replied, 
although her eyes were still watery. She wiped Lisa's face. "And I'm 
sorry I kept that from you. I can lose that kind of love, Lisa. But I 
cannot lose you. Life would be so boring without your annoying 
arse." Chaeyoung chuckled despite the tears. 

Lisa cupped Chaeyoung's face. She held it tight that it somehow 
contorted the redhead's face as the latter was trying to get away. 
Chaeyoung probably knew what was coming. 

"You," she started planting loud, sloppy wet kisses on the 
redhead's cheek. "Are," another kiss, louder that the first, "a 


crybaby!" and another kiss, "And I love you!" and another kiss. "You 
can't get rid of me, Chipmunk. I'm staying forever," Lisa told the 
redhead. 

"| have long accepted my fate that I'm doomed forever," 
Chaeyoung replied with a scowl after she finally succeeded in 
pulling her face away from Lisa's grasp. But she still kissed Lisa on 
the cheek, anyway. Gently and definitely not sloppy. "I love you, 
too, Shutterbug," she said. 

"Just out of curiosity," Lisa started. "Have you ever wondered 
what it's going to be like if we became, like, a thing?" she asked. 

"More times than I can count, actually," Chaeyoung replied. She 
drop herself back on the couch. "We definitely look stupid crying 
like that like two idiots." 

Lisa followed suit. "And?" she asked. 

"And I'm genuinely glad that we're not, Princess. Because I bet 
you'd be extra annoying if we were and I'd probably have a very 
stressful life, if ever. At least Jennie knows how to tame you. I bet 
it's those eyes of hers. It shakes the stubbornness out of you. The 
King should thank her," Chaeyoung said. 

"Hey! That's foul!" Lisa scowled. 

Chaeyoung laughed. The remnants of her tears had dried out. Her 
nose was still blotchy red, though, and her eyes were still 
bloodshot. But other than that and the damp on her upper PJ from 
all the crying, she looked fine now compared to how she was 
minutes ago. 

"So, you and Jennie are making the headlines now, huh? Any 
idea who did it? Do you have anyone in mind?" Chaeyoung asked. 

"No, I can't think of anyone. There are only a few of you who 
know about it," Lisa said. 

"What about Miss Doona? Jisoo said she kind of slipped about 
you being a princess last night. Hence, she asked me about it. I lied, 
of course. I had to make up a believable enough story. Jisoo might 
have bought it until she saw that article this morning," said 
Chaeyoung. 

"I'm sorry that you had to lie for me, Chipmunk," Lisa apologized. 

"Don't worry about it. Like I told Jisoo, we do what we can to 
protect the people who matter to us, Shutterbug," Chaeyoung 
replied, waving her hand dismissively. "So, do you think it was Miss 
Doona?" 

"No, I don't think it was her," Lisa said firmly. She didn't want to 
believe it was Doona, who was one of her most trusted friend. 
"Doona would never do such thing." 

"Jisoo suspects her, though. Although she's not too sure because it 
could be anyone. But she said she'll look into it as soon as she can," 


Chaeyoung said, as if it would settle the matter. "What?" she then 
asked after she noticed that Lisa was looking at her conspicuously. 

"So, you and Chu, huh?" Lisa asked, imitating how the redhead 
had asked about Jennie and her. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Chaeyoung inquired, rather 
hotly. But it probably also had something to do with how her face 
had turned furious red. 

Lisa shrugged and smirked. "You tell me, Chipmunk. You couldn't 
stop talking about her just now and she was wearing your favorite 
PJ, I noticed." 

"I lent it to her last night. She picked it herself from my closet. 
She wanted to drive at 3 AM and I told her she can stay for the 
night. She slept in my bed," Chaeyoung explained and quickly 
added, "Nothing happened," when she saw the look Lisa was giving 
her. 

"Okay. So, I kissed her," the redhead said, raising her forefinger. 
"Once," she said. "Just once, Lisa. I swear!" Chaeyoung swore when 
Lisa's brows were hitching higher and higher. 

"You're getting braver," Lisa said, trying to stifle her laughter and 
patted Chaeyoung on the back. 

"T'll take that as a compliment," Chaeyoung replied and they both 
laughed. 

"I'm surprise he hasn't yet send a battalion in front of my building 
right now to pluck me out of the building and drag my ass back to 
Thailand," said Lisa when their laughters had subsided. 

"Maybe he doesn't want to make a scene?" 

"Or he's probably just waiting for me to come home in my own 
will." 

"When are you leaving?" asked Chaeyoung. 

"Tonight," Lisa answered. "I really want to invite you to come 
with me because I'd definitely need some moral support when I get 
there. But I can't let you bear witness when he starts whipping my 
ass because that would be embarrassing." 

"I think it's going to be a privilege watching you from the first 
row getting your arse beat up and I really would like to come," 
Chaeyoung said with a smirk. "But I need to discuss things with Dad 
and Alice. Plus, Mom will kill me if I won't give her updates about 
what's going on. The three of them have been calling me nonstop 
and I haven't picked any of their calls yet." 

Lisa let out a low chuckle and made a tutting sound. "Expect Mrs. 
Park to bite your head off when you do," she said. "Anyway, I'm 
thinking of filing a lawsuit. But I'll decide on that when I get back. 
Can you give Alice and your dad a heads-up, though?" 

Chaeyoung nodded. "I will. That's actually the main reason why I 


need to talk them," she said. 

"Thanks, Chipmunk. So, uhm, do you think Jennie will like it 
there?" Lisa asked. 

"Thailand? Why? Are you taking her with you tonight?" 
Chaeyoung asked excitedly. 

Lisa shook her head. "No. But maybe one day, when the coast is 
clear," she said. "So, do you think she'll like it there?" 

Chaeyoung considered a moment before she nodded earnestly. "I 
think she will. I think she'll like the people there, aside from the 
country itself, of course. It's going to be like a breath of fresh air for 
her," she told Lisa. 

"Yeah, but under the circumstances?" Lisa asked. 

"Your people love you, Shutterbug. I'm sure they're going to love 
Jennie, too. She's an amazing person and she's head over heels in 
love with you. Nobody can't say no to a beautiful lovestory." 


Chapter 48 


Lisa was right. Jennie breathed out with relief as she and Jisoo 
went out of the building and headed straight to Jisoo's car. 

There was still no sign of anything unusual on the street, except 
maybe for Bobby who ran outside the studio to have a better look at 
them both. He was probably wondering who went down from his 
boss' apartment on the second floor after he saw the unfamiliar 
shiny, big, black car parked outside. And when he saw that one of 
them was Jennie, he bowed politely and immediately went back 
inside. 

"Who's that?" Jisoo asked as she pulled the door open. 

"Bobby. Lisa's assistant," Jennie replied as she pulled her door, 
too, and settled herself on the passenger's seat. "Your car smells 
funny," she commented and wrinkled her nose. 

"You're currently inhaling Doona's vomit from last night and her 
attempts to remove the odor this morning," Jisoo said as she started 
the engine and maneuvered away from Lisa's building. "She emptied 
a cannister of air freshener. Imagine that." 

Jennie snorted. "Not surprising at all, really. I mean, she called 
you Jesus, by the way. Or Jisoos? I'm not sure which. But she said 
she's frightened of you," Jennie after as she buckled her seatbelt. 
Her eyes were fixed on the side mirror. She was staring at Lisa's 
building through it as it started to look smaller as the car gained 
speed, going farther and farther. 

Jennie felt her heart grew heavy by the minute. She missed Lisa 
already. She was feeling empty now that Lisa wasn't on her side. 
She sighed and shook her head. Maybe Jisoo was right? It was a 
little weird to still be calling her Lili, Lisa, when she wasn't Lisa 
after all. 

Pranpriya. 

The sound of it spoke like a prayer even on her head, Jennie 
thought. She should've asked Lisa what her Thai name means when 
she had the chance. Then she wouldn't have been wondering about 
it by now. That, and the fact about Lisa being a real-life princess. 
Jennie had been curious about Lisa and the air of mystery that 
surrounded her because Lisa had always been vague with the details 
when she would talk about her life in Thailand and her family. 
Jennie thought it was probably because Lisa wasn't really the type 


of person who would talk about herself. And now that her being an 
important member of the Thai royal family had been finally 
revealed and Lisa confirming it to her, some things kind of made 
sense to Jennie finally. But not quite, though. 

"Jendeuk?" 

"Hmm?" Jennie muttered distractingly. 

"You weren't listening," Jisoo said. 

"I'm sorry, Chu. What were you saying?" Jennie said. 

"Has it sink on you yet? Lisa being a princess?" Jisoo asked as 
they hit the main road. 

"I don't know, Chu," Jennie said and managed a half-hearted 
chuckle. "The sound of it didn't feel overwhelming when I was with 
her a while ago." 

"But?" Jisoo asked, sensing that there was a ‘but' somewhere 
when Jennie paused and released a sigh. 

"But now that I'm about to face my mom and everyone in the 
company later today, most definitely, I feel like it's such a huge 
thing to explain to them, Chu. I don't even know where to start. Or 
how to start, for that matter," Jennie replied. 

"About her being a princess or about your relationship with her?" 
Jisoo inquired. 

"Both, I suppose," Jennie resigned with a sigh. 

The gravity of the whole situation was starting to weigh down on 
Jennie, now that Lisa wasn't with her. Because it definitely was a 
huge thing, this whole thing. Lisa being a member of a royal family 
and her finding out about it through a malicious article about them; 
her relationship with Lisa; their cultural differences; the 
homophobia that haunted both of their respective countries. But at 
least Lisa's home country was somewhat tolerant about it, as far as 
Jennie knew. South Korea, on the other hand, was another story. 
Especially to the likes of her. Because whether Jennie would like to 
admit it or not, she wasn't just another South Korean woman who 
fell in love with another woman; she was sure she wasn't just the 
only one experiencing this whole fascinating thing about falling in 
love, in general. No. She was a young CEO of a multi-billion 
company that mostly composed of uptight, cutthroat, misogynistic, 
conventional men who would never hesitate to take everything 
away from her the moment she would commit a mistake. 

And she did. Not the part about falling in love and being in a 
relationship with Lisa, though. Because that part was the only thing 
that felt right in her life right now. After the death of her father; 
after her efforts of trying to walk away from the responsibilities 
handed to her without consulting her if she wanted it in the first 
place; after her mom was setting her up for marriage with guys like 


Yi Eun and Kai, thinking that it would ease her burden somehow. 
After all of that and after she had kept herself in solitude for so 
long, Lisa had made things easier for her without even trying. Lisa 
made life so much bearable and lighter and Jennie was grateful for 
that. Just by looking at those soft brown orbs was enough to make 
her feel like she can do greater things. But kissing Lisa in public? 
That was a mistake. Not that she regretted one bit of it because she 
didn't; she loved every second of it, in fact. She loved kissing Lisa. 
She loved how those plump lips taste on her mouth. But she should 
have known better that it was a public place and no matter how 
seemingly safe and secluded that spot was from the prying eyes, 
anyone could still chanced upon them and anyone could take a snap 
of them kissing and make a big a deal out of it. And claiming Lisa in 
front of Irene last night was another mistake. Something that she 
had done out of unchecked emotions and-- 

"Oh my god, Chu! Irene!" Jennie suddenly yelled so loud that 
Jisoo had to quickly step on the brake so hard her tires screeched so 
loudly against the hard pavement and it earned her disapproving 
and worried looks from the pedestrians outside. 

"What? Where?" Jisoo asked, looking around the semi-crowded 
street, expecting to see a familiar face. But all Jisoo could see were 
the faces of the onlookers looking and pointing at them like they 
did something horrible. 

"I mean, do you think it was Irene?" Jennie asked, her cat-like 
eyes popping out like she had just uncovered a mystery. 

"It was what Irene?" Jisoo asked, a hint of restrained annoyance 
was on her voice but mainly because the car behind them was 
honking so loud and persistently, it was catching everyone's 
attention. "Please don't do that again, Jendeuk. You're going to get 
us killed," she said with gritted teeth as she started the engine and 
resumed their pace, but not without throwing dirty looks on the 
rearview mirror. 

"Sorry," Jennie muttered, although sounding less apologetic. Her 
mind was already preoccupied with the thoughts of Irene and her 
possible partaking of outing Lisa and her. "The 'reliable source’ the 
article mentioned, Chu. Do you think it was Irene?" she asked. 

Jisoo gave the notion a thought. She spent the next couple of 
minutes driving in silence. Jennie beside her was growing 
impatient. Jisoo didn't say anything until the next stoplight. 

"Depends on how she and Lisa had gotten close last night and 
how drunk Lisa was. Which she wasn't, by the way," Jisoo said. 
"And I don't think Lisa had slipped about her being a princess to 
Irene, Jendeuk. She obviously had been keeping it from everyone, 
even from you, and it's impossible that she would just open it up to 


Irene just like that. Irene could be painfully charming when she 
wants something but I don't think Lisa fell for that. Although, Irene 
may have told everyone at the party that you were pretty intense 
last night." 

"Yeah. That was a mistake on my part. I should've controlled 
myself," Jennie said, a little embarrassed. 

"You can't control yourself with Lisa around, in case you don't 
know," Jisoo smirked. 

"But I know, Chu," Jennie groaned. "I've been trying so hard to 
resist it, I swear. But she doesn't make it easier, to be honest. Those 
gaze..." 

Those gaze weakened everything about her, Jennie thought 
desperately. Her resolve, her thoughts, the bones on her body, her 
soul. She could honestly feel her whole being melting into some 
weird gooey, mushy something whenever she was blessed with 
those soft brown orbs; it was ridiculous and fascinating at the same 
time. It might even be the death of her one day, based on how her 
heart would race to frantic beats whenever she was put under those 
soft brown gaze. 

"Do you realize how big Lisa is?" Jisoo said. "Like, she's bigger 
than all of us combined, Jendeuk. It's scary and overwhelming, 
actually. The older Kims don't have a chance if they ever want to 
try to take her down. So, you have to brace yourself. They'll come 
after you." 

Jisoo sounded and looked worried because she had all the 
reasons to be. She was scared for Jennie and the would-be fate of 
her father's position in the conglomerate. Her dad spent his life for 
the company and the conglomerate and now that everything around 
them seemed to be hanging on a thread, Jisoo was worried. But 
Jennie seemed to have something else in mind at the moment that 
she needed to settle with Jisoo. 

"Is that why you were acting weird in front of her after finding 
out who she really is, Chu? Because if I haven't known you better, 
I'd probably have thought you were having a bad crush on Lisa back 
there," Jennie said with a funny look on her face. 

"Is that your jealous face I'm looking at right now?" Jisoo teased. 

"No," Jennie said with a straight face. 

Jisoo snorted. "I don't have a crush on Lisa, alright? I felt 
intimidated. You know me, Jendeuk. I don't get easily intimidated 
by anyone. Well, except maybe your mom because let's admit it, 
she's scary and intimidating. But Lisa..." Jisoo paused as she turned 
another corner. "There's a commanding aura in her that I've only 
finally noticed today. It's like it's always been there but I wasn't 
really paying attention to it because she was so good at overlaying 


it with something else. And like you said, those gaze." 

"Those gaze will be the death of me," Jennie commented with a 
huff. "I wonder what made her leave her home and change her 
name, though? I forgot to ask her a lot of things," she said. 

"It's those gaze. You forgot to ask her because of those g--Oh my 
god! They're here!" Jisoo muttered nervously when they turned at 
the next block and saw a group of people with cameras and 
recorders gathering in front of the black, iron-wrought high gate of 
the Kim mansion. Another group consisting of men in suits was 
trying to fend them off from getting closer to the gate. It wasn't a 
welcoming sight. 

"Mom will kill me," Jennie groaned with a look of repulse on her 
face while looking at the press group. 

"Should we turn around?" Jisoo asked, ready to do a reverse. "We 
can still turn around. They haven't seen us--," 

But it was too late. One of them had finally noticed their arrival. 

".-yet." Jisoo gulped. Her words were drowned by the fact that 
they were about to be attacked and bombarded with a throng of 
hungry press people. 

They recognized Jennie at the passenger's seat at once. The 
woman who first spotted them pulled the sleeve of a man holding a 
camera beside her and they both started to brisk towards their 
direction. And another followed. And another, until all of them had 
finally noticed Jisoo's car. And like hungry hyenas ready to attack 
and lurch forward after smelling fresh meat, all of them left their 
huddle in front of the mansion's gate and started running forward to 
the car. It looked like a scene from a zombie movie. 

Jisoo frooze on her seat. She just sat there with her eyes wide 
with fear and horror and held on to the steering wheel so tight as 
though her life was depending on it. She hadn't been in a situation 
before wherein she was about to be surrounded and possibly 
mobbed by a group of media people inside a car. Jennie, on the 
other hand, was already in a bad state. She was folding her hands 
on her lap, fingers interlocked tightly. She was nervous. She looked 
like she was ready to pass out. Her head was cast down, her now 
pale face was slightly obscured by the strands of hair falling on her 
face, shielding her from the incessantly blinding and flashing lights 
from the cameras even in broad daylight. She could feel herself 
involuntarily shaking and slowly suffocating. 

Good thing that the Kim security were composed of well-trained 
men who knew how to handle such situations expertly. Their agility 
to move fast and swift made them run past the rabid group of press 
and secured Jisoo's car in a jiffy. The men in dark suits quickly 
stood around in a close formation, like a human cordon, and 


shielded Jisoo's car before the media could mob them or even aim 
the cameras at them anymore. One of the security aide gestured his 
hand to Jisoo, encouraging her to start the engine again and to 
drive with just enough speed, while the Kim security still shielding 
them and holding off the press, until she and Jennie could reach the 
gate. And when they did, the high iron-wrought gate swung open 
before them, revealing a manicured lawn and a glass mansion 
gleaming majestically under the sun. 

Once inside the splendid landscape surrounding the vicinity of 
the Kim mansion, Jisoo drove on the concrete driveway, up until 
they had reached the front of the mansion, where another group of 
men in dark suit was waiting for them. All of them mechanically 
bent their bodies forward. They bowed at the sight of Jisoo and 
Jennie. Leading the group was Mr. Young, who immediately opened 
Jennie's door after taking a rather half-hearted and hasty bow. He 
looked anxious but still with authority. Another one pulled Jisoo's 
door open and gave another bow. 

"Welcome home, Lady Kim and Miss Kim," Mr. Young said and 
offered both of them another more polite bow. "Madam Kim is 
waiting for you at the library, Lady K--," Mr. Young paused at the 
sight of Jennie as she was unbuckling her seatbelt in an obvious 
lackadaisical manner. 

"She had a panic attack," Jisoo told the head of security. "I'll take 
Jendeukie upstairs and you stay here and deal with them. We can't 
have them disturbing the neighborhood all day, Mr. Young. They'll 
attract more attentions and surely Mrs. Kim doesn't want that." She 
was talking about the group of press who almost attacked them. She 
looked annoyed, Mr. Young could tell. 

"They've been here since this morning, Miss Kim. We tried to 
drive them away but they're stubborn and persistent," Mr. Young 
told Jisoo without meeting her eyes. 

"Do something about it or I'll call my brother and ask him to do 
your job instead," Jisoo threatened. Her nerves were still shaken 
from the experience she just had outside and it made her realize 
two things. That her father and brother were somehow right to 
insist that she should have a bodyguard with her anywhere she goes 
(something that she downright refused stubbornly) and she would 
never put herself in a situation like that ever again. 

Jisoo could mostly be nice and friendly. She could be sarcastically 
funny too, on some occasions. She was bright and sharp. Her 
father's men respected her for that. But when her jaws were set like 
how they were set now and her eyes looking sharp and piercing 
through Mr. Young, the head of security knew well not to cross the 
other lady Kim. 


"I'm sorry, Miss Kim," Mr. Young said with a bow as they left him 
beside the car. 

"Are you okay?" Jisoo asked in a milder tone when she and 
Jennie started to climb the marbled staircase in front of the 
mansion that would lead them to the front door. 

Jennie shook her head. "All these years of dealing with that kind 
of harassment, Chu, and I still feel ridiculous every time," she said. 

"It's not your fault. Come on," Jisoo said gently. She held Jennie 
by the arm, while her other arm was carefully wrapped around 
Jennie's waist. 

Jisoo led them towards the front door, where a group of a quartet 
was hovering over, waiting for them to reach the landing. And 
when they did, the quartet in dark suit bowed in a synchronized 
and mechanical manner and one of them pulled the door open after. 

"Good afternoon, Miss Kim and Lady Kim," the guy in army-cut 
hair greeted and pulled the door open, admitting them inside the 
threshold of the Kim mansion. 

The mansion with its immaculately gleaming marbled floor and 
elegant interior, as usual, felt empty despite the many security aides 
and household staff mocing around. Jennie hated that feeling. She 
hated how everytime she would walk past the front door, she felt 
like walking away from life, itself. She couldn't even remember the 
last time she had heard someone laugh inside its walls that it made 
her think that perhaps something had suck the life out it. No 
wonder she fell for the sunshiny aura that Lisa emits. She badly 
needed that kind of radiance at the moment, she thought. 

"There are too many of them today, did you notice?" Jisoo 
commented when they were already out of earshot. She took a look 
back at the door, where the quartet were talking among themselves 
and looking stern and alert. 

"The last time I've seen men these many hovering all over the 
house was when my dad died," Jennie said. "They're on full alert, 
Chu. They're making a big deal out of it." 

The 'it' Jennie was talking about was of course the article released 
this morning about her and Lisa and about Lisa's real identity. And 
she was sure that everyone in the mansion, including the household 
staff, had already saw the article based on how they would steal 
quick glances at Jennie (after they would bow at the sight of her 
and Jisoo) and would then avert their eyes somewhere else as 
though they were afraid of being caught. 

"Are you coming?" Jennie asked as they stood outside the library. 
Although, it didn't actually sound like a question. It was more like a 
plea, but masked with her futile attempt to look and sound as 
casual as she could. 


"Of course," Jisoo said before Jennie pushed the door of the 
library open. 

The Kim library was a cavernous room filled with books and 
ledgers and some other important stuff lining up the walls; a crystal 
chandelier was hanging above. Some days it was brightly-lit and 
filled with enough amount of sunlight courtesy of the huge 
mullioned window on the eastern wall, facing the perfectly 
manicured backyard of the mansion. Today, the huge curtains 
draping on the mullioned window were drawn close that it gave off 
a forlorn and depressing light. It gave off an impression that 
someone may have died and Jennie was yet to hear the news about 
it. Although, Jennie knew that it only was to prevent any outsiders 
from seeing anything that's happening inside. Security and privacy 
were the main concerns why the library was built and designed the 
way it was. 

Many important decisions for the company and the conglomerate 
had mostly been made inside the library. Jennie had lost count the 
number of times she had witnessed too many significant meetings 
and discussions that took place inside the privacy of the it. She had 
seen the Kim men parading in and out of the room, with their lips 
sealed and a stern look on their faces, bringing with them 
documents and whatnot. Her late father specifically asked a highly- 
expensive engineer from Europe to install sound-proof walls around 
it, so as to prevent any eavesdroppers from listening from the 
outside, considering the gravity of every discussions and decisions 
being made every time. It was also in the library that she had first 
discussed with her mother about Lisa and it already felt like a long 
time ago. Today wouldn't be any different, Jennie thought, except 
that things had escalated since that day she told her mom to leave 
Lisa alone. 

Jisoo offered Mrs. Kim a courteous bow. "Good afternoon, Mrs. 
Kim," she said. 

Mrs. Kim was sitting behind the table,with her back leaned on her 
seat and the mullioned window serving as a backdrop behind her. 
She acknowledged Jisoo with a slight nod but didn't take her eyes 
off Jennie. She had been notified, obviously, of their arrival. But 
contrary to what Jennie had expected, her mother looked relatively 
calm at the moment and it made her uneasy. 

"Why didn't you send Mr. Young to pick me as soon as you saw 
the article?" Jennie asked as she heard the door clicked and as soon 
as their eyes met. 

Jennie had been curious about it because she knew her mother. 
Any situation wherein or anything that would possibly jeopardize 
her safety and her position in the company, her mother would 


automatically send Mr. Young to pick her up, wherever she was. 

"I'm sure you didn't want that," Mrs. Kim replied coolly. 

Jennie frowned. "Yes, I don't. But I know you do, Mom. What's 
going on?" she asked suspiciously. 

"I didn't want to make a ruckus about this whole thing in public. 
Sending our men to get you at her place will only give those people 
outside more reasons to stick their noses on your affair. You don't 
want that now, do you?" Mrs. Kim said. 

"No," Jennie replied. 

"So, is it true?" Mrs. Kim asked. 

"About me being in a relationship with Lisa or about her being a 
Thai princess?" Jennie replied. 

Mrs. Kim raised her brows. "I'm not that stupid to still not realize 
that you're having an affair with her, Ruby Jane. You wouldn't have 
asked me to lay my finger off her, you wouldn't have asked me to 
stop setting you up to Yi Eun and Jongin and you wouldn't have 
spent the night at her place after you rushed to Irene's party last 
night if she's not special to you, would you?" she said. 

"What do you want to know, Mom?" Jennie asked, this time 
sounding a little exasperated. "Because if you'd ask me if I'm aware 
about Lisa's identity, then no, I don't. I am as shocked as everyone 
else. But we already talked about it and it didn't change anything 
between us," she said confidently. 

Mrs. Kim huffed. "Between the two of you, maybe. But between 
you and the board? Yes, it certainly does, Ruby Jane. I have been 
receiving calls from all of them since the article was released. 
They're not pleased. They demand an emergency meeting. They 
might as well demand your resignation if they're shameless 
enough," she said and raised herself slowly from the cushioned 
chair. She looked mad now. But not mad enough that Jennie was 
still standing on her ground, with her nose in the air and stubbornly 
meeting her mother's glare. 

"What were you thinking?" Mrs. Kim hissed, emphasizing each 
word with displeasure. "Kissing another woman in public when you 
know you're still tiptoeing your place around the company? I 
allowed you to date that woman. I stopped meddling with your 
personal affair. And all I asked from you was to not display your--," 

"My what, Mom? Say it!" Jennie demanded a little too loudly that 
it made Jisoo flinched beside her. 

Jennie was shaking involuntarily, but not because of the panic 
attack she had felt earlier. She had never had a row with her 
mother before. Sure, she got mad and angry and disappointed with 
her mom more times than she could count. But she would always 
choose to walk away, every time. She loved and respected her 


mom, despite the many misunderstandings. 

"And is that a crime now? Loving someone?" Jennie said angrily, 
now wiping away the unwanted beads of tears on cheeks. 

"No! But you must understand that there are consequences. You 
know that! This isn't New York where you can do whatever you 
please and people around you don't give a damn. This is your life 
now. This is Seoul! And Seoul is unforgiving to people like us; to 
people like you. You know that. Jisoo knows that. Don't you, Chu?" 
Mrs. Kim suddenly directed her eyes on Jisoo, catching the latter 
off-guard. 

Jisoo gulped and nodded. "Yes, Mrs. Kim," she said nervously. She 
now regretted why she was there and being caught in the crossfire 
between Jennie and Mrs. Kim. She had been regretting a lot of her 
decisions for the past twelve hours or so, it was starting to get 
ridiculous. 

"Or have you joined my daughter's little adventure, Chu? I was 
told you've gotten pretty close with a redhead?" 

Jisoo literally felt her heart dropped with a thud on the floor. She 
looked at Mrs. Kim with horror; the colors on her face drained out. 
The air in the library was suddenly hot but then she felt cold and 
clammy inside. She felt a lump on her throat. Words that she 
wanted to speak to defend herself but were stuck somewhere 
between her esophagus. Did her dad find out about Chaeyoung, 
too? Had he and Mrs Kim discussed about it also? 

"Leave Chu out of this, Mom! This isn't about her!" Jennie stepped 
in. She sheilded Jisoo from her mother. 

"Exactly!" Mrs. Kim spat. "This isn't about her. This isn't about me, 
either. This is about you, Ruby Jane!" She pointed Jennie. "You 
should've realized that before you go sneaking around and kissing 
some woman in that park!" 

"Lisa isn't just some woman, Mom! I love her! And it was dark 
when we were there," Jennie argued. 

"And yet somebody was able to take a photo and gave it to 
whoever is behind that stupid article. Think, Ruby Jane! I want you 
think. Did you see anyone that night? Anyone suspicious?" 

Jennie glare, her eyes were still pooling with tears out of anger, 
but did as she was told despite her silent protest. She tried to recall 
what happened that night. But all she could ever think about was 
the rainbow bridge and Lisa's lips on hers. And the wind. It was a 
chilly night. She would never forget how cold she felt when they 
got out of the car because she could never forget how it all went 
away when Lisa was holding her closer and started kissing her. It 
was...pure bliss. One that definitely had released her from herself 
because Lisa just knew how to switch everything off inside her and 


knew exactly how to push that one button to make her forget 
everything else. Her fears, her doubts and the list of never-ending 
worries that she had been dealing with since time immemorial. 
They would all go away once she's inside Lisa's embrace. Tye 
thought of it somehow calmed her down at the moment. 

"Think harder," Jennie heard her mom saying impatiently after a 
moment, urging her like it was imperative that she should. 

Think harder, Jennie repeated the words inside her head. 

There was actually quite a number of people she saw around the 
Banpo Hangang Park that night. There were those who were on 
their sweat suits, doing some laps around the park; some just 
briskly walking. There were also those who were riding around in 
bicycles. There were children, too; accompanied by adults, of 
course. And there were those who were just there and just simply 
hanging out, like them. There wasn't anything or anyone suspicious 
that night, as far as Jennie could remember. She didn't notice 
anything unusual at all, even after she and Lisa had decided to get 
back to the car because they didn't want to miss Chaeyoung and her 
band's set. 

Jennie remembered how Lisa leaned in for a quick kiss before 
starting the engine. And how she, Jennie, smiled after that and 
leaned back to her seat, happy and contented as she took one last 
look at the majestic rainbow bridge behind them on the side mirror. 
And then it hit her. Finally. 

"There was a car," Jennie blurted out. "Two cars, actually. They 
were behind us when we left the park." 

"Did they tail you the whole time?" Jisoo asked. She was curious 
and it was hard for her not to butt in, despite her apprehension 
with Mrs. Kim. 

"No." Jennie shook her head. "I mean, no, I can't remember. I 
wasn't really paying attention. We headed straight to the Orange 
after Lisa and I went to that park, Chu. That was the same night 
when Chaeng did something stupid, remember?" 

Of course, Jisoo remembered. How could she forget about it? It 
was the same night when she warned Chaeng about the potential 
scenarios after the redhead had put on a show in front of everyone 
at the Orange that night. It was also the same night that she felt like 
she could trust Chaeyoung Park, weird as it sound. Although, the 
redhead didn't have to know that. 

Jisoo nodded but with reluctance because she could feel Mrs. 
Kim's eyes boring on her and she didn't want Jennie's mom to 
realize that Chaeng and the redhead whom Mrs. Kim had just 
associated her with were the same person. Jisoo didn't want to 
involve Chaeyoung in this mess, as much as possible and realized 


that perhaps this was how Jennie felt about Lisa when Mrs. Kim 
had started asking about the Thai. 

Mrs. Kim never spoke a word, though, even when she was 
regarding both Jennie and Jisoo with her swooping gaze. She was 
just there, sitting at the edge of the polished table and her arms 
folded across her chest. She was listening; brows furrowed and her 
lips were tightly shut. And just when Jennie decided to look at her 
mom, Mrs. Kim was already pushing a button on the telephone. 

"Come up here immediately," Mrs. Kim told the person on the 
other line. 

Jennie knew that there was only one person inside the mansion 
whom her mother would speak to like that. There was a knock on 
door few seconds after and Mrs. Kim said "Come in!" in an 
impatient tone. The door swung open and there standing in the 
doorway was Mr. Young, who immediately bent his body forward at 
the sight of them. 

"There was a car," Mrs. Kim said without even waiting for the 
head of security to step inside the library. "Ruby Jane said she saw 
two cars behind them that night and I'm assuming that one of them 
was you and your men." 

"Wait! You were there?" Jennie asked Mr. Young in disbelief. 

"He and his men were there the whole time because I specifically 
told them to never take their eyes off you. I didn't want you 
wandering around on your own after I learned that you took a 
domestic flight to Tongyeon alone sometime in February," Mrs. Kim 
said and added," Yes, girls. I know about the little adventure you 
both had. Chu in her father's computer and you, my daughter, in 
Tongyeon," after she saw Jisoo and Jennie exchanged terrified 
looks. Her eyes lingered on Jennie. 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Kim," Jisoo said apologetically with a bow. 

"Your father thinks that you deserve a spot in his company, Chu, 
with that mind and talent of yours. So, why don't you use that and 
find that car for me?" Mrs. Kim directed her order to Jisoo and 
added, "All these men I'm paying for to ensure my daughter's 
privacy are proving to be inept, anyway." 

Mr. Young understood that the last remark was for him. He took 
yet another bow, lower than his usual, and muttered his apologies. 
He knew he failed to do his job, especially that night. One wrong 
decision from him had led all of them to this mess, especially the 
Lady Kim. 

"I don't want your sorry, Mr. Young. I want you to do your job. I 
want those people off the perimeter by an hour," Mrs. Kim said as 
she returned to the seat behind the polished table; she meant the 
reporters outside the gates of the mansion. "All of them." 


"Yes, Madam Kim," Mr. Young said and quickly retreated his steps 
and rushed out of the door. He meant to make up for his mistakes. 

"So," Mrs. Kim then said when it was just the three of them again, 
"can you do it, Chu?" 

"You don't have to do anything, Chu," Jennie told Jisoo and 
roundes to face her mother. "She doesn't work in the company, 
Mom. Besides, even if Chu can find ou--," 

"TIl do it," Jisoo interjected, accepting the challenge. "I'll do it, 
Mrs. Kim. I'll hand in the report before dinnertime. It's okay, 
Jendeuk. I want to personally find it out myself. For my peace of 
mind," she added when she saw the look on Jennie's face. There was 
something she wanted to do once she's at it, anyway. 

"Good. I'll call your dad and tell him to give you full access to his 
computer," Mrs. Kim said. 

"Thank you," said Jisoo. "See you later, Jendeuk," she whispered 
to Jennie after she took a casual bow and left the two women in the 
library. 

Jennie, still seething inside, walked over towarss the glass shelf at 
the farthest end of the book shelves. She picked up the bottle of 
Roederer and poured its contents in a glass. She could feel her 
mother's eyes on her, piercing on her skin, but she refused to lookat 
her. She was still upset. 

"I'm honestly surprised you're still wearing your clothes from 
yesterday, considering that you spent the night with her," Mrs. Kim 
spoke, breaking the defeaning silence between them. She didn't 
sound sarcastic or mocking, though. If anything, she sounded like 
she was just striking up a conversation. But even so, it still annoyed 
Jennie for some reason. 

"What now, Mom?" Jennie asked after she downed the 
champagne she poured in one go. 

"Don't make this hard for the both of us, Ruby Jane," Mrs. Kim 
said. 

"For the both of us?" Jennie repeated the words bitterly. "You're 
making this hard for me, Mom. I took the position against my will 
because I wanted to be my own person." 

"And you did, didn't you?" Mrs. Kim replied. 

"Putting men to follow me wherever I go isn't exactly giving me 
the freedom to be my own person, Mom. Asking my bestfriend to do 
a job because your men failed you isn't helping either, actually," 
Jennie said hotly. 

"I allowed you to date Lisa. I let you go sneaking around just to 
see her, even if it's against my will. This wouldn't have happened if 
you listened to me i the first place. And now youre acting like I 
made this happen just because I'm making decisions here for your 


sake?" Mrs. Kim said, throwing the printed copy of Lisa and Jennie 
kissing from the article. It landed on the carpet. 

"No, Mom. This wouldn't have been a big deal if you'd just 
allowed me to be who I am, despite me being a Kim and despite me 
being your daughter. Why did you think I left for Auckland and 
New York when I could just stay here and be the good and 
submissive daughter that you expect me to be? Because I wanted to 
grow and get away, Mom. I can't live my life knowing that I am not 
living it for me, for my happiness." Jennie's cheeks were now 
damped with tears. Her voice was cracking. 

"So, you wanted to be a stowaway like the Thai? You wanted to 
walk away from who you are by rebelling against the people who 
only want what's best for you?" Mrs. Kim said, her face was now 
flushed. 

"No. I wanted you to allow me to be happy, by letting me be," 
Jennie replied. "And please don't talk about Lisa as if you know 
everything, Mom. She has her reasons for leaving her home." 

"Of course. I'm sure she does. But how sure are you that this 
thing, that...that feeling...the things that you feel for her is love? 
How sure are you that it's not just something temporary? You're 
willing to risk everything you have and everything that your dad 
and I built for you for something that probably won't pan out in the 
long run?" Mrs. Kim argued. 

"I love her. I love Lisa. Or Pranpriya, whatever her name is. And 
yes, Mom. I'm willing to risk everything for her," Jennie said with 
her head help up high. 

"Love isn't everything, Ruby Jane. Your father and I weren't in 
live when we got married. But we respected each other and so we 
decided to be together. For your sake, for the company's sake. Love 
will fade in the long run," replied Mrs. Kim. 

"Dad used to tell me to be brave and firm especially when making 
decisions. He often told me to choose my happiness above 
everything else. And that is exactly what I'm going to do, Mom. I 
know you love me, I honestly do. I cannot ask you to risk 
everything for me, too. But I hope you'll be there, standing beside 
me when I fight back; when I fight for this. I know that love isn't 
always about rainbows and whatever. But I know what I want. And 
I want to be with Lisa while I continue to do my job as the 
president." 

"You do realize that they're coming for you, don't you? They 
couldn't touch Lisa because, let's admit it, she's got her whole 
country behind her, despite her running away from her 
responsibilities for the kingdom and her people amd we don't want 
to jeopardize the relationship between her country and ours. But 


you, honey..." Mrs. Kim paused to compose herself from breaking 
down. "They'll come for you. You have no idea how ecstatic Yi Eun's 
father must be feeling right now, now that he has all the reasons to 
throw you out and take over the company. I love you. Despite our 
many differences, I love you with all my heart and I will protect 
you as best as I could. But I cannot do that unless you cooperate 
with me." 

"What do you mean?" Jennie asked, her brows furrowed in 
confusion. 

"The Brueshweilers have called this morning. They wanted us to 
fly to Thailand as soon as possible. Although, Lisa's mother insisted 
that we--that is to say us and she and her husband, Marco--should 
wait until Lisa and her King father will have their talk," Mrs. Kim 
said. 

"What?" Jennie said. 

"They want to meet you but Lisa's father, the King, insisted that 
nobody leaves Thailand without sorting this whole thing out. I hate 
taking orders especially from people I don't even know, but I guess I 
have to give in or else you'll decide to fly alone and I cannot let you 
do that now. I won't give the press another reason to camp in and 
mob you again." 

"Mom..." 

"But you need to meet with the board as soon as possible. 
Although, we'll have to wait for Chu's report later. I think that it's 
going to play a major role in all of these, once we find out who was 
inside that car," Mrs. Kim said. "There's no need to thank me 
because I'm just doing my job as your mother and your father's 
wife. Now, please do your job also and make sure that you keep it," 
she added and picked up her spectacles to read some papers. "I need 
you to keep it." 

"Yes, ma'am. I will," Jennie said. She was still dazed and 
confused. Everything that her mother said hadn't sunk to her just 
yet and the only thing that was clear enough, as far as her brain 
had picked up on, was she was flying to Lisa's home soon. She 
couldn't wait. 


Chapter 49 


"Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Suvarnabhumi Airport. Local time 
is 12:30 AM and temperature is at 33°C. Please remain seated with your 
seatbelts fastened while we..." 

Pranpriya woke with a start. She didn't realize she had fallen 
asleep midway through the flight until she heard the voice 
announcement over the speakers. The wildlife magazine she was 
scanning aimlessly prior to her dozing off was still lying on her lap. 
It was still flipped open on the page where she left it, where a tiger 
cub zeawas staring at her. It reminded her of her cats, somehow. 

She stirred on her seat while making sure that her seatbelt was 
securely fastened while the aircraft was now running on the runway 
for parking. She checked the time on her watch. The tiny hands on 
her Rolex were pointing at twelve and six, like what the captain 
said on his announcement. If she would hurry, she could make it to 
Pathum Wan by three. Or she could check herself in to a hotel in 
Rattanakosin, which was more convenient because she would just 
be barely a kilometer away from the palace complex, should she 
finally decide to choose which of the two was a more reasonable 
option. 

Pranpriya was sitting on the single seat beside the small window. 
Outside, she could see the terminal and the tiny figures of people 
inside the large airport still bustling and moving about even at 
midnight. Which didn't surprise her at all because Suvarnabhumi 
Airport was one of the busiest airport in the world, which also 
housed the world's tallest control tower. 

"You might wanna loose the jacket, you know?" the man sitting 
on the seat next to the aisle said to her. 

Pranpriya thought she heard a bit of a sneer on his voice but still 
paid him a glance out of courtesy. After all, she had finally arrived 
in her homeland and they, the Thai people (herself, included) was 
known not to hold a grudge or whatever negativity they feel on any 
situation. 

Mai pen rai. 

"Yeah," said Pranpriya with a slight nod and brought her 
attention back again to the small window. 

Of course, it should be hot out there. Pranpriya wanted to tell the 
stranger but thought against it. The temperature in her country 


during the month at this time of the year was usually, if not always, 
hot. That even with a chance of rainfall, the reading would still hit 
as high as thirty-six degrees. No wonder the man was already in his 
curdoroy shorts, slippers and flower-printed shirt. He already 
looked prepped up to survive the heat already. He probably 
changed his clothes before descent, because he was wearing 
something thicker when they left Gimpo. Pranpriya wanted to tell 
him that his choice of fashion won't guarantee him of a sweat-free 
Thailand getaway. But then again, who was she to chastise when 
she, herself, was covered in a thick, woolen jacket, a cap and a 
mask. She looked like a complete joke next to him. 

Pranpriya did not intend to take her jacket off, though, even 
when she would surely drench in sweat out there, once she would 
step outside the gates of the terminal exit. Or her cap and the mask 
on her face. She planned to endure the heat until she would hail a 
cab and until she would reach her still-undecided destination. 

Travelling in discreet was a bothersome and it only made her feel 
like an idiot. It was stupid, really. She had repeatedly been telling 
herself that while she was glued on her seat, discomfitted and 
disgruntled, while everyone else on their cabin was moving about 
freely just moments after take off. She hadn't even touched her food 
or the wine being served on her accommodation, which she just left 
lying untouched in front of her before the cabin crew had collected 
them back, probably while she was sleeping. 

Although, her lack of appetite and her lack of desire to move 
about, free from whatever was stopping her from doing so, didn't 
have anything to do with her decision to travel discreetly, of course. 
It was actually because she grew nervous and anxious and scared. 
She had never been scared while travelling before until now. Not 
after she saw her own face in the wide screen back at Gimpo 
Airport, when she and the Park sisters (Alice and Chaeyoung 
offered to drive her to the airport) were walking around looking for 
something to eat before her check-in, upon Chaeyoung's insistence. 

The Korean news outlets were already picking up and running 
down on-repeat the released article about her and Jennie, and 
about her being part of the Royal family. They had been using the 
same images over and over-the silhouette kissing image of them in 
the park and the one where she was sitting on the passenger seat of 
her Impala and Jennie was driving away from the parking lot 
outside the hotel where Irene's party was held. 

The second image was a bit blurry and it looked like it might 
have been taken from a clip of a CCTV recording. But it was there 
and it was her and Jennie and the Koren media were already 
digging stuff, trying to locate her, trying to get to know more of her 


and their relationship. They even tried to contact the office of The 
Royal Household Bureau, according to the evening news "but no 
response, whatsoever," said the anchorman who shamelessly 
displayed his disappointment and later on showed a short clip of 
news vans and a group of press being forcibly fended off by a 
considerably bigger group of men in dark suits away from a tall 
gate, describing it as: 

"..the situation earlier outside the Kim mansion, where The Kim 
Group President and CEO, Jennie Kim, was seen today with the 
youngest daughter of the Kim Security and Surveillance Co., Jisoo 
Kim..." 

And finally, a short clip was shown where Jennie and Jisoo was 
inside the car, which made Prapriya's heart lurched forward and 
then plunged downwards, deeper into the pits of her stomach, after 
she saw how uncomfortable both Jennie and Jisoo looked under the 
bright camera flashes and was nearly mobbed by the press, if it 
hadn't because of the men in suits, who the anchorman said were 
members of the Kim security. 

Hence, she bought a cap and a cheap mask when they had passed 
by a merchandise shop at the airport, upon the advice of Alice. 
Chaeyoung's sister wanted to make sure that she was safe and free 
to move about and that nobody would recognize her. But the 
thought of walking around in her homeland with her face hidden 
under a cap and behind a mask was stupid. But Pranpriya had 
already decided that she won't take her covers off, until at least she 
felt safe to do so. 

"So, where are you heading?" the man asked casually without 
looking at her, as if he was only trying to strike a light conversation 
while waiting for the 'Fasten Your Seatbelt’ sign to turn green. 

Pranpriya knew that answering his question would lead to 
another question and then another and another and that was what 
she had been trying to avoid the whole time. She didn't want 
anyone to pry, especially the stranger who had been particularly 
eyeing her with curiosity and suspiciously eversince they both 
exchanged polite nods seconds before take off. Which she now 
regretted doing, by the way. 

Pranpriya heaved out a breath before saying, "Just...anywhere, I 
guess." She tried to smile and cursed herself after. She was starting 
to grow impatient when, thankfully, the seatbelt sign finally turned 
green-an indication that they were finally allowed to unbuckle the 
seatbelt, gather their luggage from the compartment on the 
overboard and head out to the exit. Three things that Pranpriya did 
as quickly as she could that from an onlooker's point of view, she 
looked like she was in a very tight schedule. She even looked like 


she was in a panic, which only raised more curiosity from the man 
on her left. 

Pranpriya pushed her way towards the door and unto the arrival 
terminal along with the other passengers. Her strides were sure and 
long. She had brought only a single bag with her which contains 
her small selection of clothes she had randomly picked from her 
closet, some wires and cables for her devices, her camera, laptop 
and some important documents, which made it easier for her to 
finally maneuver her way towards the gates in the middle of a pool 
of busy travelers walking to and fro the level, wandering about 
particular gates, worrying about papers and documents and 
catching flights. 

She was walking in haste towards and rode the escalators down 
to the lower level. But halfway, the stranger from her flight had 
caught up with her, to Pranpriya's shock and horror, and started 
chatting again like they were old acquaintances picking up the 
pieces where they left them. His breathing was jagged and he had a 
few beads of sweats peering on his forehead. He obviously rushed 
claiming his luggages on the belt so he could catch up on her. For 
what, Pranpriya had no idea. 

"You don't look Korean," he declared when he finally abled to 
squeeze himself between Pranpriya and a formidable-looking old 
lady. "You're not, are you?" he demanded and earned a 
disapproving glare from the old lady. 

"That's a rude thing to ask!" the old lady told him off, which he 
just completely ignored. 

"You look familiar, though," he continued. "I believe I've seen you 
before. I just can't remember when or where. I think I saw you on 
TV. Are you a celebrity?" he asked when Pranpriya didn't bother to 
respond. 

He had a set of pale blue eyes behind a thick round spectacles, a 
long, thin nose and a mouth covered in a curly beard the same color 
as his hair-copper brown with some streaks of gold and bronze. He 
was a couple of feet taller than Pranpriya but looked totally 
unintimidating due to his lack of muscles and his pale skin. And he 
was rude, nosy and persistent and he was starting to get under 
Pranpriya's skin and all she wanted at the moment was to get away 
from the stranger as soon as possible. 

They were nearing the escalator landing and he was still trying to 
squeeze a word from her as he was now asking her about cultural 
differences and racial issues after he decided that Pranpriya wasn't 
"white" like him and maybe she was "just another Asian woman 
pretending to be someone else who had the air of either someone 
important (because she was covered from head to toe) or someone 


ridiculous (because she was still covered from head to toe and 'I 
mean, I'm already sweating, right? Don't you feel hot, honestly?')" 
which Pranpriya only ignored as she moved three steps away from 
him. He was about to touch Pranpriya's shoulder to get her 
attention, probably, when all of a sudden, two men in dark uniform 
had placed themselves on his both sides as soon as they hit the floor 
landing and quietly but forcibly pulled him to the sidelines; 
oblivious from Pranpriya who was walking ahead without any idea 
that the stranger was being held. 

"What is this?! Is this how you treat a guest?!" were the man's 
angry words as his voice echoed across the floor and caught the 
attention of the midnight travelers around him, including the 
Princess’. 

Pranpriya paused on her steps and was about to turn around to 
see what was going on when a woman suddenly appeared on her 
left and said, "Don't worry about him, Your Highness. He will be 
dealt with accordingly." She was speaking in Thai in a low, hushed 
voice. 

"Wh-," Pranpriya opened her mouth to speak but the woman in a 
bun and in a dark jacket cut her. 

"We're here to escort you to your residence, Your Highness. 
Please keep walking until you see your vehicle on the parking 
outside," the woman said, looking ahead but casually showing the 
Princess her shiny royal police pin attached on the left side of her 
jacket. 

Pranpriya recognized the insignia at once as she had seen it too 
many times before. Her mind was already formulating a hundred 
different questions, one connected to the other, and she wanted to 
ask all of it to the lady royal police, who looked stern and 
commanding behind the guise of her relaxed face. But Pranpriya 
kept her silence, instead, and walked away from the scene, towards 
the exit gate. Along the way, the woman beside her was exchanging 
nods with the other stationed royal police hovering around-they 
were men with crew cut hair and were wearing the same dark 
jacket and by the look of it, the woman was the leader of their pool. 
They then joined ranks and flanked Pranpriya in the middle (one of 
them carried her luggage for her) so that their group of seven, the 
Princess, included, was parting the bodies of busy travelers on level 
one without meaning to disrupt their businesses. They were moving 
swiftly and in an orchestrated manner until they reached the gate 
exit and unto the wide parking area outside. 

Once outside, it didn't took long for Pranpriya to find her 
"vehicle" from all the other parked vehicles in the wide lot. She 
recognized the ivory Mercedes-Benz Viano the instant she laid her 


eyes on it. The modified van was one of the three cars she officially 
owned (listed and registered under her name by The Royal 
Household Property Bureau) which she was supposed to use for 
unofficial royal journey, like tonight; the other two was a Lexus and 
a BMW for her personal use. Beside the ivory van was a Nissan 
Teana and a Honda Camry, also in ivory colors. They served as 
vehicles for the royal police (for convoys and motorcades) on 
unofficial journeys, as well. 

One royal police, a tall man, opened the door of the ivory van 
and when Pranpriya stepped inside and ffinally settled in 
comfortably, they all bowed to her and said, "Welcome home, Your 
Highness!" in low voices. 

Her Royal Highness Pranpriya, still covered under the thick 
jacket, the cap and the mask, regarded her guards with only a slight 
movement of her head. She was grateful that she didn't have to 
move around Bangkok wrapped in covers like a fugitive anymore, 
but everything wasn't making sense to her just yet. 

The lady royal police then slid the door closed and then 
positioned herself on the front seat after giving out orders to her 
subordinates, while another guard positioned behind the steering 
wheel. The others had divided themselves to the other cars and 
soon Pranpriya was engulfed in comfortable silence and darkness, 
except, of course, the humming of the perfectly tuned sound of the 
van engine and the occasional beeping of her guards' radios. 

The privacy of the modified van, aided by the dark tinted glasses, 
gave the Princess the security at last. She then took off her covers as 
she was already dripping in sweat underneath the jacket despite the 
cold temperature in the interior of the van, as they started speeding 
along Bangkok main road. 

"What happened to him? The man at the airport?" Pranpriya 
asked the lady officer in Thai while unbuttoning her jacket. 

Although it was unusual for any royals to engage their guards in 
a casual conversation, Pranpriya was curious and she missed 
speaking the language, as she had been using Hangul for so long 
now. 

"We turned him over to the immigration officers, Your Highness," 
the lady police guard replied without looking at the Princess on the 
backseat but tilted her head a little to the side as recognition. 

"And how did you know I was coming?" asked Pranpriya after 
finally freeing herself from the jacket. 

She had been wondering about it ever since her pool of welcome 
party showed up at the airport terminal. She knew she hadn't slip 
about her flight schedule to anyone and the only people who knew 
about it were Alice and the Chipmunk. Surely, they hadn't told her 


mom about her coming home, had they? Because her mother was 
the only person she could suspect sending these royal police to 
come and pick her up on the arrival. Which didn't make sense, by 
the way, because her mother didn't have the authority to mobilize 
any unit without the consent of a higher official. 

"Your name appeared on our database, Your Highness. It had 
been a while since you last purchased a plane ticket. When we 
found out that you were traveling via the flagship, we proceeded to 
the airport immediately as soon as we have secured your flight 
details. The general thinks that it's better to wait for you until your 
plane lands so that you will not slip on our watch, Your Highness." 

"My name appears on your database whenever I purchase a plane 
ticket? Does that mean that you, guys, know exactly where I'm 
going whenever I fly?" Pranpriya asked. 

"It helps us track you once you're outside South Korea, Your 
Highness," the lady royal police replied. 

"And what does 'not slip on your watch' mean? I'm a prisoner 
now?" Pranpriya demanded and wondered if it was part of the 
severe punishment she would receive later on from her father and 
the parliament. She could already imagine herself locked in a cellar, 
with food rations and being tried in the court until they would 
finally decide what to do with her. And although she knew that it 
was a ridiculous notion, it still brought a chill down her spine for a 
second. 

"The general thinks that it's better if you will be escorted to your 
residence once you land, Your Highness," the lady royal police 
answered, "for your safety." 

"Which general?" Pranpriya asked curiously. 

"The general from the royal police retainers unit, Your Highness. 
He is acting under the direct orders of His Majesty, himself," the 
lady police replied. 

Of course, Pranpriya sighed as she leaned back on her seat. The 
royal police retainer unit was responsible for her father's security 
pool which had an estimated members of about a hundred thousand 
elite guards. Her welcome party of seven was only a speck 
compared to the mammoth numbers from her father's pool of 
security. 

Pranpriya wondered, though, if these seven royal police retainers 
escorting her were personally handpicked by her father or that they 
were recommended by a higher commanding officer for this 
assignment. Because everything would be up to His Majesty. All the 
decisions, all the plannings, all the important details-everything. 
After all, her father was holding an enormous power over 
everything in the country. But he couldn't guarantee the protection 


that Pranpriya desperately asked from him four years ago. 

"Can you take me to His Majesty's residence, instead?" Pranpriya 
told the police driver. "Please?" she added. 

"His Majesty intends to see you in the morning, Your Highness. 
For now, you must rest. The long flight must have tired you. Your 
staff is already waiting for you in the palace, as we speak," the 
woman on the front seat said. 

Pranpriya wanted to argue. She wanted to insist that she wished 
to be taken to the palace complex, where His Majesty was residing. 
But the lady royal police was right. She was exhausted, she realized 
after she gave a long yawn and her eyes started to sting, as if on 
cue. Her residence was miles away from the capital and she still had 
about a couple of hours before they would reach Pathum Wan 
district. 

"We will wake you up as soon as we reach the palace, Your 
Highness," the woman said reassuringly. 

Pranpriya nodded sleepily in the dark. "Thanks," she sighed as she 
adjusted herself in a more comfortable position on the elegant 
upholstery and draped on herself the jacket she just took off a while 
ago. And soon, the Princess drifted off to sleep with Jennie's face as 
her last thoughts. 

A white-haired man in a dark suit was waiting at the entrance. 
The butler was obviously notified of their arrival, so that when the 
three cars parked in front of the splendid three-storey architecture, 
he immediately planted himself in front of the doorway and waited 
for the Princess to finally step out of the Viano. 

Pranpriya admitted herself inside the premise of her residence-a 
European-inspired grand mansion built around 1920's and designed 
by an Italian architecture, that stretched along Payathai Road. Her 
royal police escorts and the butler were tailing behind her in an 
orderly fashion. 

"Welcome home, Your Highness," the butler greeted and bowed in 
a subtly tensed voice when Pranpriya paused and stood in the 
middle of the deserted grand foyer; a crystal chandelier was 
hanging from the high ceiling in the centermost of it, giving off 
sparkling light prisms around it, and a towering curving marble 
staircase was sweeping toward the upper floors of the mansion, 
inviting for a tour. 

"Thank you," Pranpriya said and managed to smile despite the 
fatigue. "How have you been, Lek?" 

Lek's face lit up at the sound of his name escaping from the 
Princess' lips. He was delighted to know that the Princess still 
recognized him from all the years that Her Highness had spent 
abroad. 


"I'm very well and pleased to see you again, Your Highness. It had 
been too long," the butler replied fondly. 

Pranpriya nodded softly. "Too long, indeed. But you look like you 
haven't aged, Lek," she commented with a smile as she looked 
around. "And so is the place..." 

"Thank you, Your Highness," Timothy beamed and bowed. "We 
have been maintaining the palace for your return." 

Lek was a short man. He stood a foot shorter than the Princess. 
He had a short white hair that parted in the midde and he had a 
small built. He was mild but very particular. He had been serving 
the royal house almost all his life and he was promoted as a butler 
right after the palace in Pathum Thani was gifted to the Princess to 
be her royal residence. 

Pranpriya regarded the butler gratefully after she explored her 
eyes at the high ceiling and spent a few seconds looking at the light 
prisms from the crystal chandelier and then averted her eyes to the 
curving marble staircase. "You've done an excellent job, Lek," she 
praised and started for the staircase. 

"It is my honor to serve you, Your Highness. Shall I alert the 
kitchen?" Lek asked. 

"There's no need. I'm tired and just wish to retire to bed. I 
apologize if I seemed to have kept you all waiting," Pranpriya said 
as she climbed the staircase. 

She was exhausted and fatigue was starting to overtake her body, 
despite the overwhelming thoughts running inside her head. 
Pranpriya didn't even have the energy left in her to appreciate the 
ornate details of the palace once more like the first time it was 
introduced to her-the molded beams and the stone carvings for 
buttresses that once intruiged her atop the pillars, the high ceilings 
painted in rich color the rich history of her land, the dark, cold 
marble floor that stretched like forever, the varieties of oil portraits 
and landscapes on large canvasses lining on the wall along the 
corridor, the ornaments and golden figures that were placed here 
and there to impose grandeur, royalty and wealth-and the fact that 
it was registered under her name for years now and yet, she hadn't 
spent enough days in it and that there wasn't even enough 
memories she could pull from her mind so that she can call it 
"home". 

Lek was walking quietly behind her, carrying her things but 
keeping a comfortable distance. And when Pranpriya finally paused 
in front of the massive teak door to her chamber-the biggest 
bedroom on the west wing on the third floor-she paused and faced 
the expectant Lek, who was looking all set to serve her and do her 
bidding. But Pranpriya only took her travel bag and her jacket from 


the butler's hand. 

"Thank you, Lek. I can manage from here," Pranpriya said kindly. 

"Rest well, Your Highness," Lek said with a bow. 

"You, too. And please tell the others to go to bed already. It's 
late," Pranpriya said as she turned her heel but paused, yet again, 
while holding the brass doorknob. "And Lek? Please don't wake me 
up later. And don't let anyone in my room. Thank you." 


The sun in Pathum Thani was already nearing its peak. The 
temperature was hot, as it had always been in the country. Life in 
the district was working normally. Students attending their schools 
and universities, scientists working on their labs inside research 
facilities. Pathum Thani had a very high concentration in education 
and focuses especially on the fields of science and technology which 
makes it an education and technology hub in the region. Inside the 
gates and the walls of the royal residence along Payathai Road, 
however, was a buzz of excitement and tension from the staff and 
royal guards. 

It had been too long since the royal flag was raised outside the 
palace-an indication that a high member of the royal family was in 
the building. The museum, in honor of the late queen mother in the 
farthest south wing had been closed to public viewing at the 
moment, to the dismay of the visitors who weren't notified earlier. 
A platoon of royal army, in their black-and-red uniforms, could be 
seen marching on the grounds and guards in grey uniforms were 
riding on horses patrolling the vicinity. A Rolls-Royce Phantom V 
could be seen parked near the entrance to the palace, gleaming 
proudly under the sun and on the far left of the estate were fifteen 
ivory cars, including a BMW and a Mercedes-Benz (they were cars 
used by the royal guards during motorcades), royal police guards 
placed on every corners with their radios. And inside the palace 
were servants and staff busying themselves to make sure that 
everything within the palace was in order, under the supervision of 
the butler Lek. Fresh daisies were placed on large vases, as they 
were the Princess’ favorite, and new sets of furniture covers were 
replaced and thick carpets were laid. 

Upstairs, inside the biggest chamber on the west wing, the hot 
midday sun hadn't yet invaded the privacy of the royal bedchamber. 
The thick, embroidered draperies hanging on the high windows 
were still drawn and the air-condition system was in its throttle. 
And there, on the huge bed, above the soft, thick silk covers laid the 
Princess with her face down and her long body in an awkward 
position. Her hair was strewn around her like a bright contrast 
against the dark covers. 


Pranpriya was still on her travel clothes-dark denim pants and a 
fitted dark top under the flannel jacket. She didn't bother washing 
up last night because her body gave in to fatigue as soon as her 
back hits the bed. She was still even wearing her socks on-her 
leather boots were flung carelessly near the bed footings and the 
Rolex still around her wrist was ticking in rhythmic motion. The 
soft sound that the watch was producing eventually woke her up, as 
her left arm was stuck between the huge pillow and her face. 

Pranpriya stirred above the soft covers. She had slept straight and 
now her head was mildly spinning. Her conscious was awake but 
she still hadn't willed her lids to open just yet. She wanted to 
cherish the silence and hoped, although not as desperately, that she 
could doze off back again. 

Just a little more minutes, Pranpriya told herself after she took a 
peek through a half-opened eye and saw the tiny hands of her 
watch pointing at quarter past eleven. It took her a couple of 
seconds before she remembered where she was. 

The room felt different from last night when she entered it. 
Waking up to a different bed after waking up yesterday to her own 
bed and next to Jennie felt weird and empty. The emptiness was 
punctuated mainly by the huge space left on the huge bed and the 
huge room that smelled of daisies. She missed Jennie's strawberry 
scent on her pillows. She missed those gummy smiles that greeted 
her brightly yesterday morning. She should've called Jennie before 
leaving last night, Pranpriya thought regretfully. Perhaps then she 
wouldn't feel as unmotivated as she was feeling at the moment. 

The room was quiet. She could hear muffled noises and 
undoubtedly hooves of horses prancing around from the ground 
outside but other than that, everything around her was still and 
quiet. She missed the noise Leo and Luca would usually make 
downstairs in the morning. All those running around and bumping 
on furnitures, knocking down photo frames and trinkets, and on 
seldom occasions breaking chinawares in the kitchen. She missed 
that and her heart ached with the thought of her two boys. But 
Pranpriya was confident that the Chipmunk won't starve them to d- 

Pranpriya gasped in horror and sprung up so suddenly she might 
have offended her tendons. She forgot to call Chaeng last night. She 
promised she would call as soon as she can. 

"Phone phone phone... Where is it!" Pranpriya muttered under her 
breath as she desperately searched for her phone under the sheets, 
crawling above the mattress, diving under the thick covers and 
finally retrieving her phone. 

"Is this how late you normally wake up daily?" a voice suddenly 
spoke that it startled and froze Pranpriya. She recognized the voice. 


She hurriedly jumped from her bed and almost lost her balance 
when her feet landed on the thick carpet. Her eyes were bulging 
wide with horror and shock as she looked straight into her father's 
brown eyes; her heart was beating madly and her throat had 
suddenly gone dry and she knew for sure that the colors on her face 
had betrayed her and left. 

The Prachao Yu Hua was sitting languidly on one of the settees 
few feet from the bedpost. Behind him was the high mullioned 
windows where the curtains of scarlet and silver were still drawn 
and on his left, a table lamp was lit. His legs were crossed and an 
open folder was resting on his lap. He was looking at his daughter 
with assessing eyes behind his clear spectacles. He was wearing a 
white suit and his short hair was combed like how he liked it-sleek 
and parted on the left, showing the beautiful streaks of fine gray 
hairs. There were lines visible on his face and he looked tired and 
had little sleep but he still looked as implacable as when Pranpriya 
had last saw him. 

"Well?" His Majesty said. 

Pranpriya wanted to ask what His Majesty was doing inside her 
bed chamber. She wanted to ask how long was he sitting on the 
settee and she most definitely wanted to ask why he was there. And 
she wanted to say yes, that she usually would rise late because most 
of the time she was at her lab working until past midnight. But 
when she opened her mouth to speak, all that Pranpriya could ever 
managed to say was: 

"I'm sorry, Your Majesty," and bowed in his presence, in an 
unsteady voice. She wasn't even sure what she was sorry about. Her 
heart was still hammering inside her chest and she was 
unbelievably worried about her hair at the moment because it was 
usually wild in the morning, like a ruffled lion's mane. Not that her 
father would give a damn about it, but she wanted to make herself 
presentable, at least. 

His Majesty raised his dark brows and regarded Pranpriya under 
his assessing gaze. There were creases on his forehead and he was 
looking at her with an odd expression on his face. 

"I came to join you for breakfast earlier but Lek was set not wake 
you up," His Majesty said. 

"I apologize, Your Majesty," Pranpriya took a bow once again 
while recalling in her mind the words she left with her butler before 
she went off to bed last night and hoped that Lek was not in any 
trouble. She had only arrived in less than twenty-four hours and she 
was perhaps already costing her butler his job. Unbelievable. 

"He said that you instructed him not to let anyone in but I 
imagined it would be tediously boring if I have to wait for you in 


the dining hall all morning," His Majesty said as he heaved himself 
up from the couch and started from the room. "Anyway, now that 
you're finally up, I need to alert him. I want you to join me for 
lunch and discuss about this later on." He showed Pranpriya the 
folder he was holding. 

"Your Majesty..." 

"I expect to see you in the dining hall in thirty minutes," His 
Majesty said and left the room, leaving Pranpriya in a state of 
confusion. 

His Majesty wasn't exactly what Pranpriya had imagined and 
expected he would be after the news broke out. She expected him to 
be disappointed, outraged and spitting words at her, blaming her 
and her stubbornness for what happened, which he wasn't and did 
not. Because as far as Pranpriya could tell, judging by what had just 
transpired between her and her father, His Majesty looked relatively 
calm. Not cordial and definitely not friendly but at least, calm. But 
then again, her father had quite skilled himself with masking his 
emotions with his "King face". That's what Pranpriya would often 
call his serious and not-so-serious-but-nonetheless-serious face back 
then. 

A minute later, there was a knock on the door and six maids in 
identical black-and-white uniform with gold trimmings in the edges 
came marching in, bowing as they paused in front of her. In their 
hands were baskets and trays of bath supplies-perfumed bath salts 
and soaps, bottles of shampoos and towels; one maid was holding a 
silver tray that bears a steaming cup of chocolate that made 
Pranpriya's stomach grumble and a sandwich with melted cheese 
oozing on the sides. She was hungry. 

"We're to attend to your needs, Your Highness," one of them said 
without meeting Pranpriya's eyes and then all of them had 
dispatched themselves to their designated responsibilities. 

Thirty minutes later, Pranpriya was sitting quietly across His 
Majesty on the intimidating long table in the cavernous hall. She 
was already scrubbed and bathed and smelled like vanilla and 
spring. She was dressed in a long, white sleeved gown that fits 
perfectly on her bodice and her long hair was tied up tidily behind 
her in a bun. She was wearing expensive stones on her neck and 
fingers-emerald and diamonds that were presented to the royal 
family. She looked gleaming and beautiful that it was hard for the 
servants not to pay discreet in-awe glances at her and only then 
would they stop whenever Lek would clear his throat as subtly as 
he could. 

A feast of local delicacies were spread across the table. Three 
large ornate brass candelabras were standing in-between the sea of 


plates and saucers, crystal glasses and silver bowls decorated with 
tiny elephants and flowers; steaming and releasing sweet, spicy 
aromas that filled up the entirety of the hall. 

Lek was standing proudly a few feet behind Pranpriya, waiting to 
be called, and servants in uniforms were serving each of His 
Majesty's and her plates food. His Majesty was munching quietly at 
the other end of the table and would occasionally glanced up 
towards Pranpriya who looked slightly discomfitted with the 
uniformed servants hovering around, willing to serve her. She had 
completely forgotten what it felt like living the life designed for her 
because she had gotten quite used to the independent life she had 
been leading outside the walls of the palace and outside her own 
land, that everything around her at the moment felt new. Pranpriya 
felt lost as she took a sip from the crystal glass filled with sparkling 
white wine that tastes bittersweet on the mouth, but otherwise 
smooth. 

"Your mother will be arriving later this afternoon," His Majesty 
spoke after a long while, after he wiped clean the corners of his 
mouth with the rich red napkin, where lotus flowers was 
embellished in silver and gold threads around the edges. 

"Why?" Pranpriya blurted out without meaning to and heard 
audibly enough the gasp Lek had took. Evidently, nobody in their 
right mind would dare talk impertinently to His Majesty like that. 
"Your Majesty," she added politely. 

"She wants to see you," His Majesty replied as he drank the 
contents of his own crystal glass. "And I invited her to join us," he 
added. 

"I mean, why here, Your Majesty? I thought we could meet at the 
complex?" Pranpriya said. 

"Your mother and I agreed that it's best if we should meet here," 
His Majesty said dismissively, as if it settled everything up. "Your 
stepfather, Marco, however, couldn't make it since he left for the 
Philippines early today for a food expo. So," His Majesty paused, 
"how are you?" 

"I'm..." Pranpriya started. She hesitated and settled eventually 
with: "Full. The food was amazing." 

Admittedly, what she just said was stupid but she didn't know 
exactly what to tell His Majesty. She was nervous that she might 
speak the wrong words and her father won't like it. Afterall, this 
was the first time since they had last talk, face to face, four years 
ago. Of course, she was edgy and anxious and the distance between 
her and her father was ridiculously wide that it somehow made 
talking a little awkward, with her every syllables bouncing and 
echoing across the stone walls. His Majesty, on the other hand, still 


looked calm. 

"Good. Your kitchen staff would be delighted to know that," His 
Majesty said and took another sip from his glass. "But, how are you? 
Did you have a rough time travelling last night?" 

"It was uneventful, Your Majesty," Pranpriya said truthfully. 
Because except with the stranger pestering her last night, nothing 
came close to being eventful. 

His Majesty nodded and gestured for Lek to bring him the folder 
he was holding at Pranpriya's room earlier. 

"This is a dossier of the man who your guards held up at the 
airport last night," His Majesty said after receiving the folder from 
the butler. He opened it and started scanning the pages. "His name 
is Mister Matthew Robertsons. Does it ring a bell to you?" His 
Majesty asked. 

"No, Your Majesty. I've never heard of him," Pranriya answered 
and wasn't at all surprised to know that someone under her father's 
command already did a background check about the man. 

"Well, he wasn't as dangerous as your guards thought he would 
be. In fact, his background is somewhat bland and boring. Still, he 
was posing as a threat to your privacy and security last night and 
the captain thought it was best to hand him over to the 
immigrations." 

"Captain, Your Majesty? You mean, the lady officer from last 
night?" 

"Your main security, Captain Pakpao, yes. You met her last night. 
She's one of the best in the academy-an elite, if you may. I chose 
her, myself, to serve as your personal guard and she has been 
watching over you for years now-," 

"What's that suppose to mean?" Pranpriya interjected, forgetting 
completely the formalities. The last information pricked her 
sensitivities. 

"It means that she has been traveling the world with you. 
Incognito, of course. You might have seen her face in passing 
without recognizing her. She has been reporting to me, keeping me 
tabs about your whereabouts. Except, of course, when you're in 
South Korea." 

"Meaning?" Pranpriya was now feeling hot in the face. 

So, she was being followed. All the while she thought she was 
free and that world was hers to explore as "Lisa" without the 
shadows of her truth following her. But she was apparently wrong, 
she told herself as she tried to recall if she ever did see the lady 
royal police's face somewhere in the countries and cities she visited. 
But her attempt was futile. She had been to engrossed with her 
photography and explorations and freedom that she hadn't been 


paying attention to the faces she had met along the way. 

"Meaning it was a mistake that I didn't send her to South Korea to 
watch over you while you're there. She then would have informed 
me about a certain Jennie Kim and she would've took out in an 
instant whoever took that photo. Then, we wouldn't have arrived to 
this. You wouldn't have traveled in discreet and you wouldn't have 
yet returned unless you deem it necessary." 

Pranpriya felt her heart plummeted down to her knotted stomach 
at the sound of Jennie's name. The moment that she had been 
anxiously waiting for has finally come. There really was no escaping 
it, she thought bitterly. 

"Don't give me that look, Pranpriya. I haven't yet asked anyone to 
do a background check on Miss Kim. I want to hear it from you 
first," His Majesty said calmly. 

"What do you want to know, Your Majesty?" Pranpriya asked 
coldly. She didn't want to discuss Jennie to her father, as much as 
possible. Not yet, anyway. And not in front of Lek and the servants. 

"The South Korean news agencies are having a field day eversince 
that article broke out yesterday. They seem very much interested to 
know about Miss Kim's personal life as they are about you..." 

"I didn't know she's a public interest until she told me a couple of 
weeks ago, after that night at Chaeng's bar, Your Majesty," 
Pranpriya said. 

"Was there any significant occurrence that took place that night?" 
His Majesty asked curiously. 

"It wasn't really that important, Your Majesty. But the people at 
the bar started showing interest after knowing that Jennie was 
there. Her security pulled us out and that's when she told me who 
she was," Pranpriya said. "Sort of," she added as an afterthought. 

"Their people seem to take interest in other people's lives, I 
assume, after you appeared and trended on their sites when a 
certain Miss Irene Kim posted a photo with you the night before the 
article was out," His Majesty said. He paused to take another sip 
from his glass that Lek had just refilled with his favorite wine. "Miss 
Irene Kim is, I assume again, another important person the way the 
people following her account showed interest about who she was 
wrapping her arms around with in a photo she shared on the 
internet that night." 

"I wasn't aware that Irene posted it until someone told me, Your 
Majesty. I have always been careful about my privacy and I haven't 
done anything intentional that would attract unnecessary attention 
from anyone. But it was a mistake on my part, I admit. I shouldn't 
have went to that party," Pranpriya said. 

His Majesty didn't say a word. He was regarding Pranpriya under 


his gaze from across the long table, occasionally sipping on his 
crystal glass. He didn't look mad. But he didn't look happy, either. 
He just sat there, with his "King face" and allowing the silence to 
take over the cavernous dining hall for quite a moment. Pranpriya 
could hear him drawing breaths despite the distance between them. 
It somewhat echoed across the stone walls decorated with canvases 
and ceramics that dated back to the 20's and on detailed oil lamps 
hanging on the columns that gave off orange lights. The silence was 
reverberating through the thick curtains embroidered with gold and 
silver trimmings and on the chandelier that drapes on the high 
ceiling. And it was starting to prick Pranpriya's skin, making her 
more anxious than she already was. 

"Why did you come home, Pranpriya?" His Majesty asked, 
breaking the silence and meeting his daughter's eyes, searching for 
the truth inside those soft brown orbs that reflected his own. 
"Surely, there's a reason why you decided to return in the country 
after you insisted that you wanted freedom four years ago. Am I 
right?" 

Pranpriya drew her breath before she raised herself up from her 
seat. She stepped to the side and took a few steps closer to where 
His Majesty was sitting. 

"I came home to apologize for breaking a promise, Father. As 
your daughter and as the Crown Princess, I apologize for disgracing 
you, The Crown and our people. I will accept the punishment the 
laws of our land will decide for me. All I ask, under your mercy and 
grace, that Jennie will be spared," Pranpriya said and took a bow. 

Her heart was pounding loudly. Her insides were quivering but 
she was determined to set things right, especially for Jennie. 

"We will have to resume our talk tonight over dinner. I invited 
important guests that would help me decide about this matter. 
Aside from your mother, of course," His Majesty said. He stood up 
and started for the door, leaving Pranpriya on the spot, crestfallen. 

Her doom was coming. Pranpriya could feel it as she watched His 
Majesty's heels turned and disappeared from the dining hall into the 
corridor. She couldn't even tell who was more pathetic. Her, who 
was still poised in a half bow, with the servants looking at her 
sympathetically or Lek, who was torn between following His 
Majesty or staying with her. 


Chapter 50 


"stock price dropped by at least one point nine percent margin after 
the news about the alleged romantic relationship between the Kim Group 
of Companies CEO Jennie Kim and Thailand's Crown Princess 
Pranpriya--," 

"Funny how they seem to show so much interest about all these 
and yet the market says otherwise," Jennie commented, her voice 
tainted with sarcasm. 

"It's not everyday that we get to wake up to a dating news 
between a company heiress who has been keeping herself away 
from the public eyes all these years and a royal who has apparently 
been running away from her birth right, Lady Kim. You two really 
are creating a certain dynamic unlike any others. The public is torn 
between loving it and incarcerate you both for it. Im other words, 
they're jealous," their family lawyer said and muted the volume of 
the LED screen. 

"No, keep that on. I want to listen," Jennie said. 

The woman with a short dark hair and wearing a thick, round- 
rimmed spectacles shrugged and pressed the remote button again 
and the voice of the anchorman filled once again inside the private 
jet. 

"Both parties have yet to release a statement about this shocking 
revelation and now the public, and probably the whole world, is on the 
edge as we all wait for the development of this story--," 

Jennie snorted. "They really should be using other photos by now 
if they want the public to be 'on the edge'," she said in a strained 
voice while her eyes were still fixed on the TV screen, where the 
photo of Lisa and her inside the Impala was shown. "It's been two 
days and they're still feasting over the same photos and running the 
same headlines. It's starting to become boring, if they ask me." 

"And yet, you can't turn that off so we can at least fly in peace," 
Mrs Kim commented nonchalantly as she busied herself with The 
Herald. 

They were flying inside the Cessna Citation Longitude, the family- 
owned private jet. With them were Mrs. Kim's personal assistant, 
the family lawyer, a unit of security aides and Felicity, the stylist 
from Gustav's clothing store, which Mrs Kim insisted that her 
service was essential to the trip. 


"I just want to know if they've already found something," Jennie 
replied defensively. 

"Clearly, they haven't or they'd be talking about it already. 
Besides, it's good news, really, because it only means that the Kim 
Security Group is doing its job blocking everything about you," Mrs. 
Kim said from the seat next to the aisle, recalling on the back of her 
mind how she issued grave warning to everyone on the KSG to 
clean up the mess or she'd have to fire all of them. "Anyway, that 
really shouldn't be your concern by now. You heard the news. Our 
stocks are down --," 

"And Lisa," Jennie interjected, ignoring her mom's comment 
about the stocks. 

"What about her?" Mrs. Kim asked, blinking as she lowered her 
spectacles just right at the bridge of her nose and threw Jennie a 
confused look. 

"They haven't found her yet, too," Jennie huffed. "She really did 
an impressive job maintaining a low profile all these years. It's just 
incredible how nobody have found out yet about her place in 
Hongdae -- I mean, it's just there and her name's outside her 
building for everyone to see -- and yet they're still clueless. It's 
actually funny," Jennie said as the corners of her mouth curved 
slowly while staring at Lisa's face on the screen. She missed that 
face. It had been two days and yet there was still no words from 
Lisa. It was frustrating her, but she chose not to talk about it with 
anyone. Not even with Jisoo who called her before the flight to 
wish her good luck and to inform her that she was to meet 
Chaeyoung later "to discuss things related to the situation." 

"Right. Well then, everyone is doing a great job ensuring that you, 
two, are safe and secured. For the meantime, of course, because he's 
correct," Mrs Kim flicked her head towards the man on the TV 
screen, "we are on the edge." 

"I can hear the repulse in your voice, Mom," Jennie chided as she 
changed her position -- from sitting sluggishly to finally raising her 
both feet up on the personalized upholstery. She brought her knees 
close her chest and propped her chin above it -- a position that 
earned her reproachful look from her mother. 

Mrs Kim sighed and removed her glasses. She still wasn't too keen 
to discuss openly about Jennie's relationship with the Thai princess 
because she hadn't yet embraced fully the idea of her daughter 
being romantically involved with another woman. But... 

"It's not that I don't like her, okay? Who wouldn't like her? I 
honestly believe she's an incredibly amazing person," Mrs Kim said. 

"You've met her once, Feli. What can you say about her?" Jennie 
interrupted and addressed the stylist, who once dressed Lisa for the 


Orange's Valentine's Party last February. It felt like long ago, Jennie 
thought. 

"She's very modest and quite charming, Miss Kim. And very 
pretty, too. Like I said before, she could be a model. But she doesn't 
want that, of course," Feli replied. 

"No. She said she doesn't want to be in the limelight and I get it 
now. She wanted to protect her privacy. It's the bargain she 
promised her father in exchange for whatever it's worth," Jennie 
said and realized how much she knew Lisa despite how they'd never 
really talked deeply about it. The thought somehow warmed her 
heart but did not alleviate her from the agony of not hearing 
anything from Lisa since the last time they were together. 
Somehow, it only made her feel worse. 

"Look, it's not about her character or who she is. It's the fact that 
she's a woman," Mrs. Kim continued but treading carefully with her 
words. "Which, of course, is nobody's fault and I'm trying not to 
sound like a homophobic mother here because I am not -- believe it 
or not -- but you have to give me enough time to process all these, 
Ruby Jane. It's not everyday that I get to wake up to a dating news 
involving my own daughter with a woman -- a royal, no less. I 
mean, I have known all along, of course; you had implied so. But 
it's quite different when it's thrown carelessly out there for the 
world to see. This isn't paradise. People will talk and they will 
judge. The society is ruthless and not so forgiving and as a mother, 
I'm just worried." 

Mrs. Kim wasn't too conventional as a person. She had been 
exposed to the complexities and the diversity of the world -- having 
traveled and seen the different corners of the globe through her 
eyes. But she was a mother and like every mothers who only want 
what's best for their children, she had always hoped that one day, 
someday, Ruby Jane would find someone befitting her status and 
would start a family of her own while maintaining and even 
surpassing the legacy of her father. 

The news about Jennie and Lisa -- or Princess Pranpriya -- was 
shocking to Mrs Kim, owing mainly to the revelation of who Lisa 
was. The Thai princess, Mrs Kim would have to agree, had done a 
great job with hiding behind the pseudonym 'Lisa' and had kept a 
low profile that nobody ever questioned her identity by playing the 
role convincingly. It was astonishing for Mrs Kim to comprehend 
how her people from the KSG failed to discover it when they did a 
thorough profiling on Lisa when she asked them to. Nor had the 
KSG found out who was behind the dating article and the leaked 
photos. It was disappointing and Mrs Kim was apoplectic. Good 
thing there was Jisoo and her efforts to solve the mystery for all of 


them, saving her father and his company from Mrs Kim's wrath. 

Mr. Tuan, Yi Eun's father and the company vice president was 
behind the desperate attack on Jennie, according to Jisoo's report. 
He had sent his men to follow Jennie around that particular night, 
hoping that he could find something that would help him depose 
Jennie from her position in the company and in the conglomerate 
after learning that Jennie squashed the idea of marrying his son, Yi 
Eun, and his wife's nephew, Jongin, who Mrs Kim asked once to 
appeal to Jennie. Mr. Tuan took offense that Jennie Ruby Jane Kim 
profusely declined two of the finest men in his family. 

It was highly disappointing for Mrs Kim because she had always 
thought highly of the Tuans and Mr Tuan, himself, was a man of 
intellect and integrity. But admittedly, though, thought Mrs. Kim 
bitterly after realizing the mistake that she had committed, it was 
mainly her fault. She had planted the idea on Mr. Tuan's head that 
his son, Yi Eun, was a perfect candidate for Jennie and that they 
would make such a powerful pair. That their family's union would 
mean a stronger hold in the company. The Tuans apparently held 
on obsessively to the idea that it obviously messed up their heads in 
the process. Which was why she couldn't put the blame on Jennie 
or on the Thai princess, at all. They were young and they were 
obviously in love. Of course, they would go out and do things that 
young and in love people do. No, the blame was on her and it 
should be her duty to clean up the mess that she had initially 
created. But not before she and Jennie would meet His Majesty. The 
King had clearly implied on his letter that decisions were to be 
made on and after the meeting. Whether it was for the good of both 
Jennie and the Thai princess, and as well as the conglomerate, the 
Kingdom and their respective families, Mrs Kim had high hopes. But 
she was nonetheless skittish. 

"I'm nervous," Jennie muttered to herself right when the jet hit a 
slight turbulence and was shaking a little. 

Mrs Kim caught the slight shiver on her daughter's voice because 
she instantly abandoned the paper she had picked up once again 
and said, "You've always been afraid of heights," obliviously but not 
unkindly. 

"It's not about that, Mom," Jennie replied and returned her gaze 
once again on the screen where, this time, the silhouette kissing 
photo of Lisa and her was displayed once again for the nth time 
(the lawyer beside her made a slight fidgety movement that didn't 
go unnoticed) as the newsman was now blabbing about a possible 
‘stronger and more personal, deeper alliance between South Korea and 
the kingdom of Thailand now that two of the most important women 
from the two countries have found each other in a strange but 


nevertheless spectacular way' but countered his own statement 
afterwards by raising a speculation of a staged romance between 
her and Lisa for whatever reasons he vowed he would find out. 

Idiot, Jennie conluded with disgust on her mind after she listened 
and rolled her eyes numerously at the man's words. 

"Of course," said Mrs Kim, nodding. "Of course, yes. I know what 
you mean and so am I. My nerves are actually literally shaking right 
now. Can you believe that? Your father would've known exactly 
what to do on situations like these and he would've taken this as an 
opportunity to forge a relationship that would benefit the company, 
no doubt. He was a wise man." 

"I'm seriously feeling sick right now," Jennie said truthfully after a 
momentary silence. And she probably did look sick because one of 
the crew quickly grabbed a glass of water from the pantry and 
offered it to her. 

"Please, I need something stronger," Jennie said, refusing the 
water. 

"Make it two," Mrs Kim butted in and the lawyer said, "Three," 
and soon they were served with glasses filled with a Romanée- 
Conti. 

The thought of meeting Lisa's father, the King, himself, was 
twisting and knotting Jennie's insides. She wasn't feeling normal 
eversince they left the hangar in Gimpo. She was feeling sick but 
she was sure it had nothing to do with her basiphobia. She hadn't 
heard from Lisa yet since the last time they were together and that 
was two days ago -- which actually felt like a lightyear already -- 
and she was wondering if the Thai princess was still stuck inside her 
apartment or was lost inside her lab downstairs in Hongdae or had 
already flown to Thailand according to plan. And although it was a 
relief on her part that the media or anyone hadn't yet discovered 
Lisa's place, Jennie thought it would have been a lot better if she 
had heard from Lisa before heading to Thailand. She wanted the 
assurance that going there and meeting the King was the best thing 
to do before she would address the issue in front of the board. 

Jennie had never been to Thailand. She'd figured before, years 
ago while planning her escape inside her bedroom, that if she'd 
have to leave in order to stay away from the microscopic eyes of 
literally everyone around her, she'd have to chose somewhere very 
far if she wanted to get away from Seoul. Hence, she chose 
Auckland in New Zealand first and then New York. Which did her 
great because she had grown so much as a person while being in 
those cities, even though she didn't fully find there what she had 
been looking for -- a home. The feeling of comfort and belongness, 
the security but with a sense of freedom with no one to tell her 


what to do and how she would live her every day. She huffed inside 
her head at the thought that she had been to places far and new 
only to have found a home accidentally, not in a place, but in a 
person. Lisa felt like home. Her warmth, her glow, her laughter and 
smile and those soft round orbs that would melt her every time. 
And she missed those entirely for the past two days that Jennie 
couldn't help herself but released a painful sigh after she took a sip 
from her glass. 

"You should catch some sleep," Mrs. Kim suggested after checking 
the gold watch on her wrist, mistaking Jennie's sigh as an 
exasperation from the forthcoming event. "We still have at least a 
couple of hours before we land." 

"I'm not sleepy," Jennie replied and asked, "How do we reach the 
place, by the way? I mean, the place where we would get to meet 
Lisa's father exactly? I've read that the royal family has many 
residences all over Thailand." 

"It says here, Lady Kim," Mrs Kim's assistant instantly pulled a 
parchment, the seal had already been torn, "that we will be 
welcomed by a party 'designed by His Majesty,’ himself, who will 
then take us to Pahr -- no, Pathum Thani; that's a province outside 
the palace complex, ma'am." She was reading the content of letter 
from His Majesty through his office, the gold royal emblem on the 
header was an intimidating sight. 

"Right. But does anyone else feel like we're about to be flayed 
once when we get there or it's just me? God, I'm so nervous!" Jennie 
groaned desperately, indicating the crew to refill her glass. "Please 
tell me exactly again why nobody ever thought of declining the 
proposition, Mom?" she finally let it out what had been consuming 
her eversince she was informed about the invitation. 

"What did you want me to say? 'Thank you. But no, thanks, Your 
Majesty. I hardly think meeting you is necessary.'?" Mrs Kim looked 
scandalized. "Besides, as anxious as I am right now, I still believe 
that this is a good idea. At least before you will address the issue in 
front of the board, that is. Those men will surely cut you open," Mrs 
Kim said. 

It was quarter past three in the afternoon. The sun was slowly 
descending on the west but was still glowing hot against the thick 
silvery clouds. Jennie spent the time watching the serenity outside 
through the small window beside her and wondered what Lisa was 
doing at the moment until her mind drifted to the fading red marks 
on her skin courtesy of the Thai princess' plump mouth, beneath the 
striped sweater she was wearing. It was incredible how fast things 
had unfolded after that night at Irene's party, she thought. Losing 
and finding herself again in some new dimensions that Lisa took her 


and finding out the truth unwillingly the morning after was like a 
movie playing on repeat on her mind for the last couple of days. 
Jennie didn't see any of it coming. Especially the part about Lisa 
being a princess. Because aside from all the amazing things that 
Lisa does and those stunning eyes and exciting lips and those hands 
that did wonders to her body, there was never an inch about Lisa 
that could've gave away about her secret. The universe, indeed, had 
a funny way of sneaking up on anyone. 

"I just wish Lisa would be there," Jennie whispered but enough 
for everyone to hear the despair in her voice. 


Outside the walls of Her Royal Highness' residence in Phayathai 
Road was a brewing scenario of some sort. The royal guards were 
forming a circle and closing in around the cream-colored Lexus near 
the gates of the palace, led by the lady captain. Captain Pakpao 
could be seen standing between the high iron gates and the vehicle, 
where inside, behind the steering wheel, was Her Royal Highness 
Pranpriya who looked set and stubborn. And crouching on the 
window outside the Lexus was the butler, Lek, who was imploring 
Her Highness to 'do what is right and necessary.' 

"I don't need a convoy tailing me around, Lek. It will only attract 
attentions and I don't want that. I'm sure His Majesty doesn't want 
that, either," Pranpriya reasoned for the fifth time, this time less 
calmer than her previous attempts. 

"I understand, Your Highness. But His Majesty will surely 
disagree with your decision to drive alone, either. At least bring the 
lady captain with you, please," Lek implored. 

"So that His Majesty can keep his watch on me? No, thank you. I 
prefer to be alone," Pranpriya said stubbornly, loud enough for the 
lady captain to hear. 

"I understand your predicament, Your Highness. But I will not 
step aside until you will concede. I cannot allow you to wander 
outside the gates all by yourself. We cannot risk anymore your 
security and privacy this time. Please allow us to do our job," 
Captain Pakpao implored. 

"You told me last night I'm not a prisoner," Pranpriya said, 
addressing the lady captain. She decided to take a different 
approach to the argument which had been lasting for the past half 
an hour or so already and had been wearing her patience thinner 
and thinner by the minute. 

"Yes, I did, Your Highness. And no, you're not, indeed," said the 
lady captain. 

"So, why don't you step aside and tell your men to open the gates 
so I can finally go out, Captain? We've wasted enough time 


already." 

"His Majesty's order is to not let you out of our sight, Your 
Highness. We are under his command," Captain Pakpao replied, 
maintaining her stance. 

"Please, Your Highness. Just bring the lady captain with you," Lek 
implored and persuading once again. 

Pranpriya heaved a frustrated breath. She knew this would 
happen. Returning to the country after she had capriciously spent 
her freedom for years to her heart's content outside the walls of the 
kingdom would, of course, bear consequences. There really had to 
be some balance in the universe, she thought bitterly to herself. 

Pranpriya stepped outside of the car but didn't switch the engine 
off. If she had to beg, then she would. But she was hoping that she 
won't reach to that point. It was embarrassing enough that she was 
surrounded by the royal army at the moment as though she was a 
criminal. 

"Look, with all due respect, Captain Pakpao... I know you're just 
doing your job and I assure you you're doing it very efficiently. I 
can tell because you are enjoying His Majesty's trust and 
confidence. But just this once, I'd like to ask you to let me off your 
watch." 

Captain Pakpao's expression softened by only just a little but 
maintained her stance. Her eyes, however, betrayed her as they 
flicked and met Lek's. The butler must have implored the lady 
captain without words because soon enough, Captain Pakpao 
breathed out heavily as if it was costing her painfully and stepped 
away, a bit hesitantly, from the hood of the car. She stepped aside 
and walked towards her. 

"I understand that you're not feeling good right now, Your 
Highness. But I implore that you understand, also, that I am just 
doing my job and that is mainly to ensure your safety, above 
everything else. I do not mean to hinder your freedom, I swear. I 
apologize if you feel that Iam," said Captain Pakpao. 

"I just need to get away, Captain Pakpao. Just for a while. I need 
to clear my head, I need to think and I can't do that here. Not with 
all of you looking after me. You can track me or whatever, I won't 
mind this time. I just..." Pranpriya paused and breathed, "I want to 
be alone somewhere. Don't make me beg, Captain," she said, but felt 
like she was already close to begging. 

"The Princess Mother will arrive at five, Your Highness. The 
guests, as I understood, are already on their way. His Majesty has 
ordered the kitchen to serve dinner earlier, which means that you 
can't not be here before dark. His Majesty plans to return to his 
residence later in the evening to accommodate the visiting state 


leaders from Europe," Captain Pakpao said. 

The Princess' face lit up after realizing that she just won the 
argument and Lek and Captain Pakpao could both agree, even 
without sharing their thoughts between each other, that it was a 
beautiful sight. It was like witnessing the most beautiful sunrise and 
that it somehow made their decision to defy the King's order worthy 
despite their cloud of worries and fright. They had never defied the 
King's orders, ever. 

Pranpriya nodded and said, "Thank you. I will be back before 
five," and immediately jumped once again inside the Lexus. 

The lady captain then signaled the royal guards to open the gates 
and allow the Princess to pass through. 

"I might as well start packing my things now," Captain Pakpao 
muttered after she and Lek both straightened up after the bow, as 
they both watched the tail of the Lexus disappeared on the first 
turn. 

"I'm sure that won't be necessary, Captain," Lek said in an 
unconvincing tone. For he, too, feared that it was the end of his 
family's long legacy in serving the royal family. 

"Well, it was nice working with you, Lek," Captain Pakpao said 
with a grim look on her face. "As long as she is happy," she added. 

"As long as she's happy," Lek repeated with a heavy heart. "Who 
are we expecting later, by the way, Captain?" 

"The Kims," the lady captain replied. 

Lek's mouth dropped. "You mean to say that Miss Jennie Kim is 
coming and Her Highness doesn't know?" 

Captain Pakpao nodded. "I hope Her Highness will make it on 
time. It's integral that she should be here when they arrive," she 
said. 

Her Royal Highness Pranpriya decided to drive around the block, 
aimlessly cruising around and looking straight ahead with her head 
full of worries and her heart heavy with burdens. It was actually 
scary, if she had to be very honest. She had thwarted her guards 
and she might have costed Lek (once again) and Captain Pakpao 
their jobs which wasn't her intention, at all. Her father would be 
livid. She was sure about it. But she'd have to deal with that later, 
she thought, as she passed by the Bangkok Arts and Culture Centre 
from which people were pouring in and out and the universe, she 
realized after her observation, had presented her something to get 
her mind off from the things that worry her. 

She immediately pulled on a curb and parked between a glossy 
red Mazda and an old model gray Honda, so as not to attract 
unwanted attention. Although, she was confident enough that no 
one would soon realize that the ivory Lexus was, in fact, a royal car. 


She then picked up her Rollieflex from the backseat, loaded it with 
a black-and-white 120 before stepping out of the car to submit and 
engage herself in the abundance of subjects before her. 

Once she thought she already had spent more than enough 
exposures before completely consuming the whole roll of Ilford, 
Pranpriya then drove further, passing by the National Museum and 
the Jim Thompson House. She did quicks stops and numerous snaps 
on the side of the street or when she was stuck in traffic at some 
point. Her expert fingers would quickly and automatically turn the 
knob after each shutter and adjust the lens if needed whenever she 
would find a fleeting moment she wanted to catch. Like when a 
pedestrian was crossing the street on the red light with her 
expression furrowing under the afternoon sun or a mother who was 
looking pensive with an excited child in tow licking popsicles; or a 
monk walking by with a certain expression on his face; the speeding 
cars that she blurred by slowing down her shutter speed; a group of 
teenage girls laughing about something, exposing their bright faces 
to her lens; the facade of an institution that stood proudly still after 
weathering the passing of years; an aircraft flying across the sky; 
and so on until she needed to reload the medium format with a 
fresh roll of film. 

Pranpriya missed it, she realized. The feeling of just being there 
and being part of someone else's life by just watching them and 
freezing the time through photography. It was one of the many 
things that fascinated her about it. The immense pleasure it was 
giving her after knowing that she had seen and captured something 
through her lens that would speak volumes about someone or 
something and the wide array of different perspectives it would 
receive once she would eventually present her pieces out there for 
the world to see and cipher one photograph at a time 

She wasn't born to lead a kingdom, she realized that many years 
ago, although she had never spoken about it to anyone. Or maybe 
she was, but her soul was just refusing to accept it wholeheartedly. 
It was evident on how she would detest rules and not submit herself 
to protocols. It was evident on how she could never see herself 
wearing a crown or ride on a palanquin and live in a palace with 
too many servants and thousands of guards serving under her 
pleasure and revered by her people. She didn't want all that. 
Pranpriya wanted to believe that she was born to tell a story, to 
capture life and the universe like how it was presented to her 
through her lens and to show it to the world one day. Her magnum 
opus was still out there, waiting and calling out for her. She 
couldn't be trapped within the walls of the kingdom and her wings 
clipped. 


Pranpriya then took her phone out from the back pocket of her 
jeans. She scanned and scrolled the screen endlessly until she finally 
found what she was looking for -- a perfect hiding place. Just her 
luck, Pranpriya thought gleefully as she started the engine once 
again and wasted no time. She found an escape. 

At five-thirty, the Cessna had descended and finally made its 
landing at the Don Mueang International airport in accordance with 
the directive attached in the letter of invitation, citing that it was 
closer to Pathum Thani and less crowded than Suvarnabhumi. 
Jennie had already changed in a semi-formal long-sleeved, knee- 
length white dress accentuated with thin black and gold linings on 
the edges and a belt around her waist. Her long hair was tied in a 
ponytail and her ears were adorned with black and gold chandelier 
earrings. Mrs Kim, on the other hand, was clad in a dark pinstriped 
formal attire that presents an empowered woman with infinite 
elegance. Their stylist, Felicity, did an incredible work dressing 
both women in such a way that no one would even dare question 
the beauty, the power and the elegance that a Kim possessed. They 
had to make an impression. 

"Ready?" Mrs Kim asked everyone but was particularly eyeing her 
daughter who looked wary but nonetheless set to impress their 
royal host. Mrs Kim thought that in that monumental moment, 
Jennie was an embodiment of a true Kim -- proud and beautiful 
with a glint of haughtiness, courage and intelligence on those sharp 
cat eyes. 

"Let's go," Jennie declared after she snapped the lock of her 
earring and everyone listened as though they were all waiting for 
her signal. 

The door opened and they emerged one by one in a systematic 
fashion. The flight crew first and followed by the Kim security 
personnels. They formed a line beside the ladder. The staff then 
followed behind Mrs Kim and then there was Jennie, who looked 
breath-taking in her Chanel white dress and luscious red lips and 
glowing skin that had she been closer, she could hear the collective 
gasps from the people nearby witnessing her pulchritude. Her 
attention, however, was on the faint burst of colors on the west as 
soon as she had set foot in Lisa's soil and began to wonder at the 
back of her mind if Thailand had always been this mesmerizing and 
mysterious or was it just her and her overwhelming affection for the 
daughter of Thailand. 

Their party was welcomed by a group of men in white uniforms 
and were wearing uniformed less-cordial look on their faces. A tall, 
lean man stepped forward and introduced himself as Sargeant 
Channarong from the Royal Security Command and proceeded to 


explaining to them that they were to escort them to Her Royal 
Highness Pranpriya's residence in Pathum Thani. Jennie's heart 
skipped a beat after hearing Lisa's name being spoken like a song of 
praise. It sounded so beautiful she could listen to it again amd 
again. She also wanted so much to ask the man if Her Royal 
Highness, her Lili, was in her residence to welcome them but 
contained herself with difficulty. 

Sargeant Channarong looked unfriendly with his eyes, a deep 
shade of brown, was casting each one of them a look that implied 
he meant business. He extended his arm to them and offered them a 
stiff handshake. Mrs Kim thanked him for his service, which he 
responded with a bow. 

"This way, please," Lieutenant Channarong said after the 
introduction and formalities. He was leading them to the parked 
vehicles only a couple of meters away from the jet. 

There were four cars. One was a Camry and the other was a 
Teana, both were in ivory color. The other car was a Mercedes-Benz 
clear windows that gleamed haughtily at them. Jennie and her mom 
were to ride the special car, with two from the royal guards on the 
front seat. Yhe family lawyer, Felicity, Mrs Kim's personal assistant 
were to ride the modified van along with the security personnels 
and a designated driver from the royal guards. They then set to 
Pathum Thani after all their luggages were secured. The Camry on 
which Sargeant Channarong was riding was leading the convoy. 

The ride to Pathum Thani was pretty much uninspiring. Jennie 
was sitting quietly alongside her mother inside the Benz that 
smelled of tangerine and mint. Their designated driver wasn't chatty 
at all and the only time he ever talked to them was when she asked 
politely how far Pathum Thani was from the airport, which took 
them quite a while to understand each other because the royal 
guard couldn't understand Hangul and he spoke little English. 
Which, Jennie concluded, was why he wasn't chatty. Her mom 
beside her, meanwhile, had been on her phone most of the time. 
Mrs Kim was busy keeping tabs on what's going on back in Seoul 
that it reduced Jennie to spending the time and the silence by 
looking out on the window, observing all she could the culture that 
was foreign to her. The setting sun on the west made the sky an 
endless canvass of blazing orange and pink. It was breath-takingly 
impressive that it completely took Jennie's attention until she heard 
her mom released an exasperated sigh for the third time. 

"I'm sorry, Mom," Jennie said and she meant it. 

"What for?" Mrs Kim replied distractedly. Her eyes were still fixed 
on the bright screen of her mobile phone, which illuminated on her 
face and made it glow in the dim inside the luxurious car. 


"I don't know," Jennie replied reluctantly. "I just thought you 
wouldn't be here right now if it wasn't because of me. I can tell this 
is taking a lot of somethings from you. You're tired, you're worried 
and you haven't been sleeping well," she said. 

Mrs Kim heaved out a breath and put away her device. She 
placed it on her lap and pressed the locked button so that they were 
embraced by the silence and the slowly-invading darkness courtesy 
of the growing dusk outside, disturbed occasionally by the luminous 
of lights shedding in from the streetlights and from the headlights 
of the vehicles they met. She sought Jennie's eyes and when she 
found it, she spoke so gently. 

"You know, I'd be lying if I'd say I completely understand the -- 
whatever it is that you share with her, that you feel for her," Mrs 
Kim started with an obvious difficulty. "But I know you, Ruby Jane. 
You're my daughter. You're smart and you're a strong, independent 
woman and whatever it is, I know you're going to fight for it. And 
you're the only one I have in my life right now. Of course, I'm here 
for you." 

Jennie was lost for words momentarily. Her mother had never 
said those words aloud in front of her for as long as she can 
remember. It was touching, how her mom had placed so much 
confidence in her that Jennie didn't know what to say, except: 

"Thank you," Jennie whispered. 

Mrs Kim didn't say a word but Jennie felt her mother's left hand 
on hers. It was gripping her and tapping gently on the back of her 
palm in rhythmic, comforting motion. And it was more than enough 
for Jennie. They weren't exactly open about how they feel for each 
other. Their relationship grew apart when she went abroad for her 
studies and it grew even more apart after the demise of her father. 
But right in that moment, surrounded by the growing darkness and 
the smell of mint and tangerine on the backseat of the royal-plated 
vehicle, with a man on the front seat who couldn't speak their 
language and as they speed past unfamiliar buildings and 
monuments and people, Jennie felt that their relationship somehow 
mended. And she knew it was now safe to drop all the pretenses 
and expose the fragility of her deepest soul. 

"I'm scared, Mom. I don't know what to say to him," Jennie said, 
her voice quivered slightly. 

"You have won his daughter's heart. You can win his," Mrs Kim 
said gently. 

"But what if it's not real -- this thing between Lisa and I? We 
never even really talked about it. Like, as in talked," Jennie said in 
panicky voice. 

"Honey, I don't have a vast knowledge about love. Your father 


and I married not for love. But we'd grown to love and respect each 
other eventually and then we had you and that's when I knew I 
needed to understand love. And there are no words for it. But you 
will know when it's real. You will feel it right here," Mrs Kim said, 
holding her hand close to her chest. 

Jennie, with her temporary inability to form and string words 
together, leaned closer and wrapped her arms around her mom. She 
was so grateful and she was hoping that the tightness of her 
embrace would convey the message she wanted to deliver. 

"I think we're here," Mrs Kim declared a moment later as they 
past by a tall iron-wrought gates and a magnificent view of a 
grandeur appeared larger and larger as they approached. 

The view was splendid. The three-storey palace, standing grandly 
in the middle of a large estate was suffused in glowing orange light, 
with steep rooftops and forward wings. The tall marble pillars stood 
proudly from the ground on each side of the elegant terraced steps 
that would lead to the front door. Cars were parked systematically 
on the east side of the parking and guards were stationed in units 
and horses mounted by men in red uniforms and tall hats were 
patrolling the vicinity. It exceeded Jennie's expectations. She 
couldn't believe that her Lili lived in such grandeur. 

Jennie and her mom's car came to a halt in front of the terraced 
steps, where two guards were flanking on each side with their rifles 
slanted on their chest level. The wide door at the top of the steps 
were flung open, teasing their eyes with the elegant view that was 
waiting for them inside. A man, small and wearing a tuxedo, was 
waiting for them at the bottom of the steps, He started strolling as 
soon as their driver stepped out of the car, walked around it to pull 
Mrs Kim's door open. 

"Ready?" Mrs Kim asked before stepping out of the car. 

"No," Jennie replied truthfully. She wasn't ready at all. She was 
shaking involuntarily. Her hands were clammy and her mouth was 
dry and her chest was constricting painfully on every breath that 
she takes. 

Her mom held her hand once again. Its warmth was seeping 
through Jennie's cold palm, providing her just enough assurance 
that it was okay before she would decide to pass out. 

"You'll be fine. You're a Kim," Mrs Kim said with such confidence 
in her voice that Jennie couldn't help but doubt even more. 

Mrs Kim swung gracefully her legs and stepped out of the Benz. 
Jennie then followed suit with her heart pounding loudly but stood 
firmly and proudly, imitating the same energy being displayed by 
her mom as she planted the pointy soles of her stiletto in front of 
Lisa's grand residence. She felt tiny, though, compared to the 


mammoth architecture standing in front of her, with hundreds of 
mullioned windows staring at her in silence. 

"Good evening, madams. My name is Lek," the butler greeted 
them with a bow and introduced himself in fluent English much to 
Jennie's relief. "Please allow me to welcome you to the royal 
residence of Her Royal Highness Pranpriya." 

The Kims responded politely by bending their bodies forward, 
offering Lek the customary bow they do back in their country. 
Jennie then smiled at Lek, which the butler recognized with a timid 
smile of his own. His eyes lingered for a moment on Jennie's face. 
Jennie thought Lek looked worried as he threw her furtive glances 
but she wasn't too sure about it anyway. 

"This way, please," Lek said and led the Kims to the stepped 
terrace and into the wide entrance. 

Jennie couldn't help herself but admire as she was finally 
admitted to the grand foyer of the palace and her eyes started to 
wander around. She was particularly impressed with the 
glimmering huge glass chandelier hanging above in the middle of 
the high ceiling, draping downwards like a huge glowing teardrop 
and two elegant marble staircase sweeping upwards and the high 
ceiling painted with ornate designs. 

Lek led them further to a corridor with lamps on each side of the 
stone walls that emitted orange light. He then paused in front of 
another door made of glass and dark wood and flung it open to 
reveal the elegantly-designed drawing room painted in rich colors. 
The room was filled with objects that depicted Thai culture and 
were placed strategically here and there around the room. There 
were images of the Buddha carved in stone, encased in glass boxes 
attached to the wall and spreading on the floor was a wide, thick, 
soft carpet in rich burgundy and cream colors and there, on center 
of the ceiling was another glass chandelier but only smaller than the 
impressive one in the foyer. 

Lek stood beside the door to allow the Jennie and Mrs Kim inside. 

"His Majesty and Her Highness, The Princess Mother will arrive 
shortly. Please have a seat, Miss Kim and Mrs Kim," Lek offered the 
long couch decorated with square pillows in different colors. 

Jennie and her mom obliged and chose to sit next to each other, 
separated only by a comfortable space between them, on the 
cushioned couch. Thereafter, three uniformed female servants 
paraded inside. One was pushing a trolley that bears silverware that 
emitted deliciously sweet smell of sweets and a delightful aroma of 
coffee. They then spread the variety of colorful and masterfully- 
crafted portions of small rice crispy cups filled with minced pork 
and shrimp; there were also steamy dumplings in floor-shaped; 


edible flowers and mango spring rolls; a basket of freshly-baked 
homemade cookies; cups of hot steaming Letorgol coffee and many 
others that most were unfamiliar to Jennie. 

Once the servants were done, they bid the Kims with a polite bow 
and soon left the drawing room. 

"Please, help yourselves," Lek said graciously. 

"Can I ask something, Mr. Lek?" Mrs Kim spoke for the first time 
since their arrival. 

"Yes, of course, ma'am," Lek replied. 

"What about our companions? I'm wondering where they are 
right now and won't they be joining us here?" 

"His Majesty wishes to speak in private with Miss Jennie Kim and 
you, Madam Kim," Lek replied. "As for your companions, there is no 
need to worry as they are attended to in the parlour, ma'am." 

Jennie on her seat, meanwhile, was fighting the urge to ask Lek 
the whereabouts of the Princess, as she had noticed Lek was still 
throwing curious and furtive glances on her direction. She knew in 
herself that Lek knew her and how she was connected to the 
Princess, without implying that he was judging her character. It was 
obvious with the way he would stare at her with a hint of 
recognition on his small eyes. She was nearly about to voice out her 
curiosity when a knock came and the door was swung open, 
revealing another man taller and older than Lek, with gray hairs 
combed in sleek fashion and a look of institution etched on his face. 

"His Majesty, Prachao Yu Hua, and Her Highness, The Princess 
Mother, have arrived," His Majesty's personal aide announced. 

Lek immediately placed himself beside the older man. Jennie and 
Mrs Kim, meanwhile, raised from their seats in synchronized 
manner, with Jennie's heart pounding so loudly against her chest it 
wouldn't surprise her at all if the rest of the room would hear it. 
Her mother beside her, however, already looked collected and 
dignified and ready to face what's coming. 

A moment later, a towering man in a crisp all-white suit, with 
neatly cut salt-and-pepper hair that parted on the side and eyes that 
looked exactly like Lisa's appeared on the doorway. The King 
looked impressive and impeccable as he strode inside the drawing 
room in a manner that could only suggest he was the most reckoned 
and sterling man in the room. The fine lines on his face spoke 
volumes of the power he yielded while his sealed mouth and the 
creases on his forehead would suggest the profundity and wisdom 
that he possessed. Beside him was a woman, whose height leveled 
His Majesty's shoulder, in velvety satin dress with her black hair 
combed in style and a large expensive stone on her chest and ears. 
The Princess Mother exuded a gentle warmth about her. Her eyes 


were small and kind and a tender smile was visible on her lips as 
she regarded Lek when she passed by him. She looked beautiful and 
regal with the way she carried herself graceful. Her face bore a 
semblance to her daughter's but Jennie thought Lisa had taken her 
features from both her parents. 

"Good evening, Your Majesty, Your Highness," Mrs Kim greeted 
the royal hosts in a voice Jennie knew was only reserved for 
powerful and the most important people her mother would revere. 
"Thank you for inviting me and my daughter, Jennie. This is such 
an honor." 

"I hope the journey did not wear you out, Madam Kim," His 
Majesty spoke in his diplomatic voice and offered his hand for a 
handshake. 

"Not at all, Your Majesty," Mrs Kim replied as she took His 
Majesty's hand and did the same ritual with The Princess Mother. 

His Majesty nodded as though he was satisfied with the news. His 
eyes then shifted and regarded Jennie a look of anticipation and 
curiosity. 

"Good evening, Your Majesty, Your Highness," Jennie greeted 
Lisa's parents in a voice not her own. She was nervous but managed 
to steady herself quite impressively despite the trembling of her lips 
and the shaking of her knees. This wasn't how she pictured herself 
meeting Lisa's parents for the first time. She had imagine all of them 
sitting inside a warm room or outside under a tree shade, dining in 
palatable dishes, talking and sharing stories of each of their -- Lisa 
and hers -- childhood. Of course, that was before the dating news 
broke out and Lisa telling her she was a princess. 

"So, you're my daughter's girlfriend," His Majesty said in a voice 
quite different from the diplomatic one he spoke to Jennie's mother, 
as he offered Jennie a handshake. 

It wasn't a question but it somehow made Jennie feel like 
supplying an answer was the best solution to signify the reason why 
she was there in the first place. 

"Yes, Sir. I am," Jennie replied, her voice surprisingly unfaltering. 
"My name is Jennie Kim and I am in love with your daughter." 


Chapter 51 


"Oh, shit!" Pranpriya hissed when she realized the time. She had 
been so absorbed with the film development that she had again 
forgotten to check the time, like how she usually would when she 
would spend the time inside her own lab back in Seoul. 

She gathered hastily and clumsily all her stuff, including the 
processed films still hanging on the line for drying and knocking 
things in the process. A wizened man with hard lines on his face 
that could go on forever and had beady eyes behind the thick 
glasses and a toothless smile greeted her as he looked up when she 
emerged from the curtained door. 

Pranpriya bowed to him with an embarrassed smile. In her arms 
was her Rollieflex which she cradled upside down while holding the 
rectangular bag of film canister on her hand. The envelope which 
she had kept the films she had processed successfully despite the 
senescent state of the lab and its materials inside were tucked 
between her armpits. She took a few pieces of baht from her side 
pocket which she had taken on the last second from her purse when 
she fled from her bedchamber earlier. They were the few bahts she 
had had exchanged at the airport before she departed for Thailand. 

"Leaving already?" the old man asked her, disappointment was on 
his eyes, giving the Princess the impression that it had been a long 
time since he last had someone on his shop. He was sitting on a 
high stool behind the counter, his back hunched and shuffling 
photos after photos that he spread on the countertop as though he 
was searching for a particular one. 

"Yes, sir," Pranpriya replied and tried to smoothed the bills before 
she offered it to the owner. "Thank you for letting me use your 
studio." 

"No, no," he declined the money, shaking his head. "You can pay 
on your next visit," he said with a smile. He obviously had no idea 
that he was talking to the Crown Princess, which Pranpriya was 
grateful for because she really didn't want to explain, either. 

Pranpriya sighed. "As much as I'd like to insist that you take my 
money, sir - I really can't right now. I'm late. But I will be back and 
pay you double, I promise," she said and gave the old man a low 
bow, thanking him repeatedly and then literally run to her car after, 
where she parked a block away. 


She was late. She was freaking late and her heart was drumming 
madly against her chest from all the sprinting that she did as she 
threw her stuff on the backseat and started the engine. Beads of 
sweats were rolling down her temple as she manoeuvred away from 
the Thammasant Alley and joined the evening traffic in the main 
road. She couldn't count the number of times she had sworn under 
her breath while blowing the horn, which actually was a futile 
effort to unstuck the Lexus from the traffic jam. It was frustrating 
her that she furiously made a mental note to address this kind of 
traffic to the Minister when she would find an opportunity - if she 
would find an opportunity. Because the way things were going, her 
chances on getting an opportunity with the Minister were slim 
mainly because she had to go through His Majesty, first and 
foremost. Which the chance of getting on his good side was even 
slimmer because, by now, she knew that her father and his council 
of men were already discussing how to castigate her for all her 
wrongdoings. The thought was depressing. It was the same thought 
that actually made her decide to leave the palace earlier. Although 
at the back of her mind, Pranpriya admitted she wouldn't be in this 
kind of situation had she not fled from the palace in the first place 
and had she taken her guards with her, as she should. 

Stupid. 

She was being stupid and like how Chaeng would tell her every 
time, she was reckless and impulsive and now she was about to face 
the repercussions of all her impulsiveness and recklessness. 

So stupid. 

She cursed herself again as she anxiously drove past the gates 
finally (the guards greeted her when they recognized her car) and 
unto the wide concrete driveway of the palace grounds, already 
decided that she was, in fact, ready to face whatever her fate might 
be tonight. She had contemplated about it after being stuck in the 
traffic for half an hour. 

The first thing that caught her attention was the King's Maybach 
parked and guarded significantly away from the rest of the cars that 
were parked methodically on one side of the grounds. Oddly 
though, Pranpriya observed that there wasn't any of the cars owned 
by the members of the King's Private Council. What she saw, 
however, among the many cars deployed for the King's guard's 
perusal, was her mother's car and the Benz from the Ministry. 

Great! Pranpriya thought bitterly. Now she had to face the 
Minister, himself. Or someone important from the Ministry. She was 
doomed, she knew. There was no other word for it. Inviting anyone 
from the Ministry could only mean there would have to be long 
talks about legal stuff. Perhaps they would discuss revoking her 


papers or whatever. Or worse, the diplomatic relations between 
their country and South Korea could be put in jeopardy. The 
thought made her feel nauseous. If she'd have to appeal her case or 
whatever, she would. But how she'd exactly do that, she didn't 
know. She angrily and hurriedly parked the Lexus right in front of 
the palace. The loud screeching sound was gratifying. A member of 
the King's guard came marching probably to assist her but was 
quickly waved off by Captain Pakpao. 

"Good evening, Your Highness," the lady captain greeted her as 
soon as she pushed the door beside her open. "You might want to 
hurry inside, ma'am. I'll attend to your car and carry your stuff to 
your chamber," said Captain Pakpao with a hasty look upon her. 

"Why? What's going on?" Pranpriya asked the lady captain, 
baffled. But the woman only slipped past her without providing her 
answers to her inquiries and immediately took over her place 
behind the wheel as soon as she stepped out of the car, leaving the 
Princess dumbfounded. 

"Your Highness!” the butler said loudly from the entrance. “Thank 
goodness you're back! Come! Come now!" Lek said while practically 
running down on the marble steps towards her, flapping his arms 
wildly on every steps, reminding Pranpriya of Charlie Chaplin 
because despite the obvious urgency, it looked comical. 

"What happened?" Pranpriya anxiously asked the butler when the 
small man finally made it in front of her. Her heart was pounding 
all over again against the cavities of her chest, it was actually 
painful. The worried look on Lek's face and the concerned look the 
lady captain had given her were definitely not a good sign. "Am I 
going to prison or something?" She was rambling as she and the 
butler were climbing on the steps towards the palace entrance and 
into the grand foyer where Pranpriya saw a group of royal guards 
manning the area. They bowed at the sight of her. 

"Not that I’m aware of, Your Highness. But you have to hurry up, 
ma'am. They're still in the drawing room," Lek replied, leading the 
way towards the corridor that would lead them to the drawing 
room. 

"Wait, Lek. Who's they?" Pranpriya asked while sniffing her nose. 
There was something curious hanging in the air. "My mother's here, 
isn't she? I saw her car outside," she said, her steps faltered a little. 

"His Majesty and the Princess Mother are with the guests right 
now, Her Highness," Lek said, his voice was still laced with 
agitation, among something else. 

Pranpriya nodded but her brows were still knotted in curiosity. 
She knew her mother’s perfume and it wasn’t that. There was 
something oddly familiar in the air but she couldn't define what it 


was exactly. "Did she look for me?" Their steps now echoed loudly 
on the deserted long corridor. 

"The Princess Mother immediately asked for you upon her arrival, 
ma'am. But did not say anything after learning that you went out on 
your own. She did not seem bothered, actually," Lek replied. 

Pranpriya was pleased. Expect her mother to pick her side 
always, no matter how wrong and bad her decisions were. But it did 
not answer her curiosity, though. And while her mother was 
unbothered that she went out alone, she, however, was bothered by 
the scent thay was sending her senses into spirals. Because she 
knew that smell but her imaginations could also be playing tricks 
on her at the moment. 

"What’s that smell, Lek?" Pranpriya couldn't contain her curiosity 
any longer. 

“Smell, Your Highness?” Lek paused and sniffed in the air. But all 
he could smell were the scents of the fresh flowers the servants had 
placed around the foyer and along the corridor. There was also the 
faint hints of detergents the servants used when gleaming the 
marble staircase this morning, but he was pretty sure it was feeble 
because he made sure that the servants would spray it with purifier 
after all the scrubbing. There was also the delicious smell of 
assorted sweets and spices coming from the kitchen — a promised of 
an extravagant feast later. 

"Never mind,” Pranpriya replied, shaking her head at the 
absurdity of her imagination. 

They were now striding on the long decorated corridor to the 
drawing room, their footsteps echoed across the hallway because it 
was that kind of looked eerie and it somehow made her feel like she 
was walking towards her final hour. Lek was now looking anxious, 
although he was doing an excellent job hiding it but it didn’t go 
unnoticed and Pranpriya understood completely. The situation from 
earlier and the fact that she was late must be costing Lek his peace 
and confidence in her. 

Pranpriya wanted to say something to alleviate the butler's 
predicament about and around her but she, herself, was as anxious 
as him, if not more. Her heart was beating faster and louder than 
ever as they were approaching the closed door of the drawing room 
and it honestly wouldn’t surprise her if Lek would hear it. And 
when Lek paused and wrapped his hand around the brass handle, 
Pranpriya drew her breath so loudly so that Lek hesitated and 
turned to her direction. 

"Shall I, Your Highness?" the butler asked thoughtfully. 

Pranpriya shook her head slightly. She raised her one hand as if 
telling Lek to wait as she tried to pacify the hasty beating of her 


pulse. And while she readied herself, she finally caught something 
on Lek's expression that she hadn't noticed upon her arrival. She 
knew something was up because a different glint could be seen 
visibly on the butler's eyes, even under the orange light courtesy of 
all the lamps on the corridor. She wanted to ask the butler to 
confide to her the identity of the people waiting for her inside but 
thought otherwise. Her staff and the rest of the palace staff were 
not allowed to gossip, especially around the presence of a senior 
member of the royal family. She had already put Lek's job in peril 
twice since her arrival on the palace and she couldn't add up 
another reason for his butler to completely lose his confidence in 
her. And so Pranpriya heaved out another breath while memorizing 
inside her head the words that she would issue to everyone inside 
the drawing room once she was admitted in, which consisted mostly 
of profuse apologies that she planned to address particularly to His 
Majesty, before she nodded her head once to the butler. It was now 
or never, she told herself. 

Lek rapped on the panel twice before he turned the handle and 
finally pushed the drawing door open, allowing the mixtures of 
sweet scents of coffee and late afternoon delights to escape like a 
preliminary welcome for the Princess, including the now-stronger 
scent of strawberries and flowers, adding more to the curiosity and 
confusion to Pranpriya's quandaries. Her thoughts wandered back to 
Jennie and the sweet taste of strawberry and flowers on Jennie’s 
whole being. She shook her head to clear it. She was about to face 
her bitter fate behind the closed door and here she was vividly 
recalling the images that took place on her bed two nights ago. She 
was hopeless. 

"Her Royal Highness Pranpriya has arrived," the butler announced 
with pride in his voice to the people inside the drawing room. 

Pranpriya could hear the shuffling of feet against the carpeted 
floor and the voices that died down immediately upon Lek's 
proclamation and suddenly remembered that she was only wearing 
a white V-necked top tucked inside a black denim jeans. She 
smelled of chemical from the senescent dark room and the strong 
tangerine odour of the car freshener that seemed to cling on her 
desperately. Her hair was tied in a clumsy bun and she hadn’t 
applied make up, except the faint amount of lipstick she hastily put 
on before she left her chamber earlier. She should’ve asked Lek to 
bid her some enough time so that she could have at least freshen 
up. Her father and his guest would surely be unimpressed at the 
sight of her and her chance of getting to his good side has now 
become really slim, she might just abandon her plan completely. 
She nervously heaved out a breath yet again, moved her shoulders 


in awkward circular motion and shook her hands on her sides 
because she realized they were getting clammy before finally 
striding and admitted herself inside the drawing room. She crossed 
the doorway, passing by Lek who gave her an encouraging nod. She 
chose a spot comfortable enough to give herself time to quickly 
scan the faces of the people in the room. 

She was expecting a large group. But instead there were only four 
people in the room. There was her mother in emerald dress, looking 
at her with a friendly and encouraging smile. The guests, 
apparently, were two women. One of them, the one who was 
standing directly in front of her father, had her back on her. The 
other woman in tailored business suit and had a haughty look on 
her and who looked Korean (which gave her the jolt and thought 
wildly if she was from the Korean consulate) with her small sharp 
eyes and pearly skin, gave her the customary bow when their eyes 
met. And at the helm of them was her father in crisp suit and a 
curious look on his face. 

She bent her head at the sight of his imposing figure. "Good 
evening, Your Majesty,” Pranpriya started. “I deeply apologize for 
keeping all of you waiting for me, Sir. I forgot the time and was 
stuck in the traffic and --," 

He waved his hand once on her, dismissing her but not unkindly. 
"No, you just made it on time. We were just talking about you. In 
fact, Miss Kim here was telling me something just now,” His 
Majesty said. He had a funny look hiding behind his sardonic 
expression. And out of all the words that her father had said, there 
were only a couple of them that registered to her and it wasn’t even 
that distinct. 

“Miss Kim?” Pranpriya repeated blankly, as though to clarify if 
she heard it right the first time. And as if on cue and as though she 
was waiting for that exact moment, Jennie turned around to face 
her. Pranpriya held her breath so sharply she might have offended 
her lungs. She could not believe her eyes. It was, indeed, Jennie. 
Her Jennie. Her Nini, in the company of her parents and another 
woman who looked as beautiful and as elegant as Jennie but only 
older and with shorter hair, whom she finally decided was Jennie's 
mom. She opened her mouth to speak but words failed her. Shocked 
was an understatement. She looked around and noticed that every 
person in the room was looking expectantly at her, even Lek who 
instantly bowed and retreated from the room. And suddenly, 
everything made sense to her finally. What her father said at the 
table earlier at lunch, the lady captain and Lek’s behaviour when 
she arrived from her excursion and the strawberry and spring scent 
in the air. Jennie was here, right inside the comfort of her palace. 


Her palace. Never had she claimed the royal building as her own 
with seeming pride except now. All of a sudden, she felt the urge to 
flaunt it to Jennie Kim, to impress her. What a time for her to be 
this silly! 

Jennie's mouth curved automatically in the corner the very 
second their eyes met, completely disarming her. Jennie was giving 
her the same exact sly smile that she gave her two days past when 
she found her in the kitchen back in Hongdae, whipping up 
breakfast for the two of them after they had sex the night before. 
The thought of it was seriously giving Pranpriya the shivers and 
extreme palpitations that she found breathing testy at the moment. 

"Good evening, Your Highness," Jennie greeted Pranpriya in a 
very casual, almost business-like voice and bowed after. But not 
before Pranpriya caught nifty the smile that Jennie tried to 
suppress. 

God, the woman was putting on a respectable show for the 
benefit of their respective parents, Pranpriya thought. It was 
actually funny. The way Jennie tried to maintain a straight face 
when she greeted her nearly made her snort. It was a good thing 
that she flickered her eyes imperceptibly towards her father’s 
direction because he was looking at them both, particularly at her 
with the same curious, gauging look. His Majesty was probably 
wondering how she would behave in front of them with Jennie 
around. 

Pranpriya cleared her throat, also keeping a straight face. “Good 
evening, Miss Kim. What are you doing here?” she said as steadily 
as her voice could handle. But inside she was shaking. Her body 
was involuntarily reacting under Jennie’s gaze. Her heart was 
beating madly more than ever. Her senses were in full alert. And it 
dawned on her finally how empty she had been feeling since her 
return to the kingdom. Now, she felt so alive. 

"I invited them over. They're the guests I told you about earlier," 
His Majesty provided the answer in a matter-of-factly manner, as if 
inviting Jennie and her mom for dinner was completely normal. 

It was not. And a thought suddenly occurred to her. The taste of 
it was acrid on her tongue. She hated it. She suddenly felt like she 
was played at. Pranpriya suddenly thought it was unfair how Jennie 
looked affluence and beautiful and every inch elegant (while she 
was feeling tumultuous inside and smelled of chemicals) and even 
had the cheek to look at her like that. Like Jennie was wondering 
why she was surprise to see her there -- in Thailand, inside the 
privacy of her palace, in the company of no less than His Majesty 
and the Princess Mother -- along with Mrs Kim, and they were all 
looking at her as if the joke was on her. At least, that was how it 


seemed from her point of view because this wasn't exactly what she 
had been expecting to see. This was more than anticipating to stand 
before the Private Council or the Minister or anyone from that 
office while they would decide her fate. At least, she had prepared 
herself for that. Not this. Totally not with Jennie standing there 
with her cat-like eyes grazing at her intimately and affectionately, 
as though she was conveying to her the secret codes that only the 
two of them knew about, the ones they would whisper in the 
confines of their own world, and with those alluring rich red lips 
Pranpriya was sure was trying to suppress those gummy smiles she 
loved and missed dearly. The same lips that she had been dreaming 
day and night. And it was painful. So painful that she literally felt 
her heart plummeted downwards in spiralling slow motion. She had 
never felt so happy and crestfallen at the sight of Jennie, she 
realized. Because as much as she missed Jennie Kim so badly, 
Pranpriya didn't want her there. She didn't want to drag Jennie 
further and deeper into the mess that she created any more than she 
already did. That was what she told herself when she set out for 
Thailand. And it was the same exact reason that she hadn't been in 
contact with anyone back in South Korea, at least, while she was 
still unsure of her fate, including Chaeng, who she knew would kill 
her once the redhead would finally get a hold of her. And seeing 
Jennie and her mother tonight was absolutely not part of her plan. 
She didn't want them to stand witness to her castigation. That 
would be embarrassing. 

"Okay. But why?" Pranpriya demanded before she could refrain 
herself. "And why wasn't I informed and asked beforehand about 
this?" she asked, now completely abandoning her plans to get to her 
father’s good side. 

"The letter was delivered before we were informed that you were 
on your way home, sweetheart. We would've discussed and asked 
you about this had we known you were coming. His Majesty 
wanted to inform you earlier but he was afraid you would react this 
way," her mother interceded gently. The Princess Mother was 
already beside her without her noticing, reaching out and holding 
her gently on the shoulders as if subtly telling her to calm down. 

Pranpriya looked at her mother, seeking in those dark brown eyes 
the confirmation that it was the truth. Her mother nodded and 
smiled encouragingly at her. "Come on," her mother said. 

Her mother brought her to the party. And despite her reluctance, 
she realized she hadn't greeted formally the Kims, especially Mrs 
Kim who was studying her with those eyes that bear the same shade 
like Jennie’s at closer look. She greeted Mrs Kim in Hangul and 
offered her hand for a shake. 


"How are you doing, Your Highness?" Mrs Kim asked politely but 
cautiously. 

I'm--,” 

Confused would be the proper term to describe how she was 
feeling exactly at the moment, despite the elucidation that her 
mother gave her. She was confused about how things were planned 
and materialized without her consent, as if she wasn't part of why 
they were all there in the first place and as if it wasn't her residence 
they had decided where to gather. But if she'd have to be honest, 
her state of confusion was mainly due to the fact that she was 
standing beside Jennie and Jennie's scent was highly intoxicating 
and that all she wanted to do at the moment was to bury her face at 
the base of Jennie's throat and get lost in all of Jennie's glory. But 
she had to tone herself down, especially in the presence of their 
parents. 

".- good. Thank you," Pranpriya supplied. "I'd like to apologize for 
arriving late, Madame. I lost track of time. And besides, had I 
known that you and Jennie would be here, I wouldn’t have left 
earlier," she said after she subtly cleared her throat. 

"We understand perfectly, Your Highness. Thank you for having 
my daughter and me," Mrs Kim said. 

Pranpriya could only nod and smile because there really was no 
point pointing out to Mrs Kim that this wasn't her idea at all. She 
then shifted her attention towards Jennie, who was looking at her 
as though those cat-like eyes had been waiting for her attention. 
Because the very moment that their eyes connect for the second 
time tonight, Jennie’s face literally lit up and it was an appealing 
sight. Something that Pranpriya could no longer hold back 
anymore, along with her desire to have the South Korean heiress all 
by herself. 

"Tm sorry but can I excuse Miss Kim and myself, please?” 
Pranpriya said after mustering enough courage with her voice not 
faltering from all that’s going on inside her. “I just need to talk to 
her in private.” She was directly looking at her father for his 
consent. 

"Dinner should soon be ready, sweetheart,” the Princess Mother 
said. Pranpriya knew her mother was still on the mitigation mode 
between her and the King. Something that her mother had been 
doing all these years. 

"Yes, Mother. We'll join you, of course. I just need to talk to Miss 
Kim for second. Your Majesty?" She was now bravely asking her 
father. 

His Majesty replied with a terse nod after considering her for a 
moment. “Make sure that you and Miss Kim shall join us in the hall 


for dinner,” he said. 

“Yes, Sir. Thank you,” Pranpriya said gratefully. “Please come 
with me outside, Miss Kim,” she then told Jennie. 

Jennie nodded and turned to Pranpriya’s parents’ direction. 
“Please excuse me, Your Majesty. Ma’am,” she courteously said and 
told her mom, after, that she would be back in a short while. 

Once they were outside in the corridor and as soon as the door 
clicked closed behind them, their hands automatically sought and 
connected; their fingers laced affectionately without words spoken. 
Their steps were long and hasty and Jennie had to double her own 
so that she could keep up with the Princess’ long stride. None of 
them had spoken a single word even when they reached the foyer, 
except when Pranpriya told Lek, who they met along the way, that 
they would “be on the upper floor, Lek. In case you’ll look for us 
once dinner is ready. You’ve met Miss Jennie Kim, of course?” she 
said, which Lek replied with an bow. 

“Of course, Your Highness. And it is my honor to meet you, 
ma’am,” Lek told Jennie with an indulgent smile. 

“Your Highness...” Jennie muttered teasingly, as though she was 
rolling the words on her tongue and tasting the grace of it, while 
they were climbing the elegant marble staircase that would bring 
them to the upper floor. Pranpriya was a step ahead, leading the 
way, holding Jennie’s hand tightly as though she was afraid that 
Jennie might slip away from her anytime. 

“It actually feels foreign, to be honest,” Pranpriya said with a huff 
but not arrogantly. 

“It has a nice ring to it and it perfectly suits you, actually,” Jennie 
said pleasantly. “Where are we going?” she asked. 

The Princess shrugged and chuckled. “I honestly don’t know. I 
just want to take you out from there,” she said. 

She brought Jennie to the furthest room at the end of the corridor 
on the upper floor, but not before she allowed Jennie to marvel on 
the fine interior and the large canvasses that hung on the walls as 
they passed by and occasionally providing Jennie facts and trivia of 
her ancestry. It was a room previously owned by her aunt princess 
(the King’s sister) who had taken residence in the palace before her. 
It served as a study and it was bigger than what they had back at 
the mansion, Jennie thought, where high and wide shelves filled 
and stacked with books of different kinds and volumes occupying 
the walls. There was also a large telescope propped up in a tripod, 
standing in the corner beside the large window and some other 
assorted expedients and gears meant to use for academic purposes 
that could be traced back from previous decades or so. 

“Chu would love it here,” Jennie commented after she looked 


around and overwhelmed by the volume of books and other 
academic stuff that the study was holding. She was particularly 
impressed with the revolving miniature of the solar system 
displayed in the centremost of the huge table. She was eyeing it 
with utmost curiosity. 

“I bet she would,” Pranpriya said. She was studying Jennie 
silently. “Those are my aunt’s, by the way.” She pointed at the 
telescope and the miniature solar system. “She’s fascinated with 
Astronomy. In fact, she built a science museum in the province. The 
books, I believe, are part of her collection and I’m sure she already 
read all of it. They were actually entrusted to me on the day I 
inherited the palace but I haven’t touched any of them ever since. 
Except one book I found nesting on one of the drawers. It was about 
photography, which I learned was owned by my late grandfather 
and which I carry almost everywhere I go. It’s like a bible to me.” 

“Where is she now? Your aunt,” Jennie asked curiously. The tips 
of her fingers were now gliding smoothly on the spines of the books 
she was checking out. She wasn’t much of a reader, herself. But 
there was something nostalgic about old hardbound with their 
leather spines and the accumulated amount of dusts that clung on 
them. It reminded her of Paris and the old bookshops she would 
often pay a visit whenever she was there, just so she could find 
something she’d give to Jisoo when she returns home. 

“Last time I heard, she’s in London. Spearheading a scientific 
study about stuff or something together with a group of students 
she has granted with full scholarships. She’s a really brilliant, strong 
woman and I really admire her. I wish she’d inherit The Crown 
instead of me. She’s perfect for the job,” Pranpriya said. 

“You really don’t want it, do you?” 

“T don’t. I mean, I've known all along that I don’t want it. And the 
repulsive feeling of not wanting it had grown so strong lately that 
it’s what I can all think about after the news about us broke out. 
And it’s what I’m planning to tell His Majesty tonight in front of the 
Private Council or the people from the Ministry. I thought it was 
them they’d invited over for dinner. I did not, in my wildest 
imagination, expect to see you here,” said Pranpriya. 

“Your father sent the invitation on the same day the article was 
released, you heard your mom. I was informed about it when I got 
home that day, my mom told me. I didn’t approve of it because I 
was worried about a lot of things. I particularly asked my mom if 
Pd be spared from joining this trip but she thought I would need 
this before I go out there and face the rest of the board,” Jennie 
said. She was now starting to examine the miniature solar system 
on the table. 


“Tm really sorry I put you in this kind of situation, Jennie. Had I 
been completely honest about who I really am, this wouldn’t have 
happened,” Pranpriya said. 

“On the contrary, Lisa, this is all my fault. I mean, yeah, sure. My 
mom had a little something to do with it but this is mainly my fault. 
If I’m not Jennie Kim and if I’m not the daughter of my father, this 
wouldn’t have happened. They would’ve spared me this trouble,” 
Jennie said with a huff and proceeded to explain further after she 
saw the confused look on the Princess’ face. “Someone from the 
company wanted to get rid of me. I mean, not kill me, I supposed. 
Just, you know, to step down. He thinks anyone is more fitting to 
head the conglomerate except me - including himself, of course — 
and at some point, I honestly get him. I mean, they’ve all dedicated 
themselves and everything about them for the conglomerate most of 
their lives and I was nowhere. I tried to run away from it like you 
did. But my dad thought I deserve to have my shot. So, he declared 
me sole heiress even when I was nowhere. They, the boards, didn’t 
like it, of course. When I took the position, they were all less 
welcoming but they tried to be civil around me. What I cannot 
believe, though, is that someone was actually scheming to take me 
out of there. It’s crazy. Or perhaps it was due to the fact that I 
offended his male ego because I refused to marry his son and his 
wife’s nephew.” 

“His wife’s nephew? Did you mean—,” 

“Kai, yes,” Jennie nodded. 

“Huh,” Pranpriya could only huff. 

“The name still stings?” Jennie teased. “I’ve only met him once. I 
haven’t heard from him after that day when he came to pick me up 
from your place,” she said. 

“No. Come here,” Pranpriya said as she wrapped her arms around 
Jennie’s waist from the back and rested her chin on Jennie’s 
shoulder. “I can’t believe you’re here,” she whispered. 

“I can’t believe you’re here,” Jennie said and turned herself 
around to face Pranpriya, her arms automatically linked around the 
Princess’ neck. 

Pranpriya frowned. 

“T was worried about you,” Jennie said in a grave tone. 

“Pm sorry. I should’ve called, I know. But I thought it was best 
not to call or whatever because I might change my mind if I did and 
I shouldn’t because it would’ve only made things worse for us 
both,” Pranpriya said apologetically. 

“Hmm,” Jennie hummed. 

“Are you mad at me?” Pranpriya asked sheepishly. 

“With a battalion of royal guards outside ready for your disposal 


and your parents downstairs, I don’t think I’m even allowed to 
scowl at you right now, Your Highness,” Jennie said playfully. 

“Nini, I’m serious,” Pranpriya groaned desperately. 

“So am I. This is seriously overwhelming, Lisa,” Jennie replied 
and paused. “I can still call you Lisa, right? Or do I need to curtsy 
now?” she asked. 

Pranpriya scowled. “You can call me anything you like and no, 
you don’t have to do that — not you, especially. Besides, we don’t do 
that here — not to me, anyway,” she said with a shrug. 

“Okay, then. In that case, you're still my Lili,” Jennie said 
brightly, finally showing Pranpriya those dazzling gummy smile. 

“What do you mean ‘still’? Pm always your Lili,” Pranpriya said 
with a pout. 

Jennie chuckled softly and said, “I know, Lili.” 

“Are we cool? You’re not mad at me, right?” Pranpriya said. 

“Youw’re not mad at me anymore? You seemed upset when you 
saw me earlier,” Jennie asked tentatively. 

“I wasn’t. But if Pd have it my way, I don’t want you here. Not 
because I don’t like having you here, but because I’m scared about 
what my father would do next and I don’t want you to bear witness 
to that. It’s embarrassing.” 

Jennie chuckled and muttered, “Don’t be cute,” before she tiptoed 
to plant a kiss on the Princess’ pouting plump lips. It was something 
that she had been yearning to do the very second she had felt 
Pranpriya’s presence as the latter walked in inside the drawing 
room. She missed her Lili so much, it was exhilarating how she was 
craving to feel her. 

Perhaps it was all that Pranpriya was waiting for — the invitation 
and the affirmation that they were okay and that it was okay to 
pick up the pieces where they left them. Because she needed that to 
moor herself once more. To ensure that she was still sane — and 
completely insane, at the same time — and to seek once more the 
home that she had found in those kisses and in the warmth of those 
embraces that were clinging to her like how she was clinging to 
them at the moment. And Pranpriya wanted to get lost once again 
inside Jennie’s realm. In those sweet strawberry and spring scent 
that was teasing her senses from the moment she stepped inside the 
foyer; in those soft lips that promised a blissful discovery worth 
exploring all over again because she couldn’t get enough of them; in 
the curves of Jennie’s waist and hips that mold perfectly on her 
hold; and in the smooth, delectable skin of Jennie’s throat as she 
ran her lips up and down and across and all over it and slowly 
grazing the sensitive skin behind Jennie’s ear with the tip of her 
tongue, eliciting Jennie’s senses until she finally heard the soft 


moans of gratification escaping from the chaebol’s parted lips before 
she covered it with hers once again. 

“They'll look for us, Lili,” Jennie asked breathlessly after they 
pulled away to catch some air. 

“Yes, they will,” Pranpriya said hoarsely on Jennie’s ear as her 
hands gripped Jennie’s waist to push her towards the edge of the 
table. “But I miss you,” she whispered and claimed once more the 
alluring lips waiting for her to devour. 

Inside the drawing room, the occupants were left with awkward 
eerie silence. Nobody dared to speak first, lest they draw attention 
to themselves. The two mothers had been exchanging polite smiles, 
one that didn’t reach the eyes. They had been avoiding eye 
contacts, anyway. So there’s really no way to tell. His Majesty, 
meanwhile, was on his seat, silent and contemplating. He looked 
brooding, but the Princess Mother was so used to seeing it that she 
found it normal but nonetheless portentous. Jennie’s mom was 
starting to get edgy. It would’ve been different if his husband was 
around, she thought, but condoned herself after. She should stop 
yearning for the dependency that her late husband could offer. And 
she shouldn’t have let Jennie leave, she thought desperately to 
herself. But what else could she do, anyway. She couldn’t have said 
no to Her Highness. 

“So.” His Majesty spoke finally, breaking the silence that Mrs Kim 
thought would last until their daughters would return. His word 
bounced on the walls like was pitched prudently so as not to startle 
the two women. 

“Shall I alert the Lek, Your Majesty?” Pranpriya’s mother said 
straightaway, ready to leave her seat. Mrs Kim was impressed with 
the grace the other woman was displaying. 

“Not when the two have returned. I should just cancel my return 
to the central tonight. The visiting heads of states will have to wait 
until tomorrow,” His Majesty said and turned to face Mrs Kim. 
“What are your plans, Madame Kim? I’ve been informed that the 
media in your country are still as vexatious as how they were when 
the news broke out two days ago? Any countermeasure being 
done?” 

Mrs Kim nodded. “My daughter thinks it’s starting to get boring 
and dragging, Your Majesty. Jennie believes, although she doesn’t 
say it, that the issue will soon die down if the media won’t find 
something more than what they already know. Our security 
company is doing all they can to block and hide every piece of 
informations that could illicit the media’s agenda on my daughter 
and Her Highness’, Sir. But we agreed that there will more assault 
to her character once she would address this issue in front of the 


heads of the conglomerate. And that what I’m worrying about. Pm 
afraid that Jennie might crumble.” 

“Your daughter is a brilliant woman, Madame Kim. And brave, if 
I may say so,” His Majesty said, looking genuinely impressed. “My 
daughter had never stood up to me like how Miss Kim did earlier, 
except when Pranpriya told me that she’s gay. That was the first 
and only time my daughter had been forthright about her intentions 
in front of me. I believe your daughter will handle it just fine — if 
not impressively — whatever is coming her way. You raised a fine 
lady.” 

“Thank you, Your Majesty. My daughter has always been proud 
and stubborn. Her display of boldness earlier was not surprising. 
Although, it did cause me to worry. I was scared that her audacity 
might have offended you, Sir,” Mrs Kim said. 

“Tt was remarkable, Madame. Hearing her say those words 
without an ounce of caution was commendable. She must have 
meant it. And as Pranpriya’s mother, I am beyond pleased. My only 
concern is my daughter’s happiness,” Pranpriya’s mother spoke. 

“While her candour is remarkable and all, it does not obliterate 
the fact that once Miss Kim will return home to South Korea, she 
will have to face a new series of attacks to her character. However, 
she is of Korean descent and a powerful one at that. The people will 
forgive her for falling in love with a woman. They have to, because 
Miss Kim is charming and brave and honest. My daughter, however, 
isn’t of Korean descent. Pranpriya will be a subject of news hoopla 
in your country. They will excavate whatever they can to 
disintegrate her character, despite her high ranking in the kingdom 
and despite her being my daughter,” His Majesty said. 

“T believe that the Parks are now forming a legal team to defend 
Pranpriya and protect her rights in Korea, Your Majesty,” the 
Princess Mother said. 

“The Parks are outstanding in the legal battlefield, of course. Mr 
Park, as well as Miss Alice Park are two of the most brilliant 
lawyers I have met. But I cannot jeopardize my daughter’s integrity 
anymore, as well as the Crown and the whole kingdom,” His 
Majesty. 

“What do you mean, Your Majesty?” the Princess Mother 
inquired. 

“We are untouchable here. Pranpriya will be untouchable here. 
We have a law that prohibits anyone, including non-nationals, from 
talking adversely about any members of the royal family. No one 
will talk deleteriously about her while she’s here. She will be well- 
protected and thus the future of the Crown. I say she should not 
return to South Korea anymore,” His Majesty decided. 


“That’s not your decision to make, Father,” Pranpriya said. She 
and Jennie were standing on the ajar door and they both heard 
what the King have said. She looked mad while Jennie beside her 
looked vexed. They decided to join them again without waiting for 
Lek to call upon them. 

“As a matter of fact, it is, Your Highness,” His Majesty said. “I 
have allowed you your freedom. I have allowed you to wander and 
discover and be your own person because that was what you 
wanted. And look where it got you? My decision to let you go five 
years ago was now compromising your character and the kingdom. 
I cannot allow that to happen again. So, as your father and the 
King, I have all the right to decide for you as well as the well-being 
of our kingdom.” 

“You cannot do that to me! I will not allow you!” Pranpriya said 
furiously and left. 

“Lisa!” Jennie yelled but it was no use. Pranpriya was already 
sprinting across the hallway, away from her and all of them. She 
was about to ran after her but His Majesty spoke. 

“Let her, Miss Kim. She will return,” His Majesty said coldly. 
“You and I need to talk in private, however. But not before dinner.” 
He stood up and started from the room, leaving Jennie and the two 
other women in contemplating but worrying silence. 


Chapter 52 


The sound of the cutleries echoed across the enormous hall. But 
everyone was silent, as though it was a crime to make the most 
imperceptible sound that even the servants looked like tiptoeing 
when approaching the long table, especially when they serve His 
Majesty. His figure was sitting impassable on the head of the table, 
his shoulders broad but obviously tensed and his jaws set. Among 
them on the table, the Princess Mother would issue casual 
commentaries from time to time, about the food and how amazing 
the chef was or how efficient the kitchen was, to try to engage 
everyone, especially His Majesty, in a conversation, which didn’t 
exactly pan out because His Majesty was mostly non-committal. 
Jennie thought the effort from Lisa’s mother was mainly to try to 
break the ice and she appreciated it so much that she would offer 
the Princess Mother a grateful smile whenever their eyes would 
met. 

Dinner wouldn’t have been as tensed, in Jennie’s opinion, had 
Lisa been there joining them in the cavernous dining hall. But no. 
The woman chose to sulk somewhere inside her enormous palace 
and from what she overheard from the hushed conversation 
between the butler and the Princess Mother before dinner had 
started, when the concerned mother was inquiring with worried 
look on her face, was that Lek tried to persuade the Princess to 
“come down and join dinner” repeatedly but was only responded 
with persistent silence from the other side of the door. Which door, 
Jennie didn’t know. But what Jennie was grateful enough for, 
however, despite the situation and despite her being on the edge of 
her seat while waiting for His Majesty to finally address her about 
the promised of a private talk with him, was knowing that Lisa did 
not leave the palace grounds -- was not able to, specifically -- 
owing, of course, to the fact that she was barred to do so by the 
King’s guards outside. 

Anyway, this wasn’t what Jennie had hoped would happen and 
had been looking forward to tonight. She had been hoping for a 
productive meeting with the monarchs by the end of the day, with 
the issues being addressed to and resolutions being laid out on the 
table. She was also hoping to spend more time with Lisa later, that, 
in fact, she was secretly anticipating that she would be given 


additional private tours in the palace, with Lisa indulging her of her 
tales when she was still just a young princess living in colossal 
palaces, before she would return to Korea tomorrow. But then 
again, Jennie thought she could never blame Lisa for reacting that 
way and for storming out after when they both heard what Hus 
Majesty had said. Especially after their talks in the study before 
they decided to go down and join their parents again in the drawing 
room. 

“I told your father I’m in love with you,” Jennie said, flustered in the 
face. She was catching her breath after pulling from the kiss that 
escalated rather quickly, with their hands all over each other and with 
the temperature rising and their hot breaths fanning on each other’s face. 

The piece of information caused the Princess to pull away altogether 
from the amorous locking of their arms, with a look of utter shock on 
her face and ultimately placated the fire they have kindled. 

“You WHAT?” Pranpriya was astounded. 

Jennie eyed her with curious interest for a moment and let a soft 
chuckle. “Not the exact reaction I was expecting from you, Lili. But yes, 
I did before you arrived. I honestly don’t know what got into me. I 
just...I blurted it out,” she said. 

Pranpriya whistled. “Wow!” she mouthed and brought her hands to 
her mouth. Her eyes widened like it was the most perplexed thing she 
heard today -- which, if truth be told, it was, indeed. More than coming 
home and seeing Jennie and her mom in the company of her parents. 
“Wow!” she said again, louder this time. 

“I know. It was stupid,” Jennie said weakly, looking mortified. 

“No!” Pranpriya was shaking her head vigorously. “No, that 
was...that was actually brave of you, Jennie. I mean, the fact that you 
just met him? Wow!” She was impressed by Jennie’s audacity. She 
couldn’t hide her disbelief, however, which Jennie had mistaken for 
disappointment. 

“You think so?” Jennie looked unsure. “Because I think it was 
impudent of me. I heard my mom gasped. I saw the look on your mom’s 
face. They both probably thought I’ve gone crazy,” Jennie said, shaking 
her head. “Which I probably was, now that I think about it. Thank 
goodness you arrived just in time or I would have just wished for the 
floor to swallow me whole.” 

“And what did he say? He didn’t say anything...unpleasant to you, 
did he?” Pranpriya hesitated. She was looking ready to issue an apology 
in behalf of her father. 

“Why do you hate him so much, Lili?” asked Jennie gently, instead of 
answering the question, as she reached out to wipe off the tiny smudge 
of lipstick on the corner of Lisa's mouth. 

“What? No,” the Princess said, surprised by the question and shook 


her head once again. “No, I don’t hate him, Nini. I just know him. He 
could be direct sometimes, that’s all. I’ve seen him done it a hundred 
times before. He calls it ‘doing his job’. I call it an assault to anyone's 
sensibilities," she told Jennie. 

Jennie raised her brows and smiled kindly. “He wasn’t callous, if 
that’s what you want to know. Nor did he say anything that could’ve 
offended my 'sensibilities' -- and thank goodness for that -- because that 
would be embarrassing,” she said with a chuckle and then her face 
turned into a frown. “I mean, he could’ve, right? He’s allowed to do that 
and no one would tell him otherwise because he’s the King. He can do 
anything, just like you said. He could’ve thrown me out for my insolence 
but he didn’t. He didn’t, Lisa. He just stood there and held my hand and 
gave me an almost sympathetic smile. At least that’s how it looked to 
me.” 

“Oh,” Pranpriya said in disbelief, her brows furrowing. “So he said 
nothing? Well, that’s news. He’s always have something to say when it’s 
about me. And what you told him was something he doesn’t get to hear 
on a daily basis. I’m sure it surprised him even when he’s not showing it. 
He can do that. He's good at masking his emotions." 

“Maybe. And he did say something, actually,” Jennie said. 

“You’re confusing me,” Lisa said with her brows more creased behind 
the fringes she wore neatly on her forehead. 

“Am I? I’m sorry,” Jennie tittered. 

"So, what did he say?" Lisa asked eagerly. 

"He said that it was a welcoming prospect, me being in love with you, 
but apparently, that isn’t enough to tame your defiant soul, he said, or 
you would’ve been there in the room with us instead of running away 
again. Something like that,” Jennie said. 

“Wh-- I--,” Lisa started. “No. No, no. In my defense, I did not know 
you were coming. Like I said back there, I wouldn’t have tried to leave 
had I known you and your mom are coming. And I did not run away. I 
just..." she paused and sighed. "I needed some air because it felt too 
much. You should have seen the look he gave me before he walked out 
on me earlier today and you wouldn’t have liked the way everyone was 
looking at me after that, Jennie. They were looking at me as if they were 
all sorry for me and I...I hated it. It was unnerving and the walls were 
suffocating.” She looked as though she was pleading for Jennie to 
understand her predicaments and believe her. Of course, Jennie did. 

Jennie gave her a sympathetic smile. “I’m sorry you had a bad day, 
Lili,” she said kindly. 

Pranpriya started to pace about the vast room. “It’s not just today. It's 
been bad eversince my return, you know?” she said with her back on 
Jennie, her voice resonating against the walls and the shelves and the 
high ceiling. The frustration was evident when she brought her hands to 


her face and dropped them again when she turned around to face 
Jennie. “I mean, it’s not like everyone here’s treating me badly because 
it’s contrary to that. And that’s exactly what it makes being here bad. 
I’ve been away for too long, hence I’m not used to having people fussing 
around me anymore. It’s weird, Jennie. It feels really weird watching 
them, seeing them with their calculated and meek ways of behaving in 
front of me. It feels like living someone else’s life and this place... this 
place is too hollow for me. And I miss my boys; I wish they’re here with 
me. I should’ve brought them with me when I left Korea but I was in a 
hurry. And I can’t call Chaeng to check up on them because I don’t want 
her to know that I’m having a hard time coping. She’ll only worry about 
me; I don’t want her to worry about me,” Pranpriya rambled. She had 
been keeping those predicaments to herself for days now because there 
was no one to talk to, save Lek who was actually showing himself loyal 
and faithful. But she couldn’t tell Lek about all of it because then it 
would only make the butler feel bad and she was done making everyone 
around her feel bad. 

Jennie inched closer o cling her hands around the curves of Lisa's 
waist. “I understand, Lisa. I really do. I was actually thinking of 
dropping by at your place and see how Leo and Luca are doing. But 
there’s the media watching my every move and I didn’t want to be the 
reason they find out about your place -- they’re looking for it 
desperately, by the way. They want to know how you’ve lived as a 
private citizen back there and undetected of being a royalty. I'm sorry," 
Jennie said. 

"It's not your fault," Lisa said. "And it's not like my cats are not used 
to watching me leave and entrusted them to Chaeng's care. But I don't 
know, I have been anxious and I've never been this anxious ever and I 
think they'll help me get through this." 

"But won’t you get them? ” Jennie asked, her voice laced with 
concern. 

“That's the thing. I don’t think I have to. Leo hates to travel and Luca 
-- well, that pretty boy is unproblematic, of course, and I'm thinking of 
looking for a female for him when I get back. For, you know, 
propagation. Once everything is sorted out and once I’m given an all- 
clear, I’ll return to Korea as soon as possible. I’ll be with them again and 
see Chaeng again. I'll be with you again and we can just leave this whole 
thing behind us.” 

The King’s decision to keep his daughter from leaving Thailand 
again and the way he came up with it without discussing it with 
Lisa first was selfish and offensive, in Jennie’s opinion. Just like 
how it was unethical of her mom to make arrangements to 
promised her hand to Yi Eun and Kai without even asking her if she 
even want to get married in the first place. So, of course, it was 


only understandable that Lisa had reacted that way, Jennie 
concluded, while listening to the train of conversations being 
exchanged between His Majesty and her mom, with the occasional 
supplemental commentaries from the Princess Mother, who looked 
as though her mind was occasionally drifting off somewhere else, 
and by somewhere, Jennie knew it was on the room where the 
Princess is sulking, and would smile and would held herself 
gracefully when being addressed to. The Princess Mother was 
obviously worried about her daughter. However, Jennie couldn’t 
tell if it was the same for His Majesty. For he and her mom were 
now discussing about lineage and family backgrounds (at this point, 
His Majesty was generous enough to share a story about a princess 
who drowned in a lake and died because no one tried to save her 
for fear of being punished for touching a monarch), about business 
ventures (that His Majesty did not elaborate so much, except that 
he said he had placed his interests and the palace’s interests in a lot 
of businesses in all over Thailand), about the relationship between 
the two countries and to the world, respectively, and some other 
matters that Jennie was too preoccupied in her own train of 
thoughts to pay attention to anymore. It was dragging, if she’d have 
to be honest. She wanted them to talk about what could and would 
happen after tonight, after when they -- she, her mom and their 
staff -- would leave the palace and return to their country. But it 
seemed to her that His Majesty had been negating intentionally to 
discuss the matter as much as possible, that it made Jennie start to 
convince herself that coming to Thailand and indulging the 
invitation of Lisa's father was not a good idea, after all. Until later 
at the course of their dinner and after they were served wine, 
deliciously bittersweet wine, and she was already feeling 
disheartened and resentful did His Majesty addressed her directly. 

“T would like to invite you to join me in the study later, Miss Kim, 
if you may?" His Majesty said. He was now leaning back on his 
chair and was looking directly at Jennie while clutching between 
his fingers the glass filled with his preferred whiskey. 

Everyone on the table seemed to collectively held their breaths 
when he spoke. It seemed like it had now become apparent to 
Jennie that it was what they had all been waiting for to hear from 
him. Jennie could feel her mom’s eyes on her, tensely, trying to 
catch her own, which she purposely ignored because it would only 
make her anxious. Instead, she raised her eyes to meet His Majesty's 
and said, “Yes, Sir. I would love to," with a sudden streak of 
determination and anticipation. She was, perhaps, ready. Ready to 
stand up for herself and Lisa, and for the love she knew she couldn’t 
just let go so easily. But deep down, she was praying and hoping 


fervently that her would-be talk with Lisa’s father doesn't have to 
reach that point. The point where she would have to solicit 
anything from him. Because her late father would surely castigate 
her from his grave if she would so much as beg for whatever from a 
man -- from any man, for that matter, and the King was not an 
exemption. 

His majesty nodded curtly and immediately pushed himself from 
his chair. “My assistant will help you find your way there,” he said 
and bid early goodnight to Mrs Kim and the Princess Mother (the 
three of them rose from their seat as he did) and said he will see 
them in the morning before departing for Bangkok. He addressed 
the last part particularly to Mrs Kim and offer the Princess Mother 
his civility before turning his heels and started for the door, his 
head high and without so much as looking back to them, leaving 
the three women in contemplating but uneasy silence. 

His assistant, a man and a foot taller than Lek and appeared less 
affable, with sleek silver hairs crowning his head and with a certain 
look of poise and conviction about him, walked in as soon as His 
Majesty disappeared from the doorway. He gave the Princess 
Mother a slow courteous bow and addressed Mrs Kim with a formal 
one, before he stood behind Jennie’s chair. 

“T shall take you to His Majesty now, Miss Kim. If you may?” he 
said. His voice was refined and somewhat contained. Jennie 
thought His Majesty’s disposition must already have rubbed on his 
staff while on the course of serving him, just as Lisa’s mellow 
disposition seemed to have rubbed on Lek. 

This time, Jennie made sure to catch her mom’s eyes. Mrs Kim 
gave her an encouraging nod but Jennie thought her mom looked 
anything but fostering, with which she responded with a smile that 
she knew she only willed herself to try to uplift hers and her mom's 
spirit, which only made her mom looked grave. The Princess 
Mother, however, gave her the warmest beam, not as sunnybas 
Lisa's, of course, when their eyes locked and told her in her, “Don’t 
worry, Miss Kim. Your mother is safe with me.” Jennie wondered if 
it was to motivate her or her mom or to appease them both. But she 
appreciated the gesture, nonetheless. 

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Jennie said gratefully and graciously gave 
the two women a parting bow before she followed the King’s 
assistant, whose name she didn’t know because he didn't offer. 
Whether he had forgotten to introduce himself or not, Jennie 
realized she doesn't mind at all, even though walking with him 
across the silent corridor was somewhat overbearing. 

The King’s assistant brought her to the foyer and on to the giant 
staircase they climbed. Jennie wondered and strongly anticipated 


despite herself, that he would bring her to the study where Lisa had 
brought her earlier. The thought brought colors to her cheeks as she 
remembered the kisses and embraces and whispers of love and 
longing in between hot breaths that she and Lisa had shared inside 
the confines of the said study. She could feel her face burning. His 
Majesty, of course, didn’t have to know the sordid details of what 
took place inside the study. But she thought it was hard not to 
recall all of its details when it was all that was fogging her brain 
right now, all so suddenly and without warning, as they ascended 
the giant stairway. However, and to Jennie’s relief, the King’s 
assistant brought her to the uppermost floor, passing a series and 
seemingly endless of elegant doors and stone carvings and marble 
statues, and long windows, and there, above the high ceiling were a 
series of glass chandeliers that draped splendidly above them. It 
was a long walk and the sound of their footwears echoed across the 
silent hallway like a ticking clock, piercing through the hot evening 
air and disturbing the eerie monotony of the floor. No wonder Lisa 
was particularly unenthusiastic about the palace. The Princess must 
be so used to the bustling sound of Hongdae outside her building 
that she thought the painful silence inside her giant palace seemed 
provoking. 

The walls from the long corridor they were walking are decorated 
with golden and ivory ornaments that speak highly and richly of the 
kingdom’s culture and history and, of course, wealth and power. 
Huge oil canvasses of old and former monarchs and the new 
generations of royals -- including a portrait of a smiling young 
Princess Pranpriya that caused Jennie to falter on her steps to 
marvel at the young smiling and untainted Lisa -- were framed 
importantly and were placed significantly on the wall, and 
sculptures of flowers and elephants, and among other subjects 
depicted by the strokes of brushes and chisels and tools by the 
artists’ hands behind them. The King’s assistant still had never 
spoken a word, which Jennie was grateful for because she, herself, 
wasn’t in the mood for a téte-a-téte. And after crossing the corridors 
and turning in a corner and walking through a passageway with 
stone arcs and tiny flags on each one of the posts that bear the royal 
crest under the century-looking lamps, they finally paused in front 
of an elegant and massive oak door. The King’s assistant paused and 
gave Jennie a look before knocking on the door twice and before he 
held the knob and turned it carefully. He pushed the large door 
slightly open, lights then flooded out and Illuminated half his body 
as he half-admitted himself in. 

“Miss Kim is with me, Sir,” he announced in his calculated voice. 

“Let her in,” His Majesty replied from the inside. Jennie could 


hear the sound of shuffling of papers as the door was pushed wider 
to accommodate her. 

The assistant gestured Jennie to come forward, spreading his 
hand before him, politely urging her to walk inside the premise of 
the room. And so Jennie did nervously. Her heart was thundering 
against the cavities of her chest, her blood was pounding loudly 
against her ears, while regretting inside her head that she hadn't 
consumed more wine earlier. It would have helped her steady her 
nerves at the moment. And although she was feeling herself 
faltering after every steps she was taking -- the soles of her stilettos 
digging on the soft, thick carpet, giving her wobbly sensations and 
made her nauseous -- she, however, surprised herself by displaying 
such cool demeanor and grace expected from a Kim. She chose to 
remain poised on the exterior, with her head held high but not too 
proudly. Her eyes, though, shining with resolve, did not meet His 
Majesty's and which she decided to fix on the lapel of His Majesty’s 
suit. 

“Your Majesty.” Jennie greeted with a bow, her voice seemed to 
echo across the massive library, where huge and high windows 
were draped with enormous curtains and a hundreds of books were 
encased in high shelves made of wood and glass. 

His Majesty acknowledged her by inclining his head a little to the 
side while raising a hand before him. “Perhaps we ought to drop 
the primness for the meantime, while we’re confined in here, Miss 
Kim,” he said. “I thought it would help us somehow with our 
dialogue and who knows, we might reach an agreement before the 
night ends, if we are so lucky. You can leave us now, Bernard,” he 
then instructed his assistant. Bernard, the assistant, bowed before 
His Majesty and excused himself before shutting the door of the 
study behind him. 

“Bernard has been serving me for years now, even before I fully 
understood and embraced my duties as the future of the Crown. He 
was a student of the royal institute and he showed exceptional 
excellence and discipline, I've been told. My father was fond of him. 
Hethought Bernard would make a good ruler out of me,” His 
Majesty spoke after taking a moment to study her. Jennie must have 
looked intrigued despite herself. He then raised himself from the 
chair he was occupying behind the elegant desk and moved on to 
the set of furnishings with the tall shelves serving as draping across 
the study. 

Jennie wasn’t sure what His Majesty was trying to tell her, nor 
could she tell where His Majesty’s soliloquy about his assistant, 
Bernard, was leading to. And so she kept her mouth sealed and she 
listened until she would be given the liberty to speak. 


“He’s witnessed to a set of milestones, including disappointments 
and failures of the Kingdom and of mine. He might appear cold and 
reserved but everyone who knows him could tell that he’s loyalty 
has never been confronted. In other words, he knows what's going 
on and rest assure that he can be trusted.” He settled himself on the 
classic chesterfield sofa, with his legs crossed and his hands resting 
on his lap. “Please, have a seat, Miss Kim,” he then said. 

Jennie muttered “Thank you, Sir,” before sitting on one of the 
four singular seats, with high cushioned arms and covered in rich 
dark leather upholstery. She positioned herself, facing His Majesty. 

"When my daughter decided to live outside the security and the 
comforts of the Kingdom, I gave my consent begrudgingly. It 
honestly broke my heart but she didn't know that. She had never 
witnessed me falter and display weakness, except when my father, 
the late King, had succumb to his death and the whole Kingdom 
was grieving for our loss. I saw how devastated Pranpriya was 
during those days. The late King taught and encouraged her about 
their fondness for photography. See?" His Majesty said, pointing a 
framed black-and-white photograph of the late King holding a 
camera on his hand, pinned on the wall among the many other 
framed photos of different people. 

Jennie stared at the framed photograph but did not say anything. 

“Pm not sure how much information my daughter has been 
feeding you about her. She’s always been a sort of a mystery to me, 
even when she was just a child. Pranpriya is an enigma who I still 
haven’t found the answer yet. But perhaps it was also owing to the 
fact that she chose to disintegrate the foundations of our 
relationship as father-daughter after my marriage with her mother 
crumbled before her young eyes and was eventually exhausted by 
the law before the world. It was a mutual decision, of course, but 
nevertheless, it took a certain blow on her young mind. I often 
think she would think of me as the villain." 

Still, Jennie remained quiet. 

"Haven’t you any idea at all who Pranpriya was before all these?” 
His Majesty asked. 

Jennie shool her head slowly. “No, Sir. I only knew her as Lisa," 
she said and went on further, after collecting enough confidencefor 
herself, encouraged by His Majesty's raised brows as though he was 
telling her to continue, "And as someone who had kept the person 
behind my name from her when we first met, I thought I didn’t 
have the right to ask her very personal questions. And perhaps I 
was more than pleased enough just by knowing her, that I didn't 
feel like bombarding her with questions,” Jennie explained 
truthfully. 


The King nodded. “Hmm,” he grunted as creases were now 
forming visibly between his brows. And Jennie, despite trying not 
to focus on His Majesty’s features, noticed the resemblance from 
how Lisa’s brows would creased and finally noticed the uncanny 
semblance between Lisa and her father -- from the same shade of 
brown on their eyes, the shape of their noses and the way their 
mouth would seal when they’re pensive. No wonder Lisa had fine 
features, combined with the delicate qualities she inherited from 
the Princess Mother. 

“What are your thoughts when you saw the article about the two 
of you and about her, may I ask?” His Majesty said. 

“Td be lying if I’m going to say that it did not upset me, Sir. But it 
was more on us getting caught like that than of her being who she 
really is. It shocked me, of course, but I guess, that time, I was more 
concerned about what my mom would say than finding out that I 
was dat--that she's of royal blood,” Jennie said and castigated 
herself internally. She almost said ‘dating your daughter’. The King 
didn’t seem to notice, though. 

“So, her status doesn’t matter to you at all? Even when she was 
just a freelance photographer who's earnings appear to depend on 
how many rolls she would process in a day and how many envelops 
of her works she might sell and you're already leading a 
conglomerate?” said His Majesty. 

“T was still not inducted President in the company when I met 
her, Sir. And if I have to honest, I was quite jealous of Lisa and how 
she was living the life she wanted for herself, especially after I saw 
her gallery inside her studio. She knows what she wants to do and 
she’s really, really good at it. She appears carefree and is living in 
the moment and that to me equates freedom, Sir. Or perhaps I was 
too fascinated by her since the day I met her that anything other 
than what she allows me to see in her, I perceived as of less 
importance," Jennie said. 

Jennie thought it was less nerve-wracking than she thought it 
would be -- this talk with Lisa's father. And if it wasn't for the fact 
that Jennie knew he was the most powerful person in Thailand, she 
thought His Majesty could pass as one of the many investors she 
had met with, after she was inducted President and CEO of the Kim 
Group and it made her feel comfortable. Until he decided to tread 
on her vulnerability. 

“You spoke like you’re being denied freedom, yourself, Miss 
Kim,” His Majesty commented. He was looking at her with those 
assessing eyes and Jennie could almost feel as if it was Lisa, looking 
at her curiously like that, that Jennie had to swallow the forming 
lump on her throat before speaking. 


“T can’t say exactly that I have, Sir. But they -- that is to say, my 
parents, especially my mom -- had already created and laid out a 
path for me to walk on even before I learned to take my first step. 
In fact, I have learned to understand the word ‘conglomerate’ before 
I even learned how to write it. I was put under the spotlight even 
when I didn’t want to at such a young age and...” 

“And you hate it. Like how my daughter abhors everything about 
her life as the future of the Crown,” he said contemplatively. 

“T guess I didn’t like the thought of filling in my father’s shoes 
one day, Sir. It’s a big shoe to fill and as a young girl who was 
looking up to him and who saw how big he was in terms of his 
disposition as the head of the Kim Group, it frightened me -- it still 
does. I don’t want to disappoint him, of all people,” Jennie replied. 

"But you still took the challenge?" His Majesty said. 

"I need to continue my father's legacy, Your Majesty. He entrusted 
it to me against my will. But I am his daughter and I respect him a 
lot. It's hard because women in my country have to work harder to 
prove our capabilities and worth, especially in a field mostly 
dominated by men," Jennie answered. "And besides that, my mom 
was getting curious Li -- Her Highness. I thought I needed the 
position so I can protect her from unnecessary intrusions to her 
privacy, without knowing yet, of course, who she really is." 

His Majesty’s brows knotted more. His fingers tapping on the 
fabric of his trousers and his eyes were still fixed on her. Jennie 
could tell he was navigating inside his head, calculating his next 
words. He straightened on his seat and eventually stood up. His 
hands now inside the pockets of his pants and started pacing away 
from Jennie. 

“When I first saw the article about you and my daughter, I did 
not doubt that it was her on that photograph -- the one in the park. 
I knew she's different, she told me so. Although Pranpriya had kept 
her oath to me, perhaps deep down I knew that things like this 
would likely to happen in the future. That somebody might find out 
one day who she is and would chanced upon her in a not-so...well, 
agreeable situation," His Majesty said. 

"It wasn't her fault, Sir. It was mine and I'm taking full 
responsibility," Jennie said, a hint of panic was rising on her voice. 

His Majesty paused to look at her with curious eyes before he 
continued his pacing. "You could say I was disappointed. But I was 
also curious. I supposed in that moment that you're an important 
figure, perhaps a celebrity of some sort, in your country or the 
media wouldn’t have made a big deal out of it," he told Jennie. 

"I sincerely apologize for that, Your Majesty. Eversince the demise 
of my father, the media has always been curious and interested 


about my affairs," Jennie ruefully said. 

"Then perhaps I was correct. I personally thought that it was 
meant to attack your person rather than my daughter's. You see, 
Miss Kim, I had no idea who you were before that day. I didn't 
know you exist nor was I aware of your relationship with my 
daughter. I had never put an eye on her while she lives in your 
country. Imagine my curiosity when Bernard showed me the article 
and it called you 'The Kim Group Princess'," said His Majesty. 

"The media started calling me that after it was announced that I 
am to be the sole heiress of the company, Sir. And perhaps to mock 
me for gaining it without working for it," Jennie provided. 

“Hmm. Forgive me, Miss Kim, for what I’m about to say next 
because you might call it "unnecessary intrusion" to your privacy, 
but like I said, I was curious. I asked Bernard to do a little poking 
around about you. We found so little informations about you, 
however, but it was enough to get to know you. And that’s when I 
finally understood that we could not just deny my daughter’s 
involvement in the matter. That I cannot just let you and your 
people handle the situation alone or trust my daughter to handle 
this on her own while I do nothing. We could have taken the 
Princess from there immediately, of course, and let our people 
handle this while she is tucked safely in the confines of her 
Kingdom. That was the initial and more practical plan. We could’ve 
just denied the rumor and say it wasn’t her in the photographs. But 
it would’ve seemed foolish to lie about it instead of thoughtfully 
conjuring a better objective. Hence, I decided to invite you and 
your mother here because I obviously cannot send my men or ask 
the good Bruschweillers to go to Korea and fetch my daughter. 
Doing so would’ve only confirmed things and will jeopardize her 
privacy as well as theirs. You looked confused upon the mention of 
the Bruschweillers, I noticed. My daughter hasn’t told you about 
them, I suppose?” 

Jennie shook her head. “No, Sir,” she replied while still trying to 
recall if Lisa had mention the Bruschweillers. Lisa did not exactly, 
but Jennie remembered Lisa telling her about her stepfather. 

“Perhaps she deemed it necessary to do so. She's rather fond of 
Marco,” His Majesty said with a faint hint of concealed bitterness 
on his voice. 

“I understand Lisa —- I mean, Her Highness, Your Majesty. Maybe 
because we are alike in a lot of ways and...” 

“And you love her,” the King concluded Jennie’s sentence, his all- 
pervading gaze not leaving her face which made her flushed. “Like 
how you brazenly claimed so earlier?” he asked. 

"Yes, Sir. I do," she replied. It was the whole truth of her whole 


being and it was burning inside her at the moment, like a beacon. 
She felt hopeful. And so her mind drifted towards Lisa, sulking 
somewhere in the palace, unaware that here she was, discussing 
their affairs with His Majesty. She wondered if Lisa would be proud 
of her, as she bravely admitted, yet again, for the second time 
tonight, her love for her, in front of the King. She just wanted for 
things to get better. She wanted Lisa to feel better. And she couldn't 
wait to tell Lisa everything that she and His Majesty have discussed 
right now. 

“And how far can your love go, Miss Kim? How far are the 
lengths that which your love can influence the stubborn and 
rebellious nature of my daughter?” His Majesty challenged her. 

His words pulled her away from her reverie. Jennie's brows 
furrowed. Her heart was thundering. She did not quite understand 
what exactly His Majesty was trying to tell her. 

"I have a proposition for you," His Majesty said. 


Chapter 53 


She was lying on her bed. Her one arm was stuck between the 
back of her head and the stack of soft pillows beneath it, while the 
other she placed across her stomach. She hadn’t changed her 
clothes nor was she planning to anytime soon. She didn’t feel like 
moving at all. She had been staring at the high ceiling with murals 
depicting a story that she hadn’t decided yet whether she 
understood or not, for what seemed like hours now or perhaps 
more. She couldn’t tell exactly, though, because she hadn’t moved 
ever since she got inside her room. Although, telling from how the 
silence had now crept in and the fewer sound of marching boots 
and hooves from the ground outside, she could tell that it was past 
dinner. She scoffed disdainfully at the thought of the dinner. 

The mural she was staring at was a story of some sort which she 
had been curious about during her first visits in the palace some 
years ago. But she probably wasn’t curious enough about it back 
then and until now, that she didn’t even try to find out what it 
represents or if it ever represents anything significant to the deep 
roots of her ancestry. But it was beautiful, that much she could tell, 
and definitely a tedious job to create. The colorful masterpiece in 
the ceiling, however old it was, was kept on its immaculate state of 
prestige seeing as there wasn’t any hint of dereliction, same with all 
the other parts of the palace and that part amused her, somehow. 
The butler and his staff did a terrific job in keeping the palace 
impressive all these years. Lek should be rewarded, Pranpriya 
thought. Despite her annoyance of his persistent invitation earlier 
by knocking on her door every now and then, calling for her, 
imploring her to join her parents and the Kims in the hall for 
dinner. Which she knew was obviously upon the order of her 
mother, who else, and which she ignored conscientiously every 
time, of course. 

Pranpriya groaned when she finally changed her position. She 
stretched her limbs and felt her joints protested. What did the 
Princess Mother think, asking her to come down and join them for 
dinner after what happened in the drawing room? After what His 
Majesty had said and embarrassing her in front of Jennie and Mrs 
Kim. She groaned yet again at the thought of Jennie. She could hear 
Jennie’s voice repeatedly inside her head, calling out her name as 


she stormed out from them, which she completely ignored. Idiot, 
she called herself. Although, at some point back there, she had the 
urge to retrieve her steps and take Jennie as far away from 
everyone else in that room as possible. But she didn’t and she just 
completely ditched Jennie and the “family” dinner. And it was 
exactly the reason why she refused to come down again for dinner, 
no matter how persistent Lek’s knocking was and no matter how 
curious she was about what’s going on downstairs. Because she 
couldn’t bear to look Jennie in the eye any more than she could 
actually show herself in front of everyone else after the little drama 
in the drawing room. Besides, Jennie heard His Majesty, too. There 
would be no sense pretending that everything was fine and that 
they would have a lovely family dinner after what happened. Her 
stomach grumbled but Pranpriya paid it no attention. She was hurt. 
But she was more angry than hurt. 

But if she’d have to be completely honest, though. She probably 
already knew it was bound to happen. She had expected that. That 
it was highly possible that she will be barred from returning to 
South Korea and that her father, her King of a father, will rule her 
fate, as he had done so from the very beginning. She knew he was 
more than capable of doing that and she might have accepted her 
providence already, reluctantly and with so much protest, but yes. 
She might have did that after her trip down Thammasant Alley 
earlier, before Jennie showed up in the palace tonight and had they 
not shared quite an intimate moment in the study. Seeing Jennie 
again after a few days of her complete detaching from her gave her 
hope. Which, of course, His Majesty generously crushed in an 
instant. But what upset her, though, was not how her father had 
decided without consulting her (because he’s allowed to do that) 
but with how carelessly he declared it, thinking that she wasn’t 
around to personally hear it. And really? Did he really have to do 
that without her? She felt betrayed in front of Jennie and her mom, 
no less, and like how she had predicted it, it was embarrassing on 
her part. 

Pranpriya wondered how Jennie had faired sitting throughout the 
whole ordeal without her. Jennie’s voice calling her name back in 
the drawing room echoed once again inside her head. There was 
desperation in it, she remembered. And instead of staying and 
suffering and enduring alongside Jennie during dinner, she chose to 
sulk in her chamber like a spoiled brat. Jennie must have resented 
her by now for her selfishness. She now felt herself reduced to 
someone unworthy of Jennie’s devotion. 

Her stomach gave a long and loud grumble again. She was 
hungry and she was tired and she still smelled a little strongly of 


chemicals, of Pathum Thani afternoon heat and disappointment. 
She finally took a peek at her watch. The hands there said it was 
already almost nine in the evening. No wonder her stomach was 
now loudly protesting. She wished Lek would at least remember to 
bring her food and thought it was very timely when she heard 
another series of knocking on the door. Finally, she grumbled. 
Along with her protesting stomach. 

Pranpriya hopped a little eagerly from the bed and crossed the 
distance towards the door in long strides. She worked in unlatching 
the locks hastily and pulled the polished door open with so much 
anticipation. A slow smile was creeping from her face as she inhaled 
the mouth-watering aroma of steaming. Her smile, however, 
instantly faded when she saw the sardonic look on Jennie’s cat eyes. 

“It honestly pleases me to know that you still recognize the sound 
of knockings on your royal door. We were a little worried you’ve 
forgotten how to work on your lock to open it,” Jennie said 
scornfully. Her brows were arching and she had the look on her 
face that clearly said she wasn’t pleased at all. She was holding a 
silver tray before her, loaded with sum-rub. 

Pranpriya gulped, but it wasn’t because of all the delectable food 
on the tray. 

“Wh—,” 

“Don’t ever start off,” Jennie cut her off with a glare, “by 
pretending that you don’t know why I’m here, Lisa. It’s not going to 
work. I’m mad at you and what you did earlier was definitely not 
amusing, even in the slightest,” Jennie snapped at her and without 
another word, walked past her and towards the privacy of the royal 
chamber without her invitation while keeping her grip on the silver 
tray, leaving Pranpriya speechless beside the doorway. 

Her Highness sighed as she stared at the back of Jennie’s pretty 
head, with her shiny long dark hair cascading beautifully on her 
spine. She then pushed the door closed with a click — without 
working on the locks — and stood silently. She was waiting for the 
confrontation while basking on Jennie’s presence, despite how 
pissed the chaebol was. There was no way she could escape Jennie 
Kim and those daunting cat eyes, Pranpriya humored herself. Had it 
been somebody else committing what Jennie had just did, they 
would be automatically arrested and thrown into a cell as penance 
for their impudence for who knows how long. Lese-majeste. But it 
was Jennie Kim and aside from the obvious fact that Jennie was not 
just somebody else, Pranpriya was already set to not follow royal 
protocols as her way of demonstration. Her father was well-aware 
of that already. 

“You don’t have to look so disappointed that it’s me who brought 


you dinner instead of your butler,” Jennie said without looking at 
the Thai. Her voice was still clipped and her shoulders were tensed. 
She laid the tray on the carved rosewood and marble center table. 

“Pm not,” Pranpriya said indignantly. “I’m just wondering why it 
has to be you,” Pranpriya asked when she finally gathered her 
voice. She was leaning on the door with her arms folded across her 
chest. 

Jennie snapped her head towards the royal’s direction so fast that 
it took every ounce of Pranpriya to stop herself from snatching the 
door open and run towards the opposite direction and as far away 
as her feet could take her. She had never seen this side of Jennie. 
Well, she did once back in Irene’s party. But at least the snarling 
dagger-looks were not intended for her back then, unlike 
now. Jennie looked intimidating when mad. Like an angry cat with 
those snarling cat eyes fully able to throw anyone out of their poise 
when subjected to such glare. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Jennie asked with an icy tone 
as she straightened up in a manner that made her look more 
petrifying, especially when she tilted her head a little to the side, as 
though she was taking a better look at her prey. Probably 
calculating how she would attack and where. 

“Nothing. Where’s Lek, by the way? He’s supposed to do that and 
not you,” Pranpriya replied cautiously, backing away just in case, 
until her back hit the wall. So much for trying to impose her royal 
influence to a feisty Kim. 

“Your good butler is serving the adults in the study, Your 
Highness. And since you were too unaccommodating to him earlier, 
your mother thought I should try to persuade you to at least eat 
something ‘because it’s not like you to go to bed with an empty 
stomach,' she said,” Jennie replied, still looking displeased but her 
tone was now a little subdued. 

“You’re a guest,” Pranpriya said weakly, pointing out the obvious 
and regretted it instantly when she saw Jennie’s brows shot up and 
her cat eyes flashing dagger-looks again. 

“Yes, Lisa. Thank you. Exacty. Which is why I’m curious how you 
could just left me there alone to deal with all of it?” Jennie said, her 
hands now tucked inside the side pockets of her trousers. She had 
changed her white Chanel dress for a more laid-back cotton white 
tee that hugs her bodice perfectly, and was tucked inside a pair of 
loose brown trousers. For a petite of a woman with an additional 
three-inch heels of her stiletto, Jennie Kim sure did look 
intimidating and commanding when she activates that side of her. 
Gone was the cute and soft Jennie when she’s mad mad and 
Pranpriya knew better than to provoke Jennie Kim more than she 


already did. 

“Tm sorry,” Her Highness said and she meant it with all her 
heart. And because she couldn’t think of anything else to say. She 
was leaning her back on the wall behind her. Her right foot was 
prodding aimlessly on the thick carpet, disturbing its threads 
because she couldn’t bear to look Jennie in the eyes without feeling 
bad about what she did. 

Jennie shook her head and sighed. “Exactly how many times do I 
have to hear that from you tonight, Lisa?” she said exasperatingly. 

Pranpriya looked up and met the Korean’s gaze. “I’m honestly 
really sorry. There’s no excuse for what I did. I know I shouldn’t 
have done that and I’m not proud of it, Jennie. But it’s exactly the 
reason why I did not join dinner. Because I don’t think I still have 
the face to show up there in front of you and your mom like the 
arrogant brat that I am and because in the first place, I did not sign 
up for that,” she said. 

“And you think I did? You think it was some warm meet-the- 
parents kind of dinner? It wasn’t. Was it welcoming? No. Did I have 
fun? Definitely no. And I knew it would be something like that but I 
still went because I thought you’d be there. It would have been 
more bearable and less dragging had you been there, you know? 
Your presence would have made a lot of difference,” Jennie said, 
looking hurt. 

“I was being selfish and I wasn’t thinking, I know. But I was hurt 
and I am angry. You heard him, too. You heard what he said, 
Jennie,” Her Highness argued while clenching her jaws. She looked 
away when she felt her eyes started to sting. 

Jennie gave her a long look. She sighed before she said, “Look, I 
understand that you’re hurt and angry but this isn’t just about you, 
Lili. This is about us now. Because as much as I want to deny it, this 
also affects me and everything about me as much as it does to you. 
I’m honestly on the brink of losing the company — not that I blame 
you. It's never your fault.” She paused and heaved another long 
breath. “We could’ve talked about it like the adults that we are, you 
know? We could have put our heads together and tell them, tell 
your father, explain to him that he doesn’t need to bar you from 
going back to my country because we have come up with a better 
solution. But no. We missed that chance because you chose to walk 
away instead of fixing the situation.” 

Pranpriya scoffed and shook her head. “Fixing the situation? 
Clearly, you don’t know him. He’s not the type to be swayed just 
because ‘we have come up with a better solution’, Jennie. His words 
are final because his words are the law,” she said. 

“And clearly you failed to recognize how lucky you are for not 


having to fight your battle alone,” Jennie said and Lisa thought she 
saw a flash of emotion before Jennie’s eyes but it was gone before 
she could even define what it was. “But it doesn’t matter now, does 
it? Because we’ve missed our chance to negotiate with him if 
necessary. That prospect would have been better than trying to 
discuss things with him alone inside the ridiculously huge study in 
the upper floor. I honestly think he brought me there to intimidate 
me,” she added. 

“You had a private talk with him?” Her Highness was astounded. 
Out of all the possible scenarios she had imagined while she kept 
herself confined inside her chamber, Jennie and her father having a 
private talk was not one of them and it surely was raising a concern 
from her. 

“T did, yes,” replied Jennie simply and Pranpriya thought she was 
being unhelpful. 

“Well? What did you, two, talked about?” Pranpriya asked. 

Jennie again gave her a look. “What do you think, Lisa? His 
Majesty surely did not invite me here to talk about the economy, 
did he? We were talking about you,” she replied but still not 
offering enough information. But gone now was her clipped tone 
and the upset look on her face. She looked tired, though. And 
bothered and seemed like she was struggling to keep herself from 
explaining further. She was hiding something and Pranpriya wanted 
to know what it was. 

“What did he tell you, Jennie? Did he ask anything from you?” 
Pranpriya inquired. 

Jennie looked at her for a long moment. She opened her mouth 
but closed it again almost instantly. Instead she said, “Your father is 
a king. I don’t think he has anything to ask from me,” with a sigh 
that only validated Pranpriya’s concern. 

“Nini...” 

“My mom and I will be leaving early tomorrow,” Jennie said and 
started for the door. She paused in front of Pranpriya, who was still 
on her post beside the door. She looked at the Thai as though she 
was studying her face. Jennie reached out to smooth the loose 
strands of hair that escaped from Pranpriya's bun. “Eat your dinner 
before it gets cold,” she said and tiptoed to plant a kiss on the 
royal’s cheek. "Goodnight, Lili." 

“So that’s it? You just came here in my room to argue with me 
and then tell me when are you leaving?” Pranpriya said while her 
eyes were searching on Jennie’s face. They were now standing so 
close she was practically inhaling all of Jennie’s sweet scent and 
could now see the sadness or whatever it was that Jennie was trying 
to keep from her. She wanted to pull Jennie closer and locked her 


inside her arms. And she felt stupid that she couldn’t yet and didn’t 
even know what’s stopping her from doing so. But perhaps it was 
the fact that Jennie had been distant ever since she came into the 
room. Or maybe it was her conscience talking, restraining herself 
from pulling Jennie for a kiss. Pranpriya castigated herself 
silently. Your fault, she told herself. 

Jennie shrugged slowly. She managed to give the royal a lazy 
smile before saying, “I don’t know, Lili. You tell me. You were the 
one who ran away and kept herself to her...to this—,” Jennie 
paused to marvel at the overall interior of Prapriya’s chamber, “this 
is a huge room, by the way. Your apartment could fit in here. I 
guess you were right when you said the walls are suffocating,” she 
said which earned her a scowl from the Thai. She was about to 
reach the handle but Pranpriya beat her to it and held her hand. 

“Stay?” Her Highness whispered almost pleadingly. An act that 
her father would surely disapprove because a Manoban should 
never beg. A princess should never beg. But she was not a princess 
tonight. At least that was how she was feeling at the moment. 
Because in that moment while holding Jennie’s hand, she was just 
Lisa. The plain Lisa who had no title to her name and who fell in 
love with Jennie Kim. Whose heart was beating fast and loudly 
while looking imploringly at Jennie. 

“What?” Jennie asked, even though she heard it clearly the first 
time. She was frowning but her heart was leaping furiously against 
her chest, it was giving her exuberant pains. Her heart was dancing 
in the familiar trembling loud thuds that she could only feel when 
being stared at by those soft brown gaze and realized just how 
much she loved the woman. But she needed to leave now before her 
whole system would betray her. 

“Stay,” Pranpriya said with a smile curving at the corner of her 
mouth. Her eyes, however, were now getting darker as she dropped 
her gaze hungrily on Jennie’s frowning mouth. 

The chaebol hesitated at first. But her determination to leave was 
slowly disappearing when she saw how Pranpriya was wetting those 
plump lips while looking at her. She was impossibly hard to resist, 
Pranpriya was. And so Jennie did not need another telling, nor did 
she have to say a word. She just flung her arms around the royal’s 
neck, tiptoeing a little. Pranpriya wasted no time and welcomed 
Jennie with hot smoldering kisses that took their breaths away and 
which Jennie responded with the same, if not more, devotion. As 
though they had been deprived of such pleasure for too long, 
despite the fact that they had sneaked in the confines in one of the 
many rooms around the palace earlier. The kiss deepened as 
Pranpriya’s hands were now freely roaming and molding and 


grazing on the supple curves on Jennie’s body, searing Jennie’s skin 
like hot rods and leaving invisible marks. They tripped and 
stumbled at some point without leaving each other’s mouths and 
with their hands still holding on to each other and next thing they 
knew they were falling and lying on the soft mattress, with Jennie’s 
body pinned beneath Pranpriya’s. 

“Khun swy māk,” Her Highness whispered hoarsely. Her 
smoldering brown eyes held Jennie’s gaze while her palm was 
stroking gently on the smooth porcelain skin on Jennie’s face. Her 
fingers then traced the outline of Jennie’s lips and which Jennie 
boldly licked the tip and then sucked them, which earned her a 
desperate groan from Pranpriya, like a warrior ready to pounce 
again. Her Highness held the chaebol’s chin, tilted it upward so that 
she could bury her face down on Jennie’s neck. 

The night was hot and young. A clock somewhere in the palace 
had just chimed, signalling another hour and a change of the royal 
guards’ night patrolling. The soft sound of the hooves and the 
marching boots outside on the palace ground could be heard faintly 
inside the royal chamber. Faintly, because what mostly filled the 
silence of the hallowed chamber were the sighs, the involuntary 
gasps, the guttural moans and the desperate groans that the two 
lovers were humming and singing with their lids fluttering in 
droopy manners and with their hearts beating loudly and racing 
against the other. And at some point after they both had freed each 
other from the garments that hindered them from the liberty of 
exploring once again the secrets and wonders of each other’s 
bodies, there was Jennie singing praises of Pranpriya’s name in 
jagged breaths and raspy voice because of the way she was glorified 
in the most beautiful and satisfying ways possible. 

Jennie’s body was stretched and arched perfectly. Her toes were 
curling, her hands were gripping on the satin sheets and beads of 
hot sweats dripping on her bare skin as her moistened folds and the 
pulsating tiny rosy bud of her core were pleasured passionately and 
provocatively by the strokes of the royal tongue. It was pleasure 
beyond words. There was no way she could ever come up with a 
perfect word to describe how spectacular and seductive Pranpriya 
was making her feel and experience at the moment. Especially 
when she felt the long, slender fingers sliding smoothly inside her, 
ploughing and drilling, touching and hitting the right spots, 
thrusting and grazing the walls of her core, slowly and then faster 
and faster and she could feel her muscles tightened and until she 
saw another universe explode before her as she released; her hands 
gripping on Pranpriya’s slender shoulders, fingernails digging on 
the smooth skin. And before she could even extinguished the flame 


mounting inside her, there was Pranpriya’s mouth already covering 
and invading hers again, giving her a taste of her own orgasm, 
kissing her again with more passion and devouring her mouth with 
so much devotion that it was almost impossible for her to properly 
breathed. But at the same time providing her the exceeding amount 
of room to breathe, if that was even possible. It was exhilarating 
and mind-blowing and Jennie wanted more. So much more. 

And the Princess was giving her so much more. Gratifying both 
their hunger and despair and the more and deeper they were 
exploring each other’s bodies, the more it seemed impossible for 
any of them to stop. And perhaps none of them wanted to stop, 
anyway. Even when the clock chimed another hour and a new set of 
soft marching boots and prancing hooves could be heard from the 
palace ground outside. And another hour. And another hour came 
by, which they now decided to spend on the royal bath adjacent to 
the chamber, with an intricate design for its interior and a set of 
beautifully-framed small mirrors decorating the walls. And there, 
inside the nineteenth century-old ivory tub with ornate brass 
faucets they decided to lay, covered in bubble baths that smelled of 
flowers and spices and a little cinnamon. Jennie was leaning and 
pressing her bare skin on Her Highness’ naked front, bottoms placed 
and fitted perfectly between Her Highness’ legs while her own legs 
were spread apart with her one foot raised on the edge of the tub. It 
was provocative in such a way but also so satisfying at the same 
time. Especially with the water making their skins slippery and 
Pranpriya’s long slender fingers slipping and sliding in slow and 
perpetual fashion on her folds beneath the bubbled surface. 

They had been lying there for half an hour or so already and none 
of them was saying a single word since then, allowing the silence of 
the night to envelop them. They just laid there with their bareness 
soaked in fragrant waters, bodies spent and sore and with their eyes 
closed and there was Pranpriya occasionally humming softly made- 
up tunes on Jennie’s ears that would make the Korean chuckle 
softly. And many times, the royal would kiss Jennie behind the ears 
or at the top of her head, which would earn her a pleased smile 
from the chaebol and a quick peck on the lips or a squeeze on the 
hand. 

“How much do you love me?” Pranpriya muttered softly after a 
while. Her fingers drawing tiny circles on Jennie’s skin. 

Jennie smiled from the tickling sensation Pranpriya’s tiny circles 
are giving her. “A lot, Lili,” she said with her eyes closed. 

“How much is a lot?” Pranpriya asked, a hint of laughter was on 
her drowsy voice. 

It took a while for Jennie to answer it. Because she knew that 


while Pranpriya’s question was asked in a humorous manner, she 
had to answer it truthfully. Not for Pranpriya anyway, but for 
herself. Only, there was no right or wrong answer, she realized. 
There was only what she felt and what she knew her heart would 
say if only it was gifted with the ability to speak its truth. And the 
truth was she loved Pranpriya more than anything or anyone and 
she was more than willing to give whatever was asked from her to 
prove it. 

“Remember when we were driving back to Hongdae from 
Tongyeong and we were talking about the smell of our cars and I 
told you you smelled of cinnamon and Christmas?” Jennie said with 
a chuckle and Pranpriya hummed a lazy ‘yeah’ and so Jennie went 
on. “I could not remember anymore the last time that I had spent a 
good Christmas at home. It’s silly but when I met you, you 
reminded me so much of Christmas. With a wool blanket wrapped 
around me and a plate of cookies and a mug of steaming hot 
chocolate. You make me feel like that, Lili. Warm and cozy.” 

“Ts that how much you love me?” 

“No. It’s only a prelude of how much I’m willing to love you. I 
could tell you many different things and reasons why I love you, 
but I might go back to telling you again and again how much you’re 
making me feel warm and cozy. Like a home. Because that’s what 
you are to me, Lili. A home.” 

“It’s ironic how I have been living in different rooms of different 
hotels and inns in different countries for years and have somehow 
forgotten the concept of home and here you are telling me I feel 
like home. But I like it a lot, though. It’s giving me a sense of 
purpose, I guess,” Pranpriya said. 

“But you do know you have a bigger purpose, don’t you?” Jennie 
said carefully. 

Pranpriya scoffed and said, “Become a queen and lead a 
kingdom? I still strongly believe I’m not fit to become one.” 

“Why not?” asked Jennie. 

“Because...” 

Because she still could not find it in her heart to accept that fate, 
Pranpriya contemplated. The idea of taking over her father’s throne 
and lead a kingdom as big and as old and as wealthy as theirs was 
an enormous task. And she had accustomed herself to elude such 
gigantic of a responsibility, especially like becoming a queen. She 
had always known she wanted none of it. In fact, she remembered 
discussing about it once or twice with her grandfather, the late and 
former king. The revered old king could only laugh kindly at her 
predicaments that time, telling her that she was still too young to 
even think about how to behave like an adult and that she should 


focus herself more to the things that make her heart flutter with 
excitement. And thus she did. Reason why she followed what her 
yearning heart was dictating her - to follow her dreams by 
indulging and cultivating her passion in photography and finding 
Jennie along the way. 

Besides, she knew her father. He was not willing to bend the 
rules. He could be less conservative than any of the important 
people on his kingdom but he was definitely not someone who’s 
willing to upend what was already conventional, for her sake — for 
her caprice. Because she knew that was how His Highness was 
looking at all of these bludgeons and challenges on his feet, caused 
by her recklessness and impertinence — a caprice. And perhaps it 
was one of the many reasons why she could never set her eyes on 
the throne. Because she had never been there for him and the 
kingdom. She was out there doing what she wanted to do without 
so much as minding everyone back home, without so much as 
opening her emails from the royal bureau and the royal office and 
without so much as updating herself with all the stuff and news 
about the royal family and the kingdom. She made herself an 
outcast and for that, she deemed herself not fit to just barge in and 
take what was supposed to be hers by birth. She wasn’t that 
shameless and she really didn’t want to take the crown, anyway. 
Someone else from their lineage was fit to have it. 

“Because I’m allowed to refuse it, Jennie,” Pranpriya said simply 
and let out a long yawn. 

“Come on. Let’s get dry and go to bed,” Jennie said as the palace 
clock chimed yet another hour. She removed herself from being 
entangled with Pranpriya and emerged from all the foams and 
bubbles. Her bareness could be seen in all the mirrors with ornate 
frames decorating the wall, with waters dripping on her skin and 
tiny bubbles bursting in silent pops. She pulled the taller woman 
from being half-submerged in the bath and led them under the 
elegant and refashioned shower. They kissed and made love one 
more time under the raining water and finally rinsed off the soaps 
and the excess of sex and dried themselves afterwards. 

“How much do you love me?” Jennie asked when they were both 
dressed — she was wearing one of Pranpriya’s night dresses — and 
have already crawled on the huge bed. 

“So much, that I’m willing to give up my title just so I can be 
with you,” Her Highness replied in her sleepy voice as she pulled 
Jennie closer and wrapped her arm around Jennie’s tiny waist. 

“You know I will never ask that from you,” Jennie said solemnly 
while stroking Pranpriya’s forearm. 

“T know. But that’s how much I love you, Jennie,” Pranpriya 


whispered before dozing off to sleep. 


Jennie woke up with a start after she heard the clock chimed 
another hour somewhere in the palace. She was so disoriented at 
first that she did not recognize nor did she remember where she 
was, until she heard Pranpriya’s soft breathing beside her. The Thai 
was still spooning her and it was difficult for her to move without 
fearing that she might wake Pranpriya up. She freed her hand to 
search for the Thai’s Rolex that she remembered Pranpriya placed 
above the table beside the poster bed when she took it off, along 
with her clothes last night. 

The watch said it was already half past four in the morning. The 
silence of the dawn and the stillness of the room, along with the 
even breathing of the Thai beside her, were giving her pangs in the 
chest. In an hour or so, she would be leaving and uncertain when 
she will be back, if she will be back. Given the gravity of the 
situation and the parting words from His Majesty last night, Jennie 
knew it would be impossible to be back. The thought was already 
depressing. 

Jennie disentangled herself from Pranpriya’s embrace as 
cautiously as she could to not wake the royal from her deep 
slumber and quietly raised from the bed. She gathered her clothes 
from the carpeted floor and dressed in perfect silence. Afterwards, 
she laid carefully the night dress in one of the cushioned chairs and 
moved beside the bed. She just stood there and stared at the 
sleeping Princess. Her heart was slowly breaking while staring 
carefully at the royal’s peaceful expression, as though she was 
studying every details. She looked so beautiful even when asleep, 
Pranpriya was, even with her lips parted slightly and her fringe 
disturbed. Jennie smiled despite the tears falling on her cheeks. 

“T love you, Lili,” she whispered after she kissed Pranpriya on the 
temple. Pranpriya stirred but only to change her position. “Don’t 
hate me, love,” Jennie said and turned her back. 

She paused in the middle of the room and took one last look at 
everything, as though memorizing all the things that would remind 
her of that moment, with tears still streaming down her cheeks. Her 
heart was getting heavier each passing second. 

The silver tray was still on the rosewood table, the varieties of 
food were untouched; Pranpriya’s clothes were strewn carelessly on 
the floor near the bed footings; the elegance of the royal chamber 
that spoke of what and who Pranpriya was beyond the Lalisa 
persona. She took one last look at the sleeping Pranpriya, who 
looked so peaceful that Jennie was already feeling sorry. Her heart 
ached for her. She wanted to touch and kiss her one last time but 


she knew that by doing so would only make it more difficult for her 
to leave. 

Jennie sighed before she resumed her pace and started for the 
door. And with a heavy heart she held the handle. She turned it so 
slowly and pulled the door ope quietly. And with one last sweeping 
glance at the overall of the royal chamber, she closed the door with 
a click and started walking away. 

If there was one significant thing that she had learned from her 
father’s passing, it was that parting was never easy. That there was 
really no beauty in goodbyes, only heartache. There would be pain 
and there would be lots of tears and regrets over too many sleepless 
nights and she wasn't sure if she was up for it. How could anyone 
be ready for such despair and darkness? 

“How much do you love my daughter?” 

“Too much that I can give up my everything for her sake, Your 
Majesty,” Jennie replied in earnest. 

“Then help her realize her fate, Miss Kim.” 

His Majesty wasn’t even asking but Jennie knew that something 
had to be done. And so she made one final request. That she be 
allowed to talk to Pranpriya, to her Lili, one last time before she'd 
give her up — her everything. And now here she was, walking alone 
along the deserted hallway with her head down and her heart 
shattering into pieces. If there was a sound of a broken heart, 
Jennie thought it might sound like a delicate glass cracking and 
breaking, with its shards dropping on the floor and splitting into 
many tinier pieces. Or perhaps it was the sound of her footsteps 
against the cold floor —- heavy, dragging and hollow, while she was 
walking away from the very reason her heart was pumping life and 
bringing color into her ostensibly less colorful existence. His 
Majesty did not asked this from her, but she thought it was for the 
better. One might see it as a betrayal. Or a cowardice. But she had 
an empire to save and Pranpriya was bound for a bigger task. 
Perhaps one day they will have their shot. When the society was 
more welcoming and the circumstance was less complicated. 

The canvasses of the former and important members of the royal 
family were peering at her as she passed by, as though 
sympathizing with her. Or perhaps thanking her for sacrificing her 
love for the good of both worlds. Who knew? 

“Mom? Are you awake?” Jennie asked her mom the moment she 
entered her room. 

Mrs Kim looked like she could do some more sleep. But she 
immediately rose from the bed and without a word, she wrapped 
her arms around Jennie. And there inside her embrace, Jennie 
poured everything that she was trying so hard to contain, including 


the pain of her father’s passing that she had been bottling up and 
denied herself from feeling. She sobbed and cried and there was 
Mrs Kim crying with her. Feeling her pain as if they were her own. 
“Tm sorry, Ruby Jane,” Mrs Kim could only say. 
"I want to leave immediately," Jennie said. 


Chapter 54 


"Look at Jisoo smirking at the camera," Jiyeon said with a 
chuckle and everyone giggled with her. Except for one person. 

Jisoo Kim looked remarkably glowing amidst the cacophony 
surrounding her, as though she found it ridiculously amusing that 
she was caught in the circumstance and it gave the small audience 
inside the Orange a reason to cheer and smirk, for whatever valid 
reasons. 

"And then there's Jennie," A-yeon commented, nodding on the 
screen where Jennie's face was shown. 

The camera bulbs started flashing blinding lights rapidly on her 
face when Jennie walked in. She was clad in a crisp business suit 
and was followed by an entourage of equally smug-looking men, 
also in suits. Her hair was pulled in a tight ponytail. Her lips were 
glossy red but tightly sealed, easily making it obvious for everyone 
that she'd rather be anywhere than there, in that media-infested 
room, with the flashes blinding her. 

Jennie was standing in the middle of the small podium, looking 
undoubtedly tiny and yet exudes such irrefutably strong character 
that made her look indomitable. Jennie took off the dark glasses she 
was wearing after a few seconds of assessing the situation in front 
of her, finally revealing those steely cat eyes that seemed to have 
mastered the art of evading and at some point, piercing through 
everyone's gaze and piercing through the TV screen, that the small 
audience inside the Orange had to hold their breath for a second. 
She looked irate and haughty. Annoyance was etched all over her 
exquisite face, probably from camera bulbs firing at her incessantly. 
It was evident with how she was obviously lacking the friendliness 
that her small audience from the Orange was lucky enough to have 
witnessed and enjoyed. Jennie handed her dark glasses to the tall 
man behind her before she bowed stiffly to the media inside one of 
the conference rooms of the Kim Group of Company's annex 
building, where her press conference was held. The room went still, 
except for the relentless sound of the camera shutters. It certainly 
was annoying. 

"Alright, here we go," Jin-Ah said while turning the volume of the 
TV even louder so that it drowned every other sound inside the bar. 
Which was unnecessary, actually, considering that everyone fell 


silent voluntarily when they saw Jennie stepping forward closer to 
the microphone. 

"Good day. My name is Jennie Kim, from the Kim Group of 
Companies. Recently, my name has been dragged carelessly in a 
malicious article that obviously was meant to demean my character and 
the company that I run and as well as the other person involved..." 

"She looks scary," Ji-In commented and everyone hushed her. 
They wanted to hear every word that Jennie would say. But it was 
true, however, that Jennie looked more petrifying now with her 
daunting eyes and voice icy and heavy. 

"Lisa and I met through a common friend--," 

The small audience inside the bar exchanged funny looks with 
each other. Few murmured in disagreement but were instantly 
drowned with hushes and hisses from the others. They wanted to 
catch Jennie's every word. They spotted a lie but they could discuss 
it later when Jennie was done talking, they decided. 

"She's a professional photographer who is currently based in Europe 
and only visits South Korea from time to time. Whether or not she is 
exactly the person that the article says she is, I do not know nor would I 
disclose it if I am aware of it. Lisa had already fled the country and 
have not contacted me since then and therefore, I cannot speak for her. 

"However, I'm taking this opportunity to address the main issue once 
and for all. My privacy was violated when those photos were taken and 
posted on the Internet without my consent. It disrupted my private life, 
as well as the people around me. Henceforth, we are taking legal actions 
ad shall bring this matter to the authority. My legal team, including the 
legal team of the Kim Security Company and the Kim Group of 
Companies are already preparing a lawsuit against the person and 
people behind this needless and pathetic attack to my name and as well 
as the integrity of the company. That is all. Thank you." 

Jennie ended her speech with another stiff bow. The reporters 
immediately started asking her questions, one by one and then 
everyone all at once and it only added the irate expression on 
Jennie's face more obvious. Questions like, "How did you feel when 
you found out about her being a real-life princess, Miss Kim?" and "Miss 
Kim, what do you think the late Chairman would feel about you dating 
a woman? Does that affect your position in the company knowing that 
your father was known for being a traditionalist?" or "What do you 
think about Korea's stand about same-sex relationship, Miss Kim?" and 
"Have you always known you like women?" and "There was a rumor 
going around that your mother is searching for a possible groom for 
you? Is that true? Is that a cover-up for your being gay?" were thrown 
carelessly at Jennie. 

Everyone wanted to get more from her. They wanted to know 


more than what she had offered them. But Jennie only ignored all 
of them and when Jin-Ah was about to turn the TV off, one 
reporter, a woman and a voracious one, asked loudly and 
aggressively: 

"How will you describe your relationship with Lisa, Miss Kim?" when 
Jennie was about to turn her back from the chaos and the noise. 

"It was nothing more than a fling," Jennie said with a cold voice 
that seemed to resonate inside and across the walls of the Orange, 
before she went to Jisoo who was waiting for her. The two of them 
then started for the exit and their entourage of men in dark suit 
cordoned them from the blinding flashes and the ever so pesky 
reporters who wanted to get closer to them, especially at Jennie, 
while firing questions after questions that were left unanswered. 

"Fling? FLING? She called that a fling when she and Lisa were 
practically all over each other? She's...impossible!" A-yeon was 
fuming. Lisa was her friend. Chaeng was her friend. And the fact 
that Chaeng just basically gave way for Jennie and Lisa, only for 
Jennie to call that a fling definitely did not sit right with her and 
with the rest from the Orange, apparently, when Ji-In slammed her 
fist on the table. 

"And what did she mean 'was'? They ended it already?" Jin-Ah 
asked, looking confused and aggrieved. 

"I cannot believe it!" Jiyeon said while shaking her head in 
disbelief. "I just can't believe it," she repeated while everyone have 
gone quiet. They expected something else, like an exciting 
announcement, and clearly they were all disappointed. 

"What do you think, Chaeng?" Chahee shifted on her seat and 
asked the only person in the room whose opinion should matter at 
the moment. 

The women of the Orange gathered around a table inside the bar 
at four in the afternoon, as they all watched Jennie's press con, 
except Chaeng, and they all fell silent as they turned their heads 
towards her direction. 

Chaeyoung Park had been incredibly quiet throughout the whole 
time while sitting on a solitary table away from everyone else. Her 
feet were raised on a chair, her arms were folded tightly on her 
chest. She had an serious look upon her face and although the rest 
couldn't tell exactly what's going on inside her head, they knew she 
was thinking what they were all thinking. And perhaps even more. 
Because if there was one person in thw room who had all the right 
reasons to be upset about what they had just heard, it should be 
her. 

Chaeng pushed the chair in front of her after a lengthy amount of 
tensed silence, instead of responding to Chahee's question. The feet 


of her chair made an ear-splitting scraping noise against the floor 
which was both breaking and adding to the tensed air surrounding 
them. She stood up without a word and went straight to the tight 
hallway that would lead to her tiny office, leaving her friends 
exchanging nervous looks behind her. She returned after a short 
minute with her leather handbag and car key on her hands. She 
busied herself by fiddling on the buttons and zipper of her jacket, 
mainly to evade everyone's stare. Chaeng was like that when she 
was upset. She had that ominous look on her pretty face that her 
friends seldom see on her, which was an indication that a turmoil 
was happening inside her head. They were torn between asking her 
or letting her be, until Chahee took the liberty for them all. 

"Are you leaving? I thought we're going to grab some barbecue 
before the opening?" Chahee said. 

"What? Ah, yes. You, guys, should just go ahead without me," 
Chaeyoung Park replied, looking distracted as she started for the 
exit. 

"Will you be back before our set, though?" Ji-In asked. They had 
been rehearsing for days for a set that they were supposed to 
perform later, before they took a consensus break to watch Jennie's 
press conference. Despite the fact that it wasn't weekend yet and 
despite the fact that Chaeng had been edgy and distracted these 
past few days. 

"Or we can just cancel it if you want?" Jin-Ah suggested. 

"No, no. There's no need to cancel anything," Chaeng said, now 
straightening the collar of her jacket. "I'll be back before the set." 

"But where are you going?" Chahee insisted. 

"I need to talk to her," Chaeyoung replied, pausing at the 
doorway. 

"Her who? Lisa? Jennie?" 

"Or Jisoo?" 

Everyone knew that she and Jisoo had been spending a lot of 
time these past few days, when Chaeng was not in the Orange, 
discussing matters and interests that Chaeng was too reticent to 
share with them yet and which they respect, as long as the two of 
them aren't jumping on each other's throats all the time. Although 
she assured them it was nothing sort of romantic, some of her crew 
was still hopeful because the two of them looked good together and 
it was a better option that seeing Chaeng getting worked out over 
the circumstances that surround Lisa and Jennie. 

"Lisa?" Chaeng rolled her eyes and snorted. "That idiot has been 
ignoring my calls ever since she returned to her kingdom. I cannot 
talk to her, obviously, unless I'll barge in to the golden gates of her 
kingdom or wherever she is right now," she said with a clipped 


voice. 

"Jisoo then?" Jin-Ah sounded hopeful because Jisoo was the 
better choice for Chaeng to talk to right now, than Jennie. 

Jin-Ah and the rest understood that Jennie and Chaeng had never 
been exactly friendly friendly towards each other. They were cordial 
but everyone knew that it was for Lisa's sake, owing to the fact that 
Chaeng had been forever in love with Lisa and Lisa was her 
bestfriend. It was an open secret between all of them. And when 
Lisa started going out with Jennie, they saw how hurt Chaeng was 
then and because she was that type of person -- sweet, thoughtful, 
gentle and selfless, unless crossed -- she gave way to the save her 
friendship with Lisa and for Lisa's happiness. In conclusion, it didn't 
take a genius to understand that Chaeng and Jennie aren't supposed 
to talk right now, especially after what Jennie had just said on 
national TV. It offended the rest of them. Of course it offended 
Chaeyoung Park as well, more than anyone. 

"I'm going to see Jennie," Chaeng replied to everyone's horror. 

"This is not good," Jiyeon whispered nervously under her breath. 

"How?" A-yeon dared to raise the question. "Her security should 
be tight around her right now, unless you're someone worthy of her 
time or whatever." She was still clearly upset about the fling thing 
and she would support wholeheartedly Chaeng's intention to 
confront Jennie Kim. 

"I don't know. I'll think of a way," Chaeyoung Park replied but 
didn't look sure. 

"Chaeng, do you really think it has to be now?" Chahee asked 
carefully. 

"Yes. I just..." Chaeng heaved a breath and continued "I need to 
know if I did the right thing," she said. 

"About what?" almost all of the girls asked all at once. 

"About whether or not I was right when I gave Lisa up just so 
Jennie can say that ‘it was nothing more than a fling' what they have, 
with a smug face," Chaeng said before slamming the door shut 
behind her. 

"Well... Can't say that she shouldn't," Ji-In shrugged. "She earned 
that right, I suppose. She loved Lisa first, after all." 

"This is exactly the reason why I don't want to associate myself 
with the rich. They're mostly pain in the ass," A-yeon declared. 
"Damn rich people!" 

"Chaeng is rich," Ji-In pointed out. 

"Yeah, but she's different," A-yeon defensively. 

"Lisa's rich," Jin-ah butted in. 

"Very rich," added Ji-In. 

"Which is exactly the reason why they're on a mess right now," A- 


yeon concluded knowingly. 

Chaeyoung Park would definitely agree with A-yeon, although 
reluctantly, had she still been with the group. But here she was, 
cruising along the busy highway, speeding past cars after cars, 
stepping on the gas and on the verge of violating traffic rules and 
for what, she didn't know. She couldn't tell exactly why she was 
such in a rush. But she really wanted to get to Jennie, wherever she 
was right now, as soon as possible. There was that nagging itchy 
feeling inside her chest, like an animal craving to get out. She 
wasn't sure if she was mad, either. But she had to know, she had to 
understand. She had been trying to call Jisoo ever since she left the 
Orange to ask Jennie's whereabouts but Jisoo wasn't picking up. 
Which, of course, was understandable. Jisoo's loyalty should be on 
Jennie. And so Chaeng tried another way after a realization hit her 
so suddenly. A-yeon was right. 

"Alice?" Chaeyoung said over the bluetooth. She was calling 
directly on her sister's private line. "Hey, I'm on my way to the firm. 
Are you in your office? Yeah. No. I need my keys. The keys I left 
you for safekeeping, Alice. Right now, yes," she said and nodded a 
few times and then bid goodbye to her sister before ending the call 
while speeding past another car. 

She was greeted warmly by the Park's security when she arrived 
at the building. Her red hair stood out in the sea of sleek dark hairs 
and crisp dark tailored suits in the lobby. Everyone knew her as the 
other daughter of the Chairman and so they bowed to her as they 
parted to make way for her when she went for the elevator. She was 
greeted even more warmly by Alice's secretary when she reached 
her sister's floor. Mrs Nam instantly raised herself from her seat the 
moment she saw Chaeng stepped out from the elevator. Mrs Nam 
was already beaming. It was a privilege she reserved only for the 
Park sisters. 

"Fourth time this week, Roseanne. I should say I'm honestly glad 
and I'm quite getting used to this. But where is Miss Kim?" Mrs Nam 
said cheerfully. She was, of course, asking for Jisoo whom Chaeng 
brought along with her, twice, when she visited Alice to discuss 
legal matters concerning Lisa's breached privacy and what they can 
do about it. Jisoo insisted to tag along the first time after she found 
out Chaeng's relationship with the PARK & PARK'S after they agreed 
that there would be no more secrets "because it only confuses the 
truth and I'm having a headache just by thinking how they're going 
to solve this mess they're in right now," Jisoo said, talking about 
Lisa and Jennie, and then revealed shamelessly that she had always 
been a fan of Alice Park. She had heard about the incredible Alice 
Park, Jisoo proclaimed and was shocked to know that Chaeng was 


Alice's younger sister. However, Jisoo was busy gushing over Alice 
more than she was shocked about Alice and Chaeng being sisters. 
Which delighted Chaeng, nonetheless. She didn't want it to become 
like a concern to anyone because it really wasn't. Alice was 
delighted too, when she met Jisoo. Not because Jisoo was a fan 
(Alice only laughed when she heard about it and immediately 
brushed it off, saying she was not a celebrity or whatever) and was 
incredibly polite when they first met, but because for the first after 
a very long time, Chaeng brought a friend other than Lisa and the 
girls from the Orange. It was refreshing to see a new face, a 
beautiful face at that in the form of Jisoo Kim, Alice thought. 

"She's busy today, Mrs Nam. Is Alice inside?" Chaeng asked out of 
courtesy. She was never the type to just barge in whenever she 
visits. 

"She's inside and waiting for you, dear," Mrs Nam replied with a 
warm smile. "In fact, she told me to hold off her appointments for 
you." 

"Great! Thank you, Mrs Nam," Chaeng said and gave the woman a 
courteous bow before she walked past Mrs Nam's desk and towards 
the posh hallway that leads to Alice's door. 

"I'm quite not sure anymore which part should I be surprised 
more. The fact that you've been a consistent visitor these past days 
or you asking your keys, despite the fact that I've been waiting for 
you to do so all these years," Alice said as soon as she saw her 
younger sister emerged from the doorway looking slightly harassed 
but otherwise still pleasant and incredulously pretty. Sometimes, it 
amazed her how beautiful Chaeng was without even trying. 

"Desperate times call for desperate measures, Alice," Chaeng said 
as she marched in and collapsed herself on the couch. She felt so 
tried all of a sudden. 

"Is this about Jennie's statement earlier?" Alice asked. 

"So, you've seen it, too," Chaeng said, sounding unsurprised. 
"Anyway, not really. Her statement was okay. What she told that 
reporter after that was not okay. You've heard that too, of course?" 

"I did, yes. And I can't say I'm surprised," Alice said and instantly 
raised her hands when she saw Chaeng shooting outraged looks at 
her. "I mean, look, Rosie. This is Korea and she's Jennie Kim. She 
had to dispel and she had grit her teeth and lie if she needs to, in 
order to protect herself from the harsh reality that Korea isn't as 
accepting and forgiving. You have to give her that," she said. 

"Fine. Okay. Supposed that I get why she said what she said. But 
did she really still have to say that? I mean, she was doing fine 
before that until she told that reporter that it was a fling. Everyone 
who knew about them knew that it was more than that, Alice," 


Chaeng countered. 

"Of course, it was. But can you blame her? She's the president of a 
top-grossing company, a head of a conglomerate that mostly 
consists of conservative men who probably hate how she was 
placed there because she was the daughter of the late Chairman 
Kim and she's the only offspring to one of Korea's oldest and most 
influential families. She had to that. I'd do exactly what she did if it 
was me," Alice explained. 

"Why are you defending her?" Chaeng demanded. "And what 
about Lisa? I thought we agreed that we will protect her? That Lisa 
should be our top priority." 

"Lisa is your top priority, Rosie. My priority is the truth. And I'm 
not defending Jennie Kim. I'm just trying to think objectively. 
Besides, you've seen them, her and Lisa. You would know this is 
probably also hard for her if you'd seen how she is when she's 
around Lisa. Give her a chance to explain, babe. And as for Lisa, of 
course we will protect her. But well, we haven't heard from her, 
have we? And she hasn't exactly ask help from us. But I hope she's 
fine and as impossible as this may sound, I hope she won't see it." 

"You're right, that's impossible. Unless her father tucked her away 
in a far far away land where technology doesn't exist. I'm hoping 
they've talked it out before Jennie did what they did. Which is the 
reason why I need to get my keys, Alice. I need to talk to Jennie," 
Chaeng said. 

"Do you really think now is the right time?" Alice asked 
cautiously. 

"You sound like Chahee. I'm not going to barge in there and pick 
a fight, you know? And no, now isn't the right time, Alice. I don't 
even think there's ever a right time. But I need to do it today or I 
would just go on hating her for what she said without knowing her 
reasons behind it and surely, you don't want me to do that, do you? 
We can't crucify and condemn without knowing the truth, can we?" 

Alice smirked. "Speaking like a true Park. You know, I still 
believe you're going to be a great lawyer had you been meek 
enough to follow the beacon," she said jokingly. She was pertaining 
to the large PARK & PARK'S logo at the topmost of the building that 
would light up brightly at night. She and Chaeng used to call it the 
Park beacon, like a lighthouse that their father and the rest of the 
Park men would often call it. 

Alice pulled one of the chests under her table. She took a small 
velvet box out, studied it for a moment; undecided whether she 
would open it or not and in the end decided not to - it wasn't hers, 
she thought - and placed it on the table. 

"Is that why you're here right now? Because you were meek 


enough to give in to the pressure of being a Park or be casted out?" 
Chaeyoung challenged her sister. 

Alice smiled and shook her head. "No, babe," she said. "I love my 
job and I'd definitely still choose this job even if I'm not a Park. Call 
it a vocation. Like how music becomes your religion when you 
realized you're in love with it." She left her chair behind her table 
and settled herself beside her sister. She handed the small box to 
Chaeng who hesitated at first to take it and then closed her hand 
around it seconds later. 

"Does this mean you're going back to the mansion for good?" 
Alice asked. 

The younger Park shook her head. "No. I'm just going to get a few 
things," Chaeng said. 

"It's not Mom's lucky day then?" Alice chuckled. 

"She can always try, I guess," Chaeyoung replied with a chuckle 
and stood up. Mommy Park had been consistently and persistently 
persuading her to return to the mansion and which she had been 
refusing politely every time. Citing reasons like wanting to stand on 
her own feet and that she can't just give up her place just like that. 
"Anyway, I have to go. Thank you for keeping this," she said, raising 
the small box on her fist. 

Alice nodded and joined her sister to the door. "Why do you need 
your keys if you still won't stay with us again, by the way? I'm just 
curious because you promised you will only claim them back when 
you return? Jf you return," she said. 

"I need a ticket to get past Jennie's security," Chaeyoung said with 
a shrug. 

Alice snorted and laughed. "I knew you still have the Park spirit 
inside there somewhere, Roseanne Park," Alice was teasing her. 

"If being the rebel Park counts, then yes," Chaeyoung replied with 
a wink. She blew her sister a kiss before she closed the door behind 
her, leaving Alice who couldn't help herself but shake her head. 
Alice knew it was hard for Rosie to decide to reclaim those keys of 
her room in the mansion and the other keys that were a validation 
of her being a Park. Roseanne had given up all of that years ago 
when she decided she wanted to do music instead of going to Law 
school and become like everyone else in the Park clan. But there 
she was, ready to break an involuntary vow for Lisa. It had always 
been about Lisa, that sometimes Alice thought her little sister was 
too selfless and a little too selfish for her own good. But then again, 
who could ever resist Lisa's charm? 

Chaeyoung Park would often pay a visit at the mansion, 
especially during Fridays for the compulsory Friday dinner, but 
would never stay overnight. Not because she hated it there in her 


own house surrounded by the people who loved her more than 
anything else in the world. But because Chaeyoung Park was a little 
too proud and stubborn especially when her decision about 
pursuing music instead of the Bill of Rights and or whatever was in 
question. Sure, she knew her family had always been so supportive 
with her. But it didn't mean they wouldn't try to persuade her to 
"come back to the light", as her Mom would often throw as a joke 
whenever an opportune comes and which she would always dodge, 
every time. Hence, she certainly was not a constant face in the 
mansion but she was always welcome. 

And so when she parked her car outside the mansion, she was 
greeted cordially by the handful of security (handful, because her 
dad wasn't totally paranoid about security despite the fact that he 
and the firm were handling high-profile cases) who welcomed her 
when she stepped inside the high gate. She started climbing the 
staircase that would lead to the manicured patio in front of the 
mansion while thinking how her mom would react about her 
arrival, especially when she came unannounced and specially when 
she was bearing her own set of keys of the mansion and everything 
that belongs to her. 

"Good afternoon, Miss Park," one of the security greeted her as 
soon as she pulled the front door open. It internally made her 
cringe. It was something she probably would never get used to, no 
matter how she was called Miss Park inside the mansion and in the 
firm all her life. It was something that she and Lisa would share as a 
private joke because everyone in her family has something before 
their names other than being a miss or a mister or in her mom's 
case, a missus. Alice was Lawyer Alice. Their dad was Chairman 
Park and their mom was Madam Park, even though her mom wasn't 
that old yet. 

"You'd be Singer Park," Lisa would tease her often. "Or Ambassador 
Park. Because you'd be representing all the kids who don't have a prefix 
to their name while everyone in their family has," Lisa would say with 
a chuckle and they would both laugh about it. 

"Is my mom here?" Chaeng asked the man. 

"It's not Christmas yet, is it?" Madam Park teased when she 
emerged from the kitchen. 

Madam Park was a homogenous picture of a married woman 
taken out from a glossy magazine for housewives. Slim, like her 
daughters. Beautiful and glowing - an indication that her married 
life was thriving. And rich, that her whole being was screaming of 
wealth and power and grace. Such grace she was holding that even 
if she was wearing an apron and a pair of rubber gloves on her 
hands that were tinted with red-orangey colors, she still looked 


elegant. She looked surprised at the sight of her youngest daughter 
but she was smiling from ear to ear. 

"Mom!" Chaeng pouted but immediately wrapped her arms 
around her mother's body longingly. 

"I thought I heard your voice and thought it's impossible since my 
Roseanne doesn't visit unless it's Friday or Christmas and I was 
pretty sure it's Wednesday today and it's definitely not Christmas," 
Madam Park jested. 

"Am I not allowed to drop by anytime I want?" Chaeng pouted. 

"You are, darling. But you choose not to," Madam Park said with 
her lips puckered, mirroring her daughter's. "I missed you. Have you 
eaten? I'm making something in the kitchen and if you want, I can 
fix you a quick meal," she told Chaeng after planting kisses on both 
cheeks and then asked, "And what brought you here on a 
Wednesday? This is such a surprise!" 

Instead of replying, Chaeng showed her mom the set of keys she 
was holding. 

"Oh, sweetheart!" Madam Parked gushed. "This is great! Is this for 
good?" 

"No, Mom. I'm just going to get a few things in my room and I 
need to use the car," Chaeng replied guiltily. It wasn't always easy 
to dampen her mother's spirit. 

"What car?" Madam Park blinked. 

"My car." Chaeng was talking about the car provided to her by the 
firm and was tucked away in one corner of their huge garage along 
with all the other luxury cars that the Park family owned. 

"You're not trying to impress someone, are you, baby?" Madam 
Park. 

"Actually, Mom, I am. But it's not what you think. And I need to 
go to my room now. I'm kind of in a hurry. I need to get back to the 
bar before our set later," Chaeng said and ran towards the staircase. 

"Are you going out on a date?" Madam Park bellowed from 
downstairs, excitement was hinted on her voice. 

Chaeng rolled her eyes at the ridiculousness of it. But then again, 
of course her mom was excited on the prospect of her going out on 
a date. She hadn't been on a date "date" and well, moms. 

"No, Mom!" she bellowed back and then whispered to herself, "I'm 
going out on a mission," before she pushed the door of her room 
open and was rushed with nostalgia when she was welcomed by the 
most familiar scent. The scent of her room she had inhabiting for 
years before she moved out. 

Her room was still how it was since the last time she had been 
there. The sheets were still creased, her fluffy slippers were still 
where she left it - near the bed footings; the other was lying upside 


down - and the mementos she had collected over the years were 
still on the shelf, still messy, but a pretty mess, she thought with a 
smirk. It was her domain. Her mom would sometimes fuss about it 
and would offer to organize it for her, which she would only refuse. 
She didn't have the luxury of time to be sentimental, though, 
Chaeng realized and moved. 

She walked straight to her walk-in closet after spending a minute 
scanning the Polaroids she had pinned on the portion of a wall and 
the doors to her closet. She was shuffling and scanning aimlessly 
the clothes hanger, pulling one and tgen return it on the rack and 
pulled another again. She had never one to put a lot of effort on her 
wardrobe. But she had always have a specific style. And after a lot 
of shufflings and considerations, she took out a few pair of trousers 
and a handful of designer tops and suits and a few dresses that she 
hadn't worn yet and threw them on the bed before she proceed to 
the bathroom to take a quick shower. 

When she was done, Chaeyoung Park examined herself in the 
mirror. Her hair was still wet and undone but she could let it dry on 
the car, she decided. She looked different from her usual everyday 
getup that comprise mostly of just jeans, sneakers or leather boots, 
T-shirts with her favorite bands printed on the front and leather or 
denim jackets, or if she was in the mood, she'd wear a long dress 
where its hems would meet her ankles. But today, she chose to wear 
something that would command attention and hopefully, influence. 
She decided to go casual but still with a little touch of herself. She 
picked a metallic dress that wrapped perfectly around her body. Her 
small waist was highlighted by a broad belt, accentuating also tye 
curves of her hips. Its hems were short and dropped seductively on 
her thighs. The sleeves were ruffled around the wrists. The dress she 
paired with high black leather boots that emphasized her long legs. 
If the girls from the Orange would see her, they'd definitely tease 
her for being "underdressed". She spent a couple more minutes 
fussing about her look and when she knew that there was nothing 
more to add, besides her hair that was still damp, and after she 
strapped her Omega on her wrist and dabbing a few drops of 
perfume on her wrists and behind her ears, Chaeyoung Park was all 
set and ready to leave. She hesitated at first but heeded to the 
stairs, anyway. When she went down, her mom was waiting at the 
bottom of the stairs. Gone were the apron and the gloves. Madam 
Park looked stern and worried. 

"TIl explain later, I promise," Chaeng said before her mother could 
say a word. 

"Just tell me you're not in any sort of trouble, Roseanne Park. 
Because the last time you wore something like that was when you 


met with the boards behind your father's back and sold your stocks 
and then dropped the bomb on us later that day over dinner," 
Madam Park said. 

Chaeng cringed. Her mom didn't have to remind her how she 
broke their hearts years ago. "I'm not, Mom. I promise. I'm just 
going to meet someone," she said. 

"Who?" Madam Park asked, her curiosity now piqued. 

"Jennie Kim," Chaeyoung said ominously. 


"Will you please stop doing that?" Jisoo said after a painfully long 
silence. "Settle down and try to relax." 

Jennie was pacing back and forth in front of her desk inside her 
large office in the Kim Group of Companies main building. She 
hadn't yet settled herself ever since their return from the annex, 
after that press con that she had dreaded all morning. She looked 
anxious and she hadn't spoken a word. In fact, she might have 
forgotten about Jisoo sitting on the leather couch that when Jisoo 
spoke, it startled her and she had to look around to find Jisoo 
gravely looking at her. 

"They caught that on camera, didn't they?" Jennie said anxiously. 
She looked completely different from the Jennie Kim who spoke to 
the press earlier. Her face was contorted with fear and her hands 
were trembling. Her panic attack hadn't subsided yet. 

"You made yourself very clear, if that's what you want to know. 
And can you please sit down?" Jisoo pleaded and added, "Or okay, 
you don't have to sit down if you don't want to. But please just stop 
marching back and forth. It's not helping," when she saw that 
Jennie was about to protest. 

"I'm stupid!" Jennie declared when she paused in the middle of 
the room, as though the realization just hit her right then and there. 

"Yes, you are," Jisoo said, earning herself a glare from Jennie 
which she replied with a smirk. "But objectively, no, you're not. You 
just did what was asked from you, Jendeuk," she added. 

"Yes, by being stupid. Why on earth did I ever say that? It was 
bad enough that I had to lie out there," cried Jennie. 

"The boards were impressed, I've been told. They expected you to 
not follow the script. It's either you earned their respect after that or 
they thought you're a pushover," Jisoo said. 

"But a fling? A fling, Chu? Lisa will never forgive me," Jennie 
groaned and started pacing back and forth again. The pointy tip of 
her heels were denting the carpet. 

"Yes, that part wasn't part of the script. And I, myself, was 
surprised you said that. You didn't have to say it like that. Expect 
the press to make a headline out of it instead of directing their 


focus on the entirety of the situation. They love to sensationalize 
everything," said Jisoo disdainfully. 

"I should've just been completely honest out there," Jennie said 
regretfully. She was shaking her head and looked pathetically 
defeated -- shoulders were slumped, her head was down and gone 
was the daunting look on her eyes. "Do you have any idea how it 
feels like? Gritting your teeth in front of all those people and the 
cameras, and lie? It's disgusting, Chu. It tastes like a piled-up bile 
on the mouth. I can still taste it right now and I hate it. I really hate 
it. Dad would've disapproved all of that. He would never 
compromise his principles over something like...like..." 

"Like saving his company and your character?" said Jisoo. "It's not 
your fault, Jendeuk." 

"No, it's not. But still, I'm partly to blame. I agreed to it. And if 
Lisa will see it, I bet she can only think all the vile things about me. 
We--," Jennie paused in front of the huge window where her view of 
the overlooking city line and the Han river and the sky looked 
astounding and breathtaking while tinted with pink and orange as 
the sun was about to set on the west. She would have admired the 
view yet again like she always would if she wasn't feeling like shit. 
Truthfully, she was still shaking from head to toe. She really hated 
it out there. But it was what they had all agreed to do after her 
meeting with the boards. And after she fired Mr Tuan. At least she 
got to do that before she was put in the spotlight. 

Her advisers told her that it was better to do it quick and concise, 
her statement to the press. She did what exactly what they had 
rehearsed before she delivered her statement. But the "fling thing" 
wasn't part of it, like Jisoo said. And she still didn't know what got 
into her that she had to say that in front of a reporter from gossip 
news site. 

"She looked peaceful when I left her, sleeping, Chu. I cannot 
imagine the torment I'm giving her now, after I left without a word 
and after today. She'll see it, definitely. She'll hate me," Jennie said, 
sadness was flooding her face. "However, I hope she'll soon realize 
that I did that for her. For both of us." 

"What did the King say?" asked Jisoo. 

"He said that Lisa has the power to change her fate if she will 
learn to stop running away and embrace her truth," Jennie said. 

"And does that equate to you running away and hurting Lisa like 
that?" asked Jisoo. 

"No. No," Jennie said, shaking her head. "It didn't make sense to 
me, honestly, when His Majesty said that. But when I was alone 
with Lisa and she said that she's willing to give everything up, 
including her title, just to be with me, I thought I could do exactly 


the same thing for her but then it wouldn't feel right at all," Jennie 
said. 

"What do you mean?" 

Jennie held her tongue when soft knocks interrupted her from 
explaining to Jisoo. The door was pushed, revealing her secretary 
who looked between the two Kims. She bowed to both and then 
addressed Jennie. 

"I apologize for the intrusion, Lady Kim. Miss Roseanne Park from 
PARK & PARK'S is here to see you," the secretary said. 

Before Jennie could even wonder why the famous law firm sent a 
representative when they don't even have a transaction, as far as 
she can remember, Jisoo instantly sprang up from the couch, 
alarming her. 

"What?" Jennie asked, clutching her chest dramatically. 

"Let me talk to her first," said Jisoo and immediately started for 
the door in long strides. 

"Who? Roseanne Park? Do you know her?" Jennie inquired, 
keeping Jisoo from leaving the room. 

"It's Chaeng," Jisoo said pointedly. "It's a long story and I'm sorry I 
forgot to tell you about it, Jendeuk. But yes, she's Roseanne Park 
and she's probably here to ask you about what happened in the 
press con earlier." 

Jennie looked surprised but didn't say anything. Instead, she told 
her secretary calmly, "Let her in, Miss Kang. And please bring in 
some tea," before the secretary bowed and left her office at once. 

"But Ruby Jane! Have you forgotten what Chaeng did at the bar 
before?" Jisoo now looked panicky. 

"I don't think someone who claims to be from a reputable 
institution like PARK & PARK'S will act impetuously like that, Chu. 
Besides, I believed she had her reasons why she acted like that 
before. Just like she has her reasons why she's here right now," 
Jennie said calmly as she took her seat behind her mahogany desk. 

"And what is that?" inquired Jisoo. She still looked nervous and 
unsure whether Jennie was right to invite Chaeng inside the office. 
Anything could happen and as far as she was concerned and as 
much as possible, she didn't want anything untoward to happen. 
Especially not between a Park and a Kim. The press will definitely 
have a field day, if ever. It was already enough that they pushed 
Jennie to make up a story and lie on national TV. 

"She cares about Lisa," Jennie replied with a shrug. 

"It's not as simple as that, Jendeuk," said Jisoo. 

"I know, Chu. She loves Lisa. She's in love with Lisa. I think it's 
about time that Chaeng and I should talk about it. Woman to 
woman," Jennie said. 


They both looked at the door when they were, yet again, 
interrupted by Miss Kang's soft knocks. Jisoo looked tensed while 
Jennie looked implausibly composed. 


Not A New Chapter But Please Read 


Hello :) 

I'm sorry to say but I got nothing for y'all this month. I know. It 
sucks. It does suck for me, honestly. I took a necessary break this 
whole month from, I don't know, I guess everything? Including 
writing. Don't hate me. :) 

What happened was uhm... 

Last August, I lost my dog due to blood parasitism. I had to rush 
him to the clinic because he was suddenly pooping blood and when 
we got there, he was already vomiting phlegm. They tried to revive 
him in front of me, but... 

He was my roommate for years. He was a loyal companion. He 
was there when I got to wake up in the middle of so many nights 
and being unable to breathe. He was my comfort. When he died, it 
felt and still feels like a part of me has died, too. There were long 
nights back in August when I would just stare at the wall and with 
the lights on. I couldn't sleep. 

And beside me was another dog, a female. Sweet, clingy. She 
wasn't really the best roommate but she was company. She was my 
sister's. Left under my care because she had to go back to the city 
for work. At some point back in August, I was like "I'd probably go 
crazy if I'll lose you, too" whenever I stare at her. And she was 
there. Bubbly and noisy and sweet and clingy. Vet said I had to take 
her to the clinic for check-up, just to make sure she was healthy. 
When she got there and got checked, doc said she was fine. She was 
a happy dog, doc said. But they still took blood sample, just to 
make sure. Results came out and she was sent with meds. Lots of 
med for I don't know what, except that I was told she was anemic 
and her platelets are abnormally low. 

And so I gave her those meds. Eight, in a day. Barely a couple of 
days after, I noticed her tummy got bigger. I thought she was 
pregnant. One night, earlier this month, as we were about to sleep, I 
noticed she was breathing abnormally heavy. It wasn't even 
panting. She was struggling for air. Morning came, I asked my sister 
to bring her to the clinic because I couldn't do it myself. I got 
scared. I was shaking badly. I didn't want to go through again what 
I went through last August. Just barely 48 hours after I sent her to 
the clinic, she was dead. And within those hours, I was told by the 


doctor that she had: enlarged heart, edema, that her liver was 
compromised and she had worms. WORMS? Her poop had always 
been clean, dammit! 

Anyway, the news of her passing was vague. And so I had to rush 
to the clinic late at night to check and get her. And got her, I did. 
Inside a box, wrapped in something they used in the operating table 
and with blood at the side of her face. I fucking died, honestly. It 
was a heartbreak beyond anything. I couldn't sleep with the lights 
off. I couldn't sleep with the lights on. And I couldn't sleep in my 
room anymore. I couldn't sleep at all. And so I decided to take a 
break. From everything. Because I could never forgive myself for 
what happened. 

I know. I know. It's unfair. I should still be writing for a new 
update and everything, despite everything, but I couldn't. I mean, I 
tried, really. But it was so hard. So so hard. 

I will update this October. Set me a deadline, if y'all must. :) 

Anyway, thank you so much for reading the story and for being 
patient with me. I appreciate all of you. Each and everyone. 

Love, K 

P. S. If you have fur friends, or just anyone you love so dearly, 
please hold them and keep them close. 


Chapter 55 


She walked in with her head held high but only because she 
didn’t want to look anyone in the eyes. Her heels were clacking 
against the floor and not that it was loud but it was enough to get 
the attention of the people on the ground floor. That, and the glitter 
of her dress. She was a bright contrast against the sea of dark suits 
of Jennie’s work force. Chaeng didn’t mind at first. Until someone, a 
short woman with a glum expression and cold eyes behind thick 
glasses, scanned her from head to toe with a look that said “You 
don’t belong here!” 

Alice had probably foreseen all of it, Chaeng admitted to herself, 
when she finally had a full view of the intimidating display of 
power that the colossal executive building of the Kim Group. 
Because although she had been friends with Lisa for years now, she 
couldn’t help but feel a little subdued and a little out of place 
because everything inside Jennie’s empire seemed new to her. It 
wasn’t even like she wasn’t used to the extravagant display of 
wealth and power but Jennie’s domain was overwhelming. 

From the cold granite floor and up to the plethora of beams and 
pillars that seemed to hold the dominance of the Kims on high 
pedestals and the endless array of bars and glasses used that seemed 
to cover the entire building and down to her employees clad in dark 
suits, stiff manner and glum expressions on their faces, with their 
brows knotted on their foreheads and lips sealed tightly like they 
were made to sworn to secrecy, everything looked cold. She hadn’t 
seen a friendly face, except the receptionist who accommodated her 
nicely, which was part of her job, of course, even when she was told 
repeatedly that “President Kim is busy at the moment.” 

Everything inside the building was screaming supremacy - as it 
should, of course. The mood inside the Jennie’s empire was nothing 
like what Alice and their dad and the rest of the staff at PARK & 
PARK’S were indulged at the firm, despite the number of times she 
complained about trivial stuff in the firm during her random and 
seldom visits. Which most of the time would only fall to deaf ears, 
anyway, because she wasn’t technically part of the firm and her dad 
would subtly remind her that she sold her shares long ago. 

But if shed have to be honest, though. Chaeyoung Park was 
actually fighting off second thoughts about realizing her objective 


at the moment. In fact, if it wasn’t for the fact that the receptionist 
had already rang Jennie’s office, announcing her presence and her 
desire of seeking Jennie’s audience despite not having an 
appointment and despite being told that Jennie was busy and might 
not see anyone inside her office today, she might have turned 
around and walked away already. Far, far away from this mammoth 
of a building in Jongno district. 

She would’ve gone straight to her apartment and walked straight 
to her bedroom. She would’ve freed herself already from this 
platinum dress she chose to wear today of all days, which 
somewhat made her feel like she was some fish taken out from the 
water. The tightness of the fabric around her throat was suffocating. 
The thought reminded her of Joohwangie. She suddenly missed her 
fish. She should’ve brought with her a backup, a sudden realization 
came to her. Chahee or A-yeon. Or anyone. 

“Can I go up now or do I have to wait for someone to come and 
take me to Jen — I mean, President Kim’s office?” Chaeng asked the 
receptionist nicely despite her patience wearing thin. The heels of 
her boots were killing her and the unnecessary glares thrown at her 
occasionally by the passing employees who were unabashedly 
eyeing her silvery dress as though it was offending them, were 
starting to annoy her. Plus, she had been asked to wait longer than 
she aimed to. 

“Someone will come and take you to the President’s office, Miss 
Park. In fact, they’re here, ma’am,” the receptionist said amicably, 
with a smile plastered on her pearly face. The woman nodded 
towards the coming group of men in dark suits walking briskly 
towards them. One of them, the leader of the small pack, looked 
familiar. 

“Miss Park,” the man greeted her with a curt bow, whom Chaeng 
recognized from the hullabaloo at her bar some weeks ago courtesy 
of Jisoo and from Jennie’s press con earlier. “I shall take you to the 
President’s office now, ma’am,” the man said. 

One of his companion - a tall, younger-looking male with a small 
face and prominent cheek bones led the way towards a private 
elevator. The other, the stout one with wide shoulders and a 
gloomy expression, was walking behind them. A-yeon was right. 
Security was, indeed, tight. 

When they had all stepped in and the doors closed, they were 
then enveloped with uncomfortable silence. The men positioned 
around her but not too close enough, which she was silently 
grateful for because she was never really comfortable around men 
except with a selected few. The security stood in silence and were 
all staring ahead. Had their eyes been equipped with laser beams, 


they’d all have been burning holes on the elevator door, Chaeng 
humoured herself. 

“I have not yet apologized for the inconvenience that my men 
and I had caused you and your place, Miss Park,” the familiar- 
looking man, who chose to stand beside her, said while the elevator 
button was now hitting fifteen. 

Chaeng didn’t know exactly how to respond to that because he 
wasn’t exactly apologizing and it was more like Jisoo’s fault than 
anybody else, so she chose to just regard him with a quick glance 
but did not say a word. 

“I hope your friend is doing well,” the man spoke again. He was 
talking about Lisa, or course. His voice was baritone. His manner 
was calm. As calm as he was when Chaeng saw him for the first 
time inside the Orange, pulling Lisa and Jennie away from the 
bedlam that Jisoo created and as calm as he was when he escorted 
Jennie away from the press earlier. But his jaws were set and his 
eyes were fixed on a particular spot on the spotless door and 
Chaeng wasn’t sure what to make of his emotions. 

“After what your boss did today? I highly doubt she will be,” 
Chaeng said with an inadvertent clipped tone before the elevator 
stopped at the thirty-third floor. 

Jennie’s top security man was the only person who joined her in 
stepping out of the elevator. The other two remained inside. They 
bowed to them before the door closed yet again and then there was 
another stretch of silence. 

Mr Young led her to a long corridor with an immaculate granite 
floor and a series of lamps hanging on the ceiling. They walked 
down to a suite of offices and turned a corner where a wide oak 
door was waiting. A solitary desk was beside on its left and a 
woman, Jennie’s secretary, Chaeng presumed, instantly rose from 
her seat behind it. She greeted them with a courteous bow before 
throwing a curious look at her. The woman looked like Chaeng’s 
age. Like the woman on the ground floor who accommodated her, 
Jennie’s secretary was also a looker. She had a playful smirk hinting 
on the corner of her mouth as she looked from Mr Young to Chaeng 
with anticipation. 

“Miss Roseanne Park is here to see President Kim,” Mr Young 
announced. 

The secretary nodded before she left her desk to knock on the oak 
door. She went and reappeared few seconds later. This time, a 
polite smile was plastered on her face dedicated for Chaeng. 

“President Kim is ready to see you, Miss Park,” the secretary told 
Chaeng before she pushed the door wider for her. 

Chaeng was welcomed by a rush of cold air from the air 


condition system and the penetrating gaze of Jisoo Kim who was 
sitting on the black-leathered couch. When their eyes met, Jisoo 
raised her brows to her and offered her a smirk - the same smirk 
that Jisoo gave the media at the press con — and which Chaeng only 
responded with a slight movement of her brows. She heard Jisoo 
huffed faintly on her seat. Her eyes never left the redhead, which 
Chaeng hated at the moment. She had completely forgotten about 
the other Kim because her mind was too preoccupied with drafting 
her speech dedicated for Jennie. Did the woman not have better 
and more pressing things to do other than hang around Jennie’s 
side all day? But then again, of course Jisoo should be here. What 
was she expecting, anyway? 

Jennie’s office was a capacious. It was painted in creamy white 
and lush black and a good amount of luscious red and it somewhat 
reminded Chaeng of an art gallery, especially with how the 
lightings were strategically positioned on the beams and on the 
ceiling. The spacious room housed a few furnishings, a desk where 
Jennie was sitting behind it, and a shelf that stored books and 
ledgers and some other things. There were also canvasses and 
citations hanging on one wall, including a rather large frame with 
the Kim family on it, painted in oil, and a monochrome photo of 
Jennie holding a book inside a café. 

Behind Jennie’s desk was a wide window made of thick, clear 
glass dedicated to the enchanting view of Seoul. The sight was 
impressive. It looked like an infinite maze of multi-colored lines and 
shapes with a stunning skyline. The Han River was snaking through 
the maze. On the floor spread a thick, rich carpet with diagonal 
lines that felt supple against the heels of her boots. The interior of 
the room looked surprisingly unpretentious. But its vibe, however, 
was screaming with class. And from the look of it, the whole place 
had been under a revamp recently. 

The President’s office belonged to Jennie’s late father and after 
Jennie took over the position, she decided to refit the whole place 
according to her taste and character. Her father’s old office was a 
little archaic for her liking. 

“Chaeng,” Jennie said warmly as she rose regally from the seat 
she occupied behind her impeccably polished desk, like the head of 
an empire that she was. “I was wondering who Roseanne Park 
might be until Chu told me. I wasn’t expecting you to drop by but 
I’m glad that you did.” 

Jennie had a warm smile plastered on her lips as she walked 
around her table and made her way to greet Chaeng with an 
embrace. And perhaps, it was exactly how Jennie spoke to her with 
that mild tone as though she was welcoming a friend on a typical 


day that ticked Chaeng off. She suddenly felt like she just had a shot 
of Chahee’s special drink, which she loved and hated, by the way, 
and which Chahee would only concoct especially for her. All the 
pent-up rage she didn’t know she had saved specially for Jennie was 
quickly rising up to her throat and it made her dizzy and searing. 

“What was that earlier?” Chaeyoung Park demanded before she 
could stop herself. There was a tone on her voice that caused Jisoo 
to flinch on her seat. Chaeng caught it at the corner of her eyes and 
it gave her the satisfaction. But not Jennie. The heiress remained 
calm and collected. 

“Why don’t you sit down first?” Jennie said coolly, as though she 
was about to lay out a potentially good business proposition and it 
only piqued Chaeng even more. 

Chaeyoung Park had never felt this rage so strong and ferocious 
before, it felt like it was burning her throat. It was even nothing 
compared to what she had felt for Jisoo during their first meeting. 

Jisoo, meanwhile, was sitting quietly on the couch. After the little 
movement she managed involuntarily earlier when Chaeng opened 
her mouth to speak, Jisoo hadn’t moved at all. She was observing. 
She was looking from Jennie to Chaeng as though she was watching 
a pingpong match. Anticipation was on her face but other than that, 
she made no attempt to do anything else. Why would she? When 
discreetly, she had been waiting for this moment to happen after 
the Orange incident - when the redhead was too drunk and jealous 
over Jennie and Lisa and chose to redirect her ire towards her. 

Jisoo had been thinking a lot about it, no matter how she tried to 
ignore it. There really was nothing in it for her, of course. Except 
that she would surely be a spectator, which she knew she would 
never desire but here she was sitting first row. All thanks to Jennie 
for not kicking her out. And no, she wasn’t trying to get even with 
the redhead. Chaeng and her had own way of getting even. Besides, 
she knew Jennie. Her best friend wasn’t pugnacious and therefore 
Jisoo was confident that she didn’t have to pull one away from the 
other and calling Mr Young wasn’t necessary. Although, judging 
from Chaeng’s glares directed at Jennie, she should also prepare 
herself for the worst scenario. 

Jisoo had always been rational. Her loved for books and her 
exposure to the dirty and politicking ways of the corporate world 
and her involvement in philanthropic acivities helped in shaping up 
her perceptions of things. And as cliché as it may sound, she was a 
firm believer of truth and how it sets everyone free. And today, she 
was hoping that both women would be liberated from all the things 
that had been holding them from confronting their own versions of 
the truth. Chaeng had to release that pent-up rage and Jennie had 


to confront the paradoxes surrounding Lisa, if that wasn’t too much 
to ask. 

Jennie’s secretary knocked, momentarily breaking the tension. 
She came in carrying a tray of steaming teapot and a set of cups, 
each for them. She was all-smile while serving the three women 
with tea and at one point threw a furtive look on the stunning 
redhead, which Jisoo caught and it almost made her laugh. Miss 
Kang, of course, was oblivious of the friction inside the office. Bless 
her. 

Jennie thanked Miss Kang after she placed the last cup on the table 
and when she was done, Miss Kang retreated her steps towards the 
door. She bowed and left the executive office. 

“Well?” Chaeng said as soon as she heard the door clicked. She 
folded her arms across her chest. She remained on her spot and her 
eyes never left Jennie. She was too furious to sit down on the seat 
Jennie had offered her. And besides, she didn’t want to sit across 
Jisoo. The woman was smirking at her again. The devil. 


“What do you want to hear from me, Chaeng?” she asked is a 
strained voice when she returned to her chair behind the desk. 

“What was that earlier?” Chaeyoung Park reiterated the question, 
emphasizing each word between gritted teeth. 

“The board wanted me to release a statement. Our stocks have 
been dipping for days now and they thought it was necessary,” 
Jennie replied as she leaned on her seat. She was looking at Chaeng 
as though she was seeing the redhead for the first time. Sort of, 
anyway. 

Chaeng looked different now that she had finally claimed who 
she really was under that red mane and behind that rockstar 
persona. It was the first time, as far as Jennie can recall, that a Park 
from the impressive firm, PARK & PARK’s, had paid the Kim Group 
a visit. Their worlds didn’t have the many opportunities to cross. Of 
course, Chaeng didn’t drop by to talk about business. But it 
certainly was a welcoming prospect from Jennie’s point of view as 
the head of a conglomerate. Chaeng, of course, would think 
otherwise. The redhead wouldn’t have concealed her being a Park if 
she wanted to be publicly associated from the influential Parks. 

She was like Lisa, Chaeng was, and it was no wonder that the two 
had been friends all these years, Jennie realized and found it 
amusing and concerning at the same time. If Lisa was a princess and 
Chaeng was part of a prominent family, and Jennie’s supposedly 
ever-reliable intels from the Kim Security Group who, by the way, 
had been doing a terrific job in profiling their subjects, hadn’t able 
to uncover the truth about Chaeng and Lisa, then Jennie should 


address her concern to Jisoo’s father on the next meeting. But for 
now, she had to deal with Lisa’s raging best friend first. Jennie 
sighed. She wasn’t particularly thrilled with the idea. 

“Was the last part also necessary? Did they tell you do that, too? 
Because I am disappointed, Jennie. The girls in the Orange are 
disappointed. And I cannot imagine how Lisa won’t be if she’ll hear 
about it. It’s funny because I thought you’re better than—,” 

“Than who? You or Lisa?” Jennie interjected and shook her 
head. “If you’re here to ask me if I’m ecstatic about lying, then the 
answer is no. I honestly feel worse every passing minute, believe it 
or not. In fact, before I was told that someone from your father’s 
firm is in the building and seeking audience, which happened to be 
you, I was telling Chu that it was never the brightest moment of my 
life. 

“It was my first time appearing on national TV, against my will, 
of course, and it had to be like that. I’m not proud of it and ’m 
certainly not proud of what I said about me and Lisa — especially 
about Lisa. So, yes, Roseanne Park. Go ahead and be disappointed. 
I’ve already disappointed a lot of people today, myself included. 
You won’t be the first,” Jennie said with a weary voice. 

“Why?” Chaeng muttered. Her lips barely opened. She was 
shaking from rage and she was trying hard not to explode or she 
might embarrassed herself and regret it later. Jisoo was staring at 
her, she knew. She could feel her gaze prickling on her skin but 
Chaeng paid her no attention. 

Jisoo could stare all she want, but Chaeng was there to get to the 
bottom of things. And by bottom of things, she meant to find out 
exactly what’s going on between Jennie and Lisa and why Jennie 
had to lie about everything about Lisa and who the hell is the 
enemy? She could hate Jennie all she want after today but Chaeng 
was her father’s daughter. And her father had taught her to give 
anyone and everyone the benefit of the doubt because “how else 
would you get to the bottom of things, sweetheart?” her dad would 
often say. 

Jennie shook her head and shrugged. “I don’t know. I honestly 
don’t know why I said that. Maybe I wanted to protect her. Or 
maybe I wanted to protect me and the company. Does it even 
matter now, Chaeng? The world must have heard about it by now. 
There’s no point discussing about it here when we both know Lisa 
would soon hear about it, too. If she hasn’t yet,” Jennie said 
bitterly. The thought about Lisa watching her spewing lies after lies 
earlier today brought immeasurable pain to Jennie’s chest. She 
could imagine the Thai pacing restlessly inside that ridiculously 
enormous chamber of hers, probably contemplating how much she 


hates her and everyone else and plotting inside her head how to get 
away from her father’s reach. Jennie regretted what she did but she 
knew she could never take it back. It was too late now to take it all 
back. She deserved Chaeng’s rage and she deserved whatever 
unkind words Chaeng would hurl at her. She deserved all of that. 
But Chaeng’s next words only broke her into pieces. 

“She loves you,” Chaeng said matter-of-factly. “And you love 
her,” Chaeng added, her voice cracked involuntarily when Jennie 
did not respond. “I know you do, Jennie. That’s why I don’t 
understand how you can just say it like that. The lies you said about 
Lisa, I can understand completely. But a fling? That was too much! 
You didn’t have to hurt her like that!” 

“And you think I’m not hurting?” Jennie said with her chest 
heaving. She was already on her feet. Jisoo was on her feet, too. 
“You think I’m sitting here with my head on cloud nine after what I 
did? You have no idea how I feel — what I exactly feel, Miss Park. 
You have no idea what I went through just so I can still sit here.” 

Chaeng snorted. “So that’s it then, isn’t it?” she sneered. “You 
care more about your position than Lisa? That’s actually a shame 
because I thought you’d be different. Hell, I thought you are 
different!” 

Jennie huffed as she casually wiped the tears with the back of her 
hand. 

“No. Yeah, you're right. Maybe I am different. And maybe I was 
wrong. Maybe it’s not always about freedom and running away isn’t 
always the answer. Maybe I have to grow up at some point and 
accept that I cannot run away forever, Chaeng. That goes out to 
both you and Lisa as well. All these pretensions, the secret life we 
build and chose to live and the lies that everyone around us had to 
weave just so we can have a little taste of freedom we crave for...” 

“Lisa would do anything for you! But not this, Jennie. This is 
betrayal!” Chaeng was seething. Of course, she knew what Jennie 
was talking about. She understood what Jennie was trying to say 
because there were moments in her life when she and Lisa had 
talked about the ‘what ifs’. But was that enough to hurt Lisa like 
that? She would never do that to her. She would never turn her 
back against Lisa. She might even take bullets for her if need be and 
it wasn’t even because she used to be head over heels in love with 
that idiot. 

Watching Jennie talking and validating what she did today made 
Chaeng want to pack her things immediately and be with the Thai 
as soon as possible. Lisa deserved better. 

“Believe it or not, ’'m doing her a favor,” Jennie argued. 

“By hurting her? I thought you love her?” Chaeng said angrily. 


“By trying to help her realize things. And yes, I do, Chaeng. I love 
her with all of me. She knows that. Lisa knows that. And I believe 
she’s someone who has a deeper understanding of things. She’s 
more than just a princess, Chaeng. She’s more than just someone 
who sees the world through her lens. She’s more than just her 
father’s daughter. She’s more just than your Lisa and she’s more 
than just my Lili,” Jennie said. 

“J—she’s not my... What do you mean ‘my Lisa’? She’s not ‘my 
Lisa,” Chaeng said defensively, her face was now the shade of 
Jennie’s lipstick. 

Jennie smiled for the first time today, despite herself. For some 
reason, she found it particularly adorable how Chaeng’s face flushed 
from sheer embarrassment. 

“Look, I know you love her,” said Jennie gingerly. 

“IJ—of course, I do. She’s my best friend!” Chaeng indignantly. 

“You and I both know that you love her more than that, though,” 
Jennie said, not breaking eye contacts. This wasn’t how she 
imagined she and Chaeng would talk about loving the same woman. 
She had never done this before and she did not expect it to be this 
awkward. 

But instead of responding, the redhead snapped her head towards 
Jisoo’s direction so quick she might have offended her neck. 

“You told her?!” Chaeng glowered at the other Kim. 

Jisoo was caught off-guard and it took her a couple of seconds to 
realize that the redhead was talking to her. 

“T did not!” said Jisoo, indignantly denying the accusation. 

“Impossible!” Chaeng groaned as she brushed her hand through 
her hair. It looked more enchanting now that she messed it up for 
the sheer reason of it. “How else would she know about it?” 

“Chu never told me anything,” Jennie quicky said but the 
redhead wasn’t listening. Nor was Jisoo. Because the two of them 
were already glaring at each other at the moment, as though they 
were sizing up the other. 

Chaeng looked frustrated. Out of all the scenarios she had 
considered would happen once she confronted Jennie, admitting to 
Jennie Kim that she was, once upon a time, in love with Lisa was 
absolutely not one of them. It wasn’t like she didn’t want to talk 
about it because she would, if the situation would call for it. But she 
felt like this wasn’t exactly the proper time to discuss her once- 
upon-a-time feelings for Lisa. 

Jisoo, meanwhile, looked harassed. Her mind was racing. She 
knew she never told Jennie about it nor did she slip a word. She 
was just as surprised that Jendeuk knew about it. But then again, 
why wouldn’t she? Jennie was a smart woman. Of course, she 


would know. And Chaeng should know better than accuse her and 
glare at her at the moment like she was guilty of treason or 
whatever and it was certainly annoying. 

“Guys?” Jennie muttered nervously. She was looking from Jisoo 
to Chaeng. The two were still glowering at each other and it 
reminded her vividly of the horrific scene in the Orange. 

“Can we talk?” Jisoo told the redhead calmly. 

“Fine!” Chaeng snapped. 

Jennie half-rose from her seat and said, “Do you want me to leave 
or...?” 

“No, no, Jendeuk. Chaeng and I will talk in the lobby,” Jisoo said 
as she rose from the couch and pulled Chaeng to the door. 

“You told her! You promised you wouldn’t!” Chaeng said as soon 
as they were out of earshot from Jennie’s secretary and as soon as 
Jisoo dropped her arm. 

“T swear I did not. Besides, you heard Jennie. I never told her 
anything,” said Jisoo. 

Chaeng was fuming and never said a word. She ran her fingers 
through her hair exasperatedly. She wasn’t mad, if she’d have to be 
honest. She was, however, mortified. Jennie didn’t have to attack 
her like that. That was a low blow. 

“I told you she’s smart, haven’t I?” Jisoo said after a long silence. 
They were standing facing one another in the deserted corridor. 
Chaeng was leaning her back against the creamy wall while Jisoo 
was standing close, with her hands dipped into the pockets of her 
suit. 

“Did you know that she knew?” Chaeng asked after a while. The 
silence that had passed between them wasn’t as tensed compared to 
what happened inside Jennie’s office and it somehow receded 
whatever resentment she was harbouring earlier. 

Jisoo shook her head. “No. She haven’t talked about it until 
before you came in, actually. But I knew she might have caught it at 
some point. She’s always been sharp. She’s a Kim,” she said 
proudly. 

“I hate you Kims,” Chaeng said bitterly and it only made Jisoo 
sniggered. 

“What are you doing here, by the way?” Jisoo then asked the 
redhead. 

“What do you mean what am I doing here? I’m here to talk to 
Jennie. What else?” Chaeng replied scornfully. 

“Obviously. But what are you doing here, Roseanne Park?” Jisoo 
asked. 

Chaeng huffed. She actually found it ridiculous that Jisoo called her 
by her name just to emphasize a point. But Jisoo didn’t have to 


know that. 

“Alice was right. I shouldn’t have come here. I didn’t know what I 
was thinking, really. It’s just...” Chaeng exhaled and brushed her 
hair with her fingers once again before she went on. “I mean, of 
course I knew what I was thinking. I didn’t like what she said on TV 
earlier. Everyone at the bar didn’t like it. And Lisa’s not here, 
obviously, and since I’m the best friend — what?” 

“What?” Jisoo asked innocently with her brows raised. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” the redhead asked warily. 

“T wasn’t looking at you like anything,” Jisoo replied. 

“You’ve been looking at me funnily since I arrived,” Chaeng said 
and folded her arms across her chest. 

Jisoo let out a soft chuckle at first which progressed into a laughter 
that echoed across the hallway, even when the redhead was already 
shooting daggers at her. 

“Nothing,” Jisoo said and laughed even more. 

“What?” Chaeng reiterated. She looked incensed once again. 

“You really prepared for this, didn’t you?” Jisoo said, coughing a 
little after her mirth. Her fingers pointing at Chaeng’s overall look 
and lingered at the platinum dress that the redhead was wearing. 

“T can’t walk around inside Jennie’s empire looking like a hippie, 
can I?” Chaeng said defensively, pulling down the hemline of her 
dress. “As if the security will allow me inside the building.” 

“It suits you, actually. But you would have made a stronger 
impression with a tattered jeans, a leather jacket and your red 
hair,” Jisoo said with a smirk. “People here are boring. Maybe 
except Jennie’s secretary because she’s mostly fun when drunk. But 
the rest of them are mostly impassive. They almost think alike, they 
move alike, they work alike. It’s the main reason why Jendeuk 
hates it here but she has no choice. She has to show up and work or 
else everything that she owns, that her family owns, will be taken 
away from her just like that.” Jisoo snapped her fingers. 

“That bad, huh?” Chaeng said with a snort, looking unconvinced. 

“Pm serious! And no, worst,” Jisoo said, looking forlorn. “She’s 
still not safe, you now? She fired the Vice President for leaking that 
private photos of her and Lisa before she went and addressed the 
press today. Mr Tuan is a very competent man. He’s an asset to the 
company and was a good friend of the late Chairman. If you haven’t 
noticed, everyone here’s edgy today. I mean, edgier than they 
normally are. His absence will be a great loss to the company. The 
board did not approve of her decision, of course. But what can they 
do? She’s the President and-,” 

“Why are you telling me all these?” Chaeng interjected. 

Jisoo rolled her eyes. “Because I wish you’d be more considerate, 


Roseanne Park. She’s been through a lot. It’s not easy leading a 
conglomerate that practically hates the very idea of you, if you 
know what I mean. And she hasn’t got much sleep after she left Lisa 
without saying proper goodb—,” 

“Wait! She went to Thailand?” Chaeyoung Park asked in disbelief 
because she knew Jennie had been watched by the media nonstop 
after that article was released and there was no news of her leaving 
the country. She was half impressed and half feeling like an idiot. 
No wonder Jennie looked tired. 

“Yes,” Jisoo nodded. “Lisa’s father asked her and her mom to 
come over — Chaeng!” 

Chaeyoung Park was already sprinting down the hallway and 
practically slammed herself against the oak door back to Miss 
Kang’s horror. The secretary immediately rose from her chair to 
assist the pretty redhead but Chaeng had already admitted herself 
back inside Jennie’s office, startling Jennie who busied herself with 
the stack of files on her table. 

“How is she?” Chaeng asked breathlessly as soon as she was 
inside. Miss Kang was already beside her, bowing profusely to 
Jennie while issuing apologies for not stopping the redhead from 
barging into the office, unannounced. 

Jennie looked up and looked at Chaeng quizzically. She had 
never let anyone walked in and out of her office without her 
consent and worse, asked her questions impetuously. But instead of 
lashing out at her secretary for not doing her job well, Jennie only 
dismissed Miss Kang kindly. 

“Who?” Jennie finally asked right after she heard the door clicked 
and there was only her and Chaeng inside the room. 

“Lisa. You’ve been to Thailand. How is she?” Chaeng asked. 
Worry and among many other things were etched all over her face 
which Jennie understood perfectly. She remembered Lisa telling her 
she hadn’t been in contact with anyone after she left, including 
Chaeng. 

“She...” Jennie started and paused. She let out a sigh as she took 
of her glasses. “She’s not allowed to go out of the palace,” she said, 
choosing her words prudently. 

Jennie could’ve said more. She should share more. The bigger 
parts, the broader picture, because Chaeng deserved more than that. 
But Jennie chose to say the most fundamental because somehow 
she knew that Chaeng will understand Lisa’s predicament about her 
suppressed freedom. Because wasn’t that the very reason why 
Pranpriya decided to live behind that sunny smile and 
unpretentious life? 

“Well, that’s expected,” Chaeng replied. She exhaled. “Her father 


won’t take this matter lightly. She knows that.” 

“And she’s barred from returning here,” Jennie added, studying 
the redhead’s face. 

Chaeng’s jaw dropped but didn’t say a word. Instead, she settled 
finally on the seat that Jennie offered her earlier, to Jennie’s relief. 
Chaeng had finally calmed down. 

“She probably knew this would happen,” the redhead said after a 
long silence. “Especially with the news outlets running stupid 
headlines about you and her. And some of them are even dragging 
her father in this whole thing. But she had always been careful, 
even when she’s in Europe or wherever. She had never been...” 

“Reckless? I’m partly to blame, though,” Jennie said ruefully. 

“She had been asked to return to the kingdom several times, 
Jennie. She had been ordered to attend to her duties but she was 
too stubborn. And proud, I should say. You shouldn’t blame 
yourself. You’ve only been with her for a few months. She’s been 
asked to go home on special occasions for years,” Chaeng said. 

“Someone from the company was behind that article, Chaeng. It 
was meant to attack my character. Lisa was embroiled in this dirty 
game they’re trying to engage me with because she’s with me,” said 
Jennie. 

“Yes, Jisoo told me outside. But it’s still not your fault, though,” 
Chaeng replied. Weird that she was now convincing Jennie that 
none of it was her fault when barely half an hour ago, she was set 
to blame everything on Jennie. 

“He did that because I refused to marry his son and later on his 
wife’s nephew,” explained Jennie. 

“Is that still even a thing?” Chaeng said in disgust. She could 
never imagine herself or Alice being paired to anyone whom their 
parents think they should be with in the future. Alice will surely 
protest and she will definitely excuse herself from Friday dinners 
indefinitely. 

“My mom thought I needed an ‘intervention’ and I kind of 
understood why she did what she did despite the number of times I 
told her to stop. But you know, moms.” Jennie rolled her eyes and 
continued, “She’s finally come to her senses, I hope. But of course, 
the implications of both our decisions are what is happening right 
now and well, I guess we both should make up for it,” said Jennie. 

“By leaving Lisa?” Chaeng was at it again. But she was subdued 
this time. She was here to talk and she promised Alice she wouldn’t 
pick a fight. She recalled just now. 

“T’m...doing her a favor,” Jennie feebly said. 

“Do you really believe that?” 

“I want to believe that I’m doing the right thing,” Jennie said 


with a sigh. “We both want what’s best for Lisa, don’t we?” 

Chaeng huffed and shook her head. “I’m not sure about that 
anymore, though,” she said with a chuckle. 

“What do you mean?” Jennie asked curiously. 

“She seemed like a changed person when she met you. Do you 
know that she used to hang around outside that old café where you 
met for the first time because she wanted to give you something?” 

Jennie nodded and smiled. “She said she wanted to give me that,” 
she said, pointing at the monochrome photo on the wall. 

“Idiot,” Chaeng said and smiled. “Anyway, she told me how she 
feels about you and how you make her feel and well, it made me 
think that maybe I’ve loved her the wrong way. I never told anyone 
about that. Not even the girls at the bar who was there to carry me 
home every time I drown myself in alcohol because Lisa left the 
country again,” said Chaeng and rolled her eyes. 

“What did she say about that?” Jennie asked curiously. 

“Nothing. She doesn’t have to know the gory details,” Chaeng 
said jokingly. 

Jennie chuckled but never said anything. 

“Look, if you want to know if I’m in love with Lisa, yes. I was. 
I’ve been in love with Lisa for God knows when. I can’t even 
remember anymore when or how it started. I’ve loved her when she 
decided to leave the kingdom to try and settle here. Even though 
my dad thought it wasn’t a wise move and her dad was not exactly 
okay with it but I was okay with it. I wanted to keep her close. 

“Tve loved her when she burned that egg and almost burned 
down her place when she tried to cook for the first time after she 
decided to live alone and I thought it was cute despite the fact that 
she was struggling. I’ve loved her every time she would leave the 
country even when I hate it and didn’t even try to convince her that 
she can do more than that. I’ve settled with the idea of her being 
Lisa. She’s cool, she’s funny and most of the time carefree when she 
is Lisa. And I’ve tolerated her caprice. All of it.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Jennie said with a frown. “Like you said, 
you’ve been there for her all throughout. And you’re here defending 
her in her absence. That’s loyalty and that’s rare. Besides, isn’t that 
testament enough? And is there really a proper way to love 
someone? Shouldn’t we just love them?” 

“I don’t know, Jennie. I’ve been only in love with one person and 
it was a one-way street,” Chaeng said and chuckled. “Look, she 
loves you. That I know, for sure. She’s never stayed in Korea longer 
than a week before she met you. She was always on the move. She 
was always chasing something somewhere around the world with 
her camera in her hands and that glimmer of innocence in her eyes. 


And then she met you and she didn’t want to leave just yet. Or 
maybe not anymore. And then this happened. I cannot imagine the 
torment Lisa is going through right now.” 

“Do you think I’m wrong?” Jennie asked. 

“T think she deserves an explanation,” Chaeng replied. 

Jennie nodded but kept her silence. And so did Chaeng. They sat 
there for quite a moment, getting lost on their own train of thoughts 
until Jennie remembered something that she had been curious 
about ever since she found out about it. 

“Does Lisa know?” Jennie asked. 

“I thought she doesn’t but yes, she does. We talked about it 
before she left. She told me that she knows and that it’s okay and 
whatever. I told her I’ve already given up the idea of it. And we’re 
still friends, unfortunately,” she added and jokingly rolled her eyes 
that made Jennie laugh softly. 

“I miss her,” Jennie said. 

“So do I. And her cats, too. I hope she’ll call so Pd know what to 
with her boys. I cannot take Leo’s grumpy arse anymore and Luca 
has been eyeing my fish obnoxiously ever since I brought them 
home with me.” 

Jisoo, meanwhile, had an ear pressed hard against the oak door 
outside Jennie’s office. It was, of course, wrong to eavesdrop and 
judging by the look on Miss Kang’s scandalized face while the 
secretary was eyeing her curiously, it was outrageous. Especially for 
someone with Jisoo’s prominence. But she didn’t want to bother the 
two. Not while they were talking mildly. At least, that’s how it 
seemed to her, judging from the muffled sound coming from inside 
Jennie’s office. She couldn’t even hear a thing, actually. Which was 
great sign. At least nobody was yelling and nobody was throwing 
something at someone. 

“Is there a problem, Miss Kim?” Miss Kang finally mustered the 
courage to ask the Jisoo. She was now on her feet and looked about 
ready to reach out to the phone to ask for help if needed. 


“Not anymore,” Jisoo said. She offered the secretary a smile before 
she pushed the door open. 


“Your Highness?” 

Pranpriya breathed out a long sigh. She had been looking outside 
the window, on the ground where the royal guards had been 
marching about and a number of people could be seen flocking 
outside the palace gates. 

It wasn’t long since she rose from the bed. She was still wearing 
her night dress. Her hair was still undone and she still smelled of 


Jennie’s scent. She wasn’t sure if she liked it or not. Her mind was 
racing and oddly blank at the same time. 

When she woke up, she found the space beside her cold and 
empty. Of course. Jennie told her last night they’d be leaving early 
— her and her mom. The chaebol didn’t even bother to wake her up 
nor did she left a note or anything. Her last hope was her phone. 
She was expecting a message from Jennie, telling her that they’d 
landed in Incheon safely and that she missed her terribly. But there 
was none. There was, however, notifications from news sites, 
bearing headlines with Jennie’s name on it. Pranpriya hastily 
opened the first site and immediately wished she didn’t. 

“JENNIE KIM DENIES DATING THAILAND PRINCESS” was 
what she saw and halfway reading it, she understood one thing. 

“Your breakfast is ready, Your Highness,” Lek said cautiously and 
it did not escape from Pranpriya. 

“Tell me what you think of it, Lek,” Pranpriya asked the butler 
without paying him a glance. 

“Think of what, Your Highness?” Lek asked. 

“There’s no point pretending that you don’t know what I’m 
talking about. I know you saw it, too,” Pranpriya said. 

“Pm in no position to speak about your personal affairs, Your 
Highness,” Lek replied politely. 

Pranpriya nodded. It wasn’t what she wanted to hear from him. 
She wanted him to tell her that the press was making it up and 
Jennie would never do such thing. But then again, what did Lek 
know, anyway? He was never one to meddle, like he said. And 
besides, he only met Jennie once. 

She wanted to scream, honestly. She wanted to cry. But what 
good would it do to her? 

“But I don’t think Miss Jennie Kim meant to hurt you, Your 
Highness,” Lek said. 

Pranpriya only regarded him with a quick glance. “Who are those 
people?” she asked, nodding her head to the group of people 
outside the gates. 

“Visitors, Your Highness. They’re waiting for the museum to 
open,” said Lek. 

“Tt’s hot outside. Tell the guards to open the gate and allow them 
in. Tell them they can wait in the lobby on the south wing. Just 
make sure that none of them will wander anywhere else in the 
palace,” Pranpriya said. 

“Yes, Ma’am. Would that be all, Your Highness?” 

“Where is His Majesty?” Pranpriya asked. 

“He left after the Kims, Your Highness. He must be at the royal 
complex by now,” Lek answered. 


“Prepare my car, Lek. I think it’s time I see for myself what I’m 
supposed to be taking over, once I take over the crown,” Pranpriya 
said. 


Chapter 56 


It was an unofficial trip and she wanted to go alone. She insisted 
to use her personal car - her Lexus, which started to grow on her - 
instead of the Sedan. But if she had a choice, she would still prefer 
her Impala over every royal cars available and so then she vowed to 
do everything to bring that beauty in Thailand. 

Her security, however, reiterated that she should be escorted on 
her trip to the complex. Something that she really was trying to 
avoid because she didn't want to draw so much attention to herself - 
and the trip, itself - because then it would create such unnecessary 
fuss, given the fact that everyone probably knew who the Lexus was 
registered to. But it was protocol, her security insisted. And since 
she was now highly considering the idea of actively participating in 
the royal court - that, and she really wasn't in the mood to argue - 
Pranpriya heeded, to everyone's surprise and she wasn't sure 
whether she was amused or upset about it. The lady captain was 
obviously expecting her to disagree like the last time. 

Her Highness witnessed how those sharp dark eyes of the lady 
captain stared at her in confusion when she said, "Fine. But do so 
without so much ado, Captain. I don't want attention," before she 
dismissed them and retired to her chamber once again to prepare 
herself for the trip. 

On normal days, she would mostly choose to wear comfort. 
Mostly, it would be a pair of jeans - any type of jeans that she can 
grab from her closet. She would pair it with white cotton tops and a 
flannel if the sun was too hot or the breeze was a bit cold for her 
liking. Other times, when it was the cold was a little unbearable, 
she would cover herself with thick jackets. She would be seen 
carrying a knapsack with her cameras inside, rolls of films carefully 
placed inside a box, a few necessary cables and some other 
important stuff she might need to survive the day. 

She didn't want to stand out and attract attentions because she 
didn't want to be seen and recognized. She wanted to blend in. It 
was one of the downside of her decision when she left the kingdom; 
one of the many things she bargained when she chose to be Lisa 
and kept Pranpriya hidden behind her chosen facade. But she would 
stand out, nonetheless. Always. 

People would still gawk at her unwittingly when she passes by. 


Children would look at her in awe and curiosity. Men would ogle at 
her admiringly and women would stare at her like she was someone 
they would want to achieve. After all, the grumpy waitress from the 
old café where she saw Jennie for the first time was right. She did 
look like a Barbie. 

Today, however, was different. Pranpriya chose to wear the royal 
color. Something that she had denied herself to be associated with, 
as much as possible, for too long now. She didn't want anyone to 
put two and two together and realized that she was somehow 
connected to the kingdom. Chaeng would often tell her she was 
being stupid. That anyone can wear yellow and like yellow and not 
being suspected as part of the monarchy she belonged to. So that 
when Jennie asked her about her favorite color, she thoughtlessly 
said it was red and that she thought it represents life. She winced at 
the thought of the lies she had to come up with in order to keep her 
identity a secret. 

Her dress and her bright hair shone under the Pathum Thani sun 
when she stepped outside the palace halls and unto the palace 
ground. Although, she might have looked like a lonesome yellow 
daisy in a garden of blue butterfly flower as she was surrounded by 
the royal guards in their royal blue uniforms. But it was iconic, in a 
way. The kingdom had too long been deprived of her presence and 
it was no surprise that Lek - the loyal servant to the crown - looked 
teary eyed when they saw her emerged from the door and 
descended gracefully down the marble staircase. His small eyes 
were gleaming with so much emotions when he looked up at her. 
Pranpriya noticed it but chose to brush it off, thinking that was also 
probably due to the soporific afternoon sun. 

"Your Highness," Captain Pakpao greeted her. 

The lady captain was standing beside the Lexus and opened the 
door immediately when she reached the landing. The car was 
parked close to the foot of the marble stairway, only giving her 
short distance to cross the car. She was particular about it during 
their brief meeting earlier because she didn't want to expose herself 
from the throng of visitors outside the gates. 

But Pranpriya paused and raised her brows. "I'm not driving?" she 
asked the lady captain. She expressed mild disappointment. 
Although she might have expected it. She knew she forgot to 
discuss about it with the lady captain during the meeting and the 
captain would surely refuse her had she brought it up, anyway. 

"I think it is best if you don't, Your Highness. But only for the 
time being, Ma'am. The trip to the complex might wear you out and 
we don't want that to happen," the lady captain explained. 

"For the time being" didn't exactly sound promising, Pranpriya 


thought. Especially since she knew that after today, if things would 
go according to her plan and even if not, she won't be allowed to 
drive by herself anymore. But she wasn't in the mood to point it out 
and it was, again, protocol. Even the other members of the royal 
family were never allowed to drive. Not when being escorted by a 
hoard of royal guards, at least. Except His Majesty. 

"Who's driving then?" Pranpriya inquired nonchalantly. She 
wanted to get it over with quickly or it might cause another 
pointless rift between her and the captain just like the last time and 
she wanted to avoid that. 

"I am, Your Highness. It is my great honor to bring you the 
complex, Ma'am. And ensure your safety," Captain Pakpao replied 
and stood proudly beside the car. Her badges and pins on her chest 
glowed under the sun, like testimonies of her allegiance to the 
crown. 

Pranpriya understood why it was a major thing to Captain 
Pakpao. She was, after all, her eyes and shadow. The lady captain 
was serving her for years now, without her knowledge, and today 
would be the first time that they would visit the complex together. 
Today was probably the highlight of the lady captain's career and 
Pranpriya didn't want to ruin that. 

Pranpriya nodded. She went in without a word and settled on the 
backseat, which reminded her vividly of the time when she was told 
to sit on the backseat of her own car with Jennie beside her and Mr 
Young driving her Impala against her will. That felt like a long time 
ago already. Like a distant memory that her mind conjured out of 
nowhere and made her feel like how she felt when she woke up 
with the empty space beside her - cold and empty. Pranpriya 
sighed. Now wasn't the time to be sentimental. 

The lady captain closed the door carefully but firmly and 
signalled the rest of the guards before she walked around to settle 
herself behind the steering wheel. Lek bid Her Highness farewell 
with a deep bow as the lady captain started the engine and soon 
they were cruising towards the high gates. Her car was flanked 
between four royal police cars - two at the front and two at the 
rear. 

The people outside the gates grew in numbers, Pranpriya noticed. 
They appeared to be asked to organize themselves by a museum 
facilitator. They were tourists and locals alike, of all ages. Each one 
could be seen holding some kind of a brochure and was wearing 
hats of any kinds on their heads. The three P.M. sun was still 
unforgiving, yet anticipation was etched on their faces despite the 
heat. 

When the throng of cars passed by, the locals immediately 


recognized the royal crest bore by the vehicles streaming from the 
palace gates. They were, of course, aware that the palace was a 
current and official residence by a member of the royal house. For 
whom, they didn't know exactly since there were about a hundred 
or so royal residences scattered around all over the country and the 
royals could be anywhere, wherever they chose to be. But it was, 
nonetheless, giving them a bit of something to get excited for. So 
that when they saw the royal emblem and the beige cars that 
everyone knew were designated solely for the royal guards, they 
knew immediately that someone of importance was inside the 
gleaming Lexus. 

Their hopeful eyes travelled and pierced through the windshield 
of the Lexus, as it was the only part of the car that could give them 
access from the outside. It could have been only a matter of a 
second but Pranpriya saw their exchange of excited glances. 

"I think the people saw me back there," Her Highness said a 
moment later. 

"I believe so, Your Highness," the lady captain agreed. 

"And what do think it implies, Captain?" Pranpriya asked. 

"Words travel fast, Your Highness. Soon the country will know of 
your return, Ma'am," the lady captain replied. 

Pranpriya grimaced. The thought wasn't appealing. "I don't think 
I'm ready for that. I really should've journey to the complex alone," 
she said wistfully. 

"But it is-," 

"Protocol. I know. I understand. But I personally think it's better 
to not draw attentions like earlier. Not when His Majesty is under, 
ah, duress given the current situation," Pranpriya said. Which she 
was to blame basically and it made her feel guilty that she dragged 
His Majesty and the whole kingdom into her mess she created. 
Talking about it to the lady captain was embarrassing. 

"I understand, Your Highness. But I have direct orders from His 
Majesty," the lady captain said firmly. 

"I'm not going to run away, if that's what you're afraid of," 
Pranpriya said defensively. 

"I am aware of that, Ma'am," the lady captain said. 

"Did you escort the Kims, too? When they left?" Pranpriya 
couldn't help but asked. She had been wondering since this 
morning. Were Jennie and her mom and their entourage left alone 
to fend for themselves? That would be very unlikely, of course. But 
she really wanted to know. 

"No, Your Highness. My job is to keep you safe," the lady captain 
replied. 

"Right," Pranpriya resigned with a sigh. So they were left on their 


own then, she thought desperately. 

"They were, however, escorted back to the airport by another unit 
from the King's guard, Ma'am. The same unit that picked them up 
when they arrived in Sanambin. The unit was personally 
handpicked by His Majesty, himself, to ensure the Kims' safety," 
Captain Pakpao said. 

"Thank you," Pranpriya muttered gratefully and never said a word 
again throughout the rest of their trip. 

She wanted to hate Jennie. For leaving her without a word and 
for waking up to a news about everything Jennie lied about. In fact, 
she maybe hate Jennie. Right after she realized what Jennie did and 
it was finally sinking on her. But Jennie must have had a hard time, 
too. What with all the things going on around and the stuff she had 
to deal with, including relieving the vice president of their 
company. Pranpriya saw that on the news, too - the reason was 
never cited. But she read on some gossip sites that he had 
something to do with the malicious article and that he was the 
father of the guy whom Mrs Kim eyed to marry Jennie off and his 
wife was the aunt of the Gucci Guy, whatever his name was. 

That must have been tough for Jennie, all of it. Tougher, perhaps, 
than weaving lies about them and about her and then speak about it 
in front of the media with a straight face. But she was hurt, 
nonetheless. Jennie could have talk to her about it. But then again, 
she ditched dinner and left Jennie to deal with all of it alone. 
Besides, who knew what His Majesty had told Jennie when they 
had a private talk inside the study on the upper floor? She would 
ask him that because she desperately wanted to believe that Jennie 
only had their best interest at heart. Even if it was supposed to hurt 
them both. The gut-tugging feeling of emptiness swept her once 
again. It was becoming heavier every passing minute. 

"Who else knows I'm coming, by the way?" Pranpriya asked. She 
wanted to engage the lady captain in a dialogue or else the 
desolation she felt would soon overcome her. 

"I've spoken to the general before we left the palace, Your 
Highness," the lady captain replied. 

"His Majesty knows about my visit then?" Pranpriya said. Of 
course, he would - naturally. And so his staff and his staff's staff. 
And then the other members of the royal court and their staff, too. 
Basically, everyone in the royal household. 

Great. Pranpriya sighed. Just great. 

She knew, of course, that it would happen, obviously. But the 
mere thought of it happening was actually giving her a headache. 
The lady captain's words bothered her. "Soon the whole country will 
know of your return, Ma'am." She didn't know whether to recoil with 


shame and return to Pathum Thani and hold herself in confinement 
inside the palace or face the nation with remorse. Or both. 

She had abandoned her post in the family. She had been 
neglecting too many times her responsibilities and she had 
disgraced the whole kingdom and His Majesty with the recent tittle- 
tattles by the media that had been spun into something that was 
now placing the kingdom and the country in a bad light. How dare 
she decide to just barge in the complex and claim what's hers after 
everything she did and didn't do? 


"Shameless, I should say," a member of the royal said in a bored 
voice inside a deserted hall. 

"The rumor is true, then? She's coming? After all those years that 
she had been snobbing direct orders from His Majesty to return at 
once?" said another member. They were holding an unplanned 
meeting inside one of the many mansions in the outer court. 
Apparently, the news about the Princess' coming had spread inside 
the complex like a wildfire and it had finally reach them. 

They were shocked. None of them had any idea that Pranpriya 
had finally returned in the country for days now. What shocked 
them more was the rumors spreading around that His Majesty and 
the Princess Mother knew about it and both had already paid the 
princess a visit. 

"Apparently so. I've heard from one of the guards that the general 
has been barking commands right and left to prepare for her 
arrival," said another member. 

"Preposterous!" hissed one member. 

"Careful or you will be heard. His Majesty is very fond of Her 
Highness, you know? - despite their many disagreements." 

"Of course, he is," said another member. "Isn't it the reason why 
His Majesty just allowed her to roam around like a commoner and 
now has brought embarrassment to the kingdom? And he still hasn't 
said a word about it. And now we will welcome her back like 
nothing is happening." 

"Shall I remind all of you that she is still the Crown Princess and 
therefore we should show her respect," said another member 
heatedly. 

"Anyway, who knows what the Princess wants now? Last time she 
checked in here, she wanted to quit and quit she did," said the other 
member, a scholar who was on his way to the royal institute and 
only dropped by upon the request of the senior member. 

"His Majesty believes she is rightfully fit to inherit the crown and 
I daresay she is," said another one who was on his way to the royal 
bureau. 


"She is the King's daughter. Of course, he will highly consider her. 
Besides, wasn't His Majesty just as defiant as his daughter is when 
he was still a school boy, himself?" 

"Oh, yes. The late King was too soft for him," said one member 
and the rest agreed at once by nodding. 

"And now he's doing it to Her Highness. I'd say we all have flaws 
and kings aren't an exception," said the most senior member who 
had known His Majesty since he was a young prince. He looked 
wizened but his eyes were sharp. He had served alongside the late 
King on the military and was currently serving as adviser to the 
King. One of the chosen few who had personal access to His Majesty 
as he was a member of the private council. 

"I've heard her beauty is exceptional?" said one of them. Curiosity 
was laced on his brazen voice. 

"If she looks exactly like how she looks on that appalling article, 
then that I would agree. But anyway, we haven't seen Her Highness 
for a long time now. I hope she still remember her manners." 


Her heart was thundering so loud against the cavities of her chest 
when finally, the tall pediments of the numerous buildings inside 
the complex came into view on the windshield. The trip was short 
and was made even shorter by the traffic halting to give way to her 
convoy. 

It had been years since her last visit to the complex. She knew 
that His Majesty wasn't fond of renovations and such, as he was as 
keen to preserve the facade of the old architectures like the kings 
before him, so she wasn't expecting any major changes within the 
complex, physical-wise. But nonetheless, she was growing more 
anxious especially when they finally crossed the main entrance and 
drove deeper into the extensive courtyard of the outer court and on 
to the northeast part where the temple was located. 

She could see people flocking around and taking photographs for 
souvenirs or basking in the eclectic grandeur of the architectures 
surrounding them - which was a combination of traditional Thai 
and 19th century European style - where the public was partially 
allowed to roam around and visit. It was on them that her focus was 
set when the lady captain called her attention. 

"Are you okay, Your Highness?" Captain Pakpao asked in an 
implausibly steady voice which Pranpriya envied at the moment. 

"I'm not sure anymore if this is a wise decision," Pranpriya replied 
while studying the scatter of people they were passing by, 
marvelling on her culture and dynasty. She oddly felt like she was 
in some foreign territory despite growing up inside the complex, 
where the gardens served as her playground and the surrounding 


mansions and pavilions were her playhouses. 

"Believe me, Ma'am, it is," Captain Pakpao said as she parked the 
car in a green courtyard outside the temple. 

"How do you know that?" Pranpriya asked curiously. 

But the lady captain had no time to answer her query because a 
uniformed man swiftly approached the car. The lady captain 
immediately stepped out of the vehicle to greet the general with a 
snap salute and then proceed to open the door beside Pranpriya. 

"Welcome, Your Highness," the general said with a bow. 

He was a man on his fifties. Tall, tanned and with a well-built 
body despite his age. His eyes were soft but his face was set and 
hard - a conflicting combination but nevertheless effectively 
intimidating. The display of pins and badges decorating his chest 
and the shoulders of his dark uniform were screaming of authority. 
A unit of royal guards was behind him. They bowed altogether 
when Pranpriya emerged from the car. The crisp sound of their 
greeting echoed across the empty courtyard. It was impressive. 
They were, indeed, ready for her. 

"My name is General Somcha. I shall escort you to His Majesty, 
Ma'am," said the general. His voice was crisp with confidence of 
someone who had faced numerous adversities and conquered all of 
it. 

"Thank you. But I would like to visit the temple first, General. Is 
that okay?" Pranpriya asked cautiously. 

"Of course, Your Highness. I shall inform His Majesty. He is 
currently in his office and has given me the instruction to escort 
you should you wish to tour the complex," the general said. 

"Thank you but I only wish to visit the temple before meeting His 
Majesty," said Pranpriya. 

"This way, Ma'am," General Somcha said as he led the way 
towards the gate of the temple. The lady captain was walking 
behind her. 

The temple itself could only be accessible through a stairway. The 
Ubosot was rectangular and single-storey, with the main entrance 
located on the eastern end. It was surrounded by fort-eight square 
columns - each with twelve indented corners and each column was 
decorated with glass mosaic and gilded edges; the capitals depict 
lotus flowers covered in colored glass mosaic. 

Pranpriya paused at the stairway towards the main entrance to 
marvel at the sight before her. She had to squint her eyes because 
the afternoon sun was gleaming against the colorful tiled roof 
supported by columns, where gilded pediments were placed on its 
either end. 

The elaborate details of the design of the exterior walls had 


always fascinated her. It was covered in traditional Thai decorations 
made of gold leaf and colored glass while the interior walls were 
painted with murals and the wooden ceiling was painted with star 
designs in glass mosaic. 

Pranpriya passed through one of the several doors topped with a 
crown-like design. The general and the lady captain did not join her 
inside, to provide her the privacy on her praying time. She couldn't 
think of anything in particular to pray about and the only thing that 
came into her mind was enlightenment. For she didn't know what 
to do exactly. Or say, for that matter. She wanted to ask for 
guidance. And probably some peace of mind. And maybe a strong 
will, too. If that wasn't too much to ask, considering she hadn't been 
praying a lot lately. 

After her short visit to the temple, the general joined her and the 
lady captain inside the car. They drove towards the middle court, 
where the important state apartments and ceremonial thrones were 
mostly located and where the King was waiting for her, the general 
said. 

The lady captain parked in front of the northernmost and forward 
building of the group of buildings inside the middle court where a 
throne hall was located, instead of bringing her to His Majesty's 
office inside his residence. Panpriya wasted no time and proceeded 
to the main entrance of the hall which was reserved for use by the 
royalty only while her escort, the general and the lady captain, used 
the adjacent door. 

Inside the hall was another display of impressive grandeur. Inside 
the large throne hall stood two rows of columns - five on the left 
and six on the right, adorned with floral designs - while the coffered 
ceiling was decorated with glass mosaic stars. It was a large hall. 
The floor was decorated with dark and white tiles, like a giant 
chessboard. The lighting was dim and giving off an archaic solemn 
vibe. And there, at the end of the hall and standing in front of the 
gilded throne was the King in a white suit. He looked secluded with 
his hands clasped on his back. His back was on them. 

"Your Majesty? Her Royal Highness Pranpriya has arrived, Sir," 
the general proclaimed in a sober tone. One that sounded like a 
prayer. 

The King turned around and faced them. He looked serious. His 
mouth was sealed, his eyes were unreadable. And with all that, he 
only looked more secluded. As though he was looking at them but 
not really looking at them, except with how his eyes flickered 
towards his daughter. There was something with how his eyes 
lingered on Pranpriya for a moment before he acknowledged the 
general and the lady captain with a slight nod. 


"Leave us," His Majesty said to them. Both General Somchai and 
Captain Pakpao bowed and retreated immediately. Their footsteps 
echoed across the expansive hall until there was only silence left 
when the adjacent door was closed. The air felt solemn all of a 
sudden. 

"It's good to see you donning the royal color," His Majesty spoke 
after he gave her a long assessing look. 

"Thank you, Sir. I thought it was appropriate," Pranpriya politely 
replied. Weird how her insides remained calm despite how 
overwhelmingly intimidating the situation was. 

His Majesty nodded in approval. "Indeed," he said after giving her 
that long searching once more before he turned his back on her 
once again. He was marvelling again at the throne before him. 

Pranpriya, meanwhile, was looking at him and the way he stood 
there and the undeniable force that he was exuding. He was, 
indeed, the King. He could speak a volume or none at all and the 
people would still tremble in excitement and fright at his mere 
presence. And out of the blue, Pranpriya wondered if she could be 
revered just the same if and when... 

"Do you remember where we are, Pranpriya?" His Majesty asked. 

Of course, she remembered very well where they were. His 
Majesty had brought her here some years ago, when she was still 
gaping with awe and curiosity about the bloodline that she 
belonged to and the promise of power and grandeur that her 
dynasty carried. 

"Inside the throne hall where most of the former kings and you 
were crowned, Your Majesty," Pranpriya answered. 

But she didn't know why they were there, actually. Why did the 
King brought her here today when they could be talking somewhere 
less unnerving was baffling her. Sure, she wanted to talk to him, 
laid out her plans to him. In fact, she was hoping they could discuss 
it inside his office, where the walls aren't too expansive and their 
voices wouldn't echo across the hall, as though speaking a little too 
loudly might be a grave sin to the sacred throne. The reverberating 
effect of the capacious hall was discomforting. 

"Correct. I had my first royal audience here on my first day as the 
King," His Majesty spoke. "It had already been years but I can still 
remember how I felt that day while I was standing here alone and 
waiting for you." He glanced at her, inviting here to come closer 
and marvel at the gilded throne with him; Pranpriya heeded. 

"I was nervous. Although I was sure I had never showed it to 
anyone. I had that - what do you call it? Ah, my King face - that 
day. I wasn't sure what I was doing, what with both the queen and 
the king gone and the whole nation was still in grief with the 


passing of His Majesty." 

"You had the Princess Mother, Sir," Pranpriya said. "Mother told 
me all about it. She spoke highly about it. The ceremony, the 
people - and there were too many people that she couldn't 
remember their faces anymore, she said - but only that they looked 
too importantly dressed and how they looked at you that day, Sir," 
she said. "She was probably just as nervous as you were that day, 
Your Majesty." 

"Ah, yes. She stood by me throughout the whole time," His 
Majesty nodded. "And how did they, according to the Princess 
Mother, looked at me, Your Highness?" he then asked. 

"With reverence, Your Majesty," replied Pranpriya. 

"Do you think that's true?" His Majesty asked. 

"I couldn't tell, Sir. But I'm sure that the Princess Mother would 
never lie to me about it. She said she was overwhelmed by the 
gravity of the event that day but it was nothing compared to what 
you probably felt. Especially with all those eyes looking at you," 
Panpriya replied earnestly. 

"I agree," he said, nodding. "Your mother will never lie to you. 
But personally, I thought that my audience was looking at me that 
day ‘with reverence’ - as the Princess Mother had put it highly - 
because they probably hoped I can be as great as the old king. My 
father was most loved by the people, after all," His Majesty said as 
he glanced at her. There was a smile playing on the corner of his 
mouth, Pranpriya saw it before it was gone. But she wasn't sure 
what to make of it because she thought that His Majesty looked a 
little morose. 

Was it that he missed the old king and his great wisdom and his 
good heart and his overall omnipotence? 

"You are, Sir," said Pranpriya. 

"Do you really think so?" His Majesty finally turned around to 
face her. His brows were raised with curiosity. 

Pranpriya opened her mouth to speak but words failed her. She 
wanted so much to say yes, because despite their disagreements in 
many particular occasions, she knew her father. He was wise and 
strong and always have the best interest of the people and the 
kingdom. He was daring and brave. Although he could be a little 
too imposing and stubborn at times but he was an effective ruler. 
He was respected and feared. He was enjoying the same venerated 
status that had been given to the kings before him. But her 
judgement at the moment, she realized so suddenly and with regret, 
was clouded with all the raging emotions running inside her that 
came alive when their eyes finally locked. There was, after all, a 
fine line that separated a ruler from a father, Pranpriya realized. 


That while His Majesty was an effective ruler, there were times 
when he failed her as a father. He was distant and cold. 

"I know you hate me, Pranpriya. You might even think of me as 
the enemy. Like someone who staunchly stands on your way to get 
what you want," His Majesty said. "Or what you don't want." 

"You're a good ruler, Sir," Pranpriya said. And hate is a strong 
word, she wanted to add. 

"Thank you," replied His Majesty. "But what good does a good 
ruler do if he couldn't fulfil his duties to his daughter?" 

Her heart skipped and beat. She did not see that coming and did 
not know where the conversation was going anymore. 

"You have been protecting me by sending the lady captain to 
watch over me when I was away, Your Majesty. And even while I'm 
here," Pranpriya said. And strangely enough, she had finally 
appreciated how she was watched and protected despite not 
wanting nor asking for it. 

His Majesty smirked - the same smirk she knew she would have 
whenever she would hear something that tickles her humor. 

"Come on, Pranpriya. You and I both know it's not just about that. 
It's also and mainly about safeguarding the future of the crown." 

Right, Pranpriya thought. Nation, above all else. 

"Despite me not wanting it?" she asked with a hint of a little 
insolence. 

"Despite you not wanting it," His Majesty repeating her words. 

"But why, Sir?" asked Pranpriya. Because she had been curious 
about it all these years. Why did she have to be the selected one 
despite her reluctance and yes, refusal? Despite her running away 
from it - from all of it? He could choose anyone in the lineage. 

"As the reigning king, it is my duty to safeguard the future of our 
dynasty. And you, Pranpriya, are the future of this dynasty - 
whether you like it or not. It is your birth right. You bear my blood 
and the blood of my forefathers and therefore, it is your duty to 
guarantee that our bloodline doesn't die. You can refuse to accept it, 
of course - the Crown. The laws have been generously amended to 
cater the unwillingness of the next-in-line to accept his or her fate. 
But even so, should you refuse to take it once my reign is over and 
someone else will inherit the crown and reign the kingdom, you are 
still the future of our dynasty because you are my daughter." 

"With all due respect, Your Majesty, but a prince is not on my 
list," Pranpriya said tersely and regretted it after. She came her to 
negotiate her intentions. Not create discord. 

"I am aware of that. I understand now but only so little as I'm still 
contemplating to fully accept the things that are beyond my 
control." 


"I do not understand, Sir," Pranpriya frowned. 

"Your, ah, friend, Miss Kim, made me realize that there is a force 
greater than pushing for what is deemed right," His Majesty said. 
He made no attempt to disguise the emphasis on his voice when he 
spoke of Jennie and Pranpriya noticed it. 

"Did Jenn- I mean, Miss Kim, discuss with you about her plans, 
Your Majesty?" she asked. Her heart was beating loudly again. 
Would she finally get the answers to her many questions regarding 
what Jennie did today? 

His Majesty shook his head. "No," he said which made her heart 
sunk back to its cavity. "But only that she is willing to sacrifice her 
everything for your sake," he added which only made her heart 
sunk more. What did she do to deserve such gallantry from Jennie? 

"Now, the lady captain failed to mention to the general the 
purpose of your visit here - not that I am not pleased that you're 
here, because I am, truly. But what is that you want, Pranpriya? 
Surely, you're not here to simply pay me and the temple a visit, am 
I correct?" 

Pranpriya hesitated. She didn't know where to start. Or how to 
put it exactly without sounding desperate nor impertinent. And so 
she settled with: "I want to officially return to the royal household, 
Sir." with a straight face. 

His Majesty contemplated and finally gave her a curious look. 
"But you have always been part of the royal household. Surely, you 
are aware of that, are you not? You have been funded generously 
by the treasury and the bureau has been updating your rightful 
status in the household, annually," His Majesty said. 

"I mean, I want to return to my duties as the Crown Princess, 
Your Majesty. And no, Sir. Iam not aware of the funds deposited in 
my account. I've only used the savings that Mother and Marco had 
set up for me to fund the studio and the apartment as a start-up and 
since then I have been using the revenues from the studio and from 
the gigs for my travels and expenses, which I deposit in a Korean 
bank account under my pseudonym." 

"Gigs?" 

"I shoot events with clients and also sell portraits, Sir," Pranpriya 
explained. "It's not big but it was enough to support my expenses." 

"That explains why you had been staying in some cheap hotels 
whenever you're outside South Korea?" His Majesty asked. 

"They are old but good hotels, Sir. I hope the lady captain did not 
fail to include that on her reports?" Pranpriya said defensively. She 
felt a little stung because she would usually choose the place where 
she would stay for their history and their old vibes. Both factors 
were important to her. 


"She did not fail to acknowledge most of the things that fascinate 
you. I did, however. I forgot that you have been bestowed with such 
soul. Anyway, I am both impressed and surprised. The late king 
loved photography and I believe he was a big influence on your 
chosen interest. But it was only a hobby - one of his many. Whereas 
you - well, you're an entirely different story and I commend you for 
that, Pranpriya. Truly, I do," His Majesty said. 

"Thank you, Sir," said Pranpriya as she felt her face flushed. They 
might have had differences but a father complimenting the works of 
his child was always a good thing. It made her feel like she had 
proven her worth. Somehow. 

"On the otherhand, I'm surprised that you're here to discuss your 
intention with regards to your status in the kingdom. I thought you 
came here to beg me to let you go and allow you to return to South 
Korea at once, after what Miss Kim did today," His Majesty said. 

"I'm sure Miss Kim has her reasons, Sir," Pranpriya replied. 

"I'm sure she has," His Majesty echoed. "But are those reasons the 
motives of your being here and the intentions you have told me?" 

"I'd be lying if I'd say no, Your Majesty. But there are reasons 
other than that, Sir," Pranpriya said. 

"And do you wish to share them with me - those reasons? Because 
you see, Your Highness. Should you decide to actively participate in 
running the kingdom alongside me, there has to be openness 
between the two us. It is integral to our objectives that we 
communicate openly. Assuming that we have the same objectives?" 
His Majesty said. 

"Chat, Satsana, Phra Mahakasat." 

"Nation, Religion, King," His Majesty said, nodding. He was 
satisfied. 

"Yes, Sir," said Pranpriya. 

"It is not going to be a walk in the park, so to speak," warned His 
Majesty. 

But Pranpriya already knew that. She had spent the entire 
morning drafting inside her head the things that she should expect 
once she would be admitted by the king back to royal household. 
She had to prove her worth. 

"I am aware of that, Sir. And I am willing to sacrifice and share 
the hardships during the process," Pranpriya said. 

"There's actually really no need for that. The notion that the next- 
in-line should undergo difficulties in order to gain the approval of 
the court is medieval. But I want you to undergo formal education 
from a university of your choice and a degree you deem fit for your 
interest and capabilities." 

"I will do that, Sir," Pranpriya agreed at once. 


"And perhaps you need to lose that bright hair. Not that it is 
offending me the slightest but we have a reputation to uphold," His 
Majesty said. 

"I will dye it black as soon as I return to the palace, Sir," said 
Pranpriya and quickly made a mental note to call Lek to get her a 
hairdresser as soon as the King was out of earshot. 

"Good, good. I have an important engagement with the Minister 
in an hour. You can join me in my residence later and then we can 
discuss your plans further over dinner," said His Majesty. He was 
preparing to leave, causing Pranpriya a sense of panic sweeping 
over her. 

"I will be there, Your Majesty. But Sir, I have one thing to ask 
from you and I implore that you will let me," she said. 

"And what would that be?" 

"Please allow me to return to South Korea for the last time - if it 
has to be the last time, Sir. I have to settle everything that I have 
left there. Including my place, my car..." She would do everything 
to bring that car to Thailand. "...and my studio. My assistant, 
Bobby, doesn't even know where I am or whether I will return or 
not and I have to bring my cats here with me, also. I cannot just 
leave them there and dump the responsibility on Chaeng. And 
speaking of Chaeng, I haven't spoken to her since my return here, 
Sir. I have to say goodbye to her, at least." 

"And Miss Kim?" 

Ah, yes. Jennie. The prospect of seeing Jennie again scared her, 
to be honest. She loved her but everything seemed different now. It 
was still the same love but the fervour - the impatience, the 
aggressiveness and the brazenness to overcome all of that was 
hindering her from acting on that love - she realized just now, had 
died out. The fire and the magic supplementing that desire to bask 
in Jennie's presence was gone. 

"I haven't yet decided whether I want to see Miss Kim or not, 
once I get there. But I have decided to bring the lady captain with 
me if you will allow me, Your Majesty. To ensure you, Sir, that I 
will keep my word," she said. 

The King gave her a long look. One that would suggest he was 
not keen to believe her but he would later when he was finally 
convinced there was truth to her words. 

"We'll talk about this later," His Majesty said before he turned his 
heels towards the door meant for royals. 

"Yes, Sir," Pranpriya said and bowed. 


Chapter 57 


The place was her safe haven. Her escape, when the world she 
was moving around seemed to close in around her and it was too 
much for her to handle. 


Tonight was one of those nights. She was again at her breaking 
point during their weekly conference that seemed to go on forever 
and in loop because everyone seemed to have something to say one 
at a time and then all at once and Jennie Kim, President of the Kim 
Group of Companies, almost had a meltdown and realized that she 
had never showed that side of her to anyone from work. She was, 
however, close to slamming her laptop shut to silence everyone 
inside the conference room. But she didn’t. Instead, she excused 
herself for a moment. 

She went outside. There, up in the penthouse of the building to 
give herself what little room to breathe. Leaving behind her the 
angry voices of the department heads hurling heated and frustrated 
denunciations and insults against each other. Like little children 
opposing once other to win the favor of a teacher. It was senseless, 
Jennie thought. And a waste of her time and energy. But she was 
the President and it was her job to hear them all. One at a time and 
all at once. And when her head started pounding like hell and felt 
like about to burst open — the spectacular night view of Seoul didn’t 
help her this time — she returned to the conference room on the 
twentieth floor and immediately called it a day at past ten in the 
evening. She then told her heads to e-mail her their reports and 
concerns. “I’ll deal with them this weekend,” she told them before 
adjourning the meeting. 

“Tm sorry. I had a long day,” she told the cat who was looking at 
her reproachively for her lack of communication. “And I don’t know 
when she will be back, Leo,” she added while stroking the cat’s 
head. 

She had been spending too many nights now at Lisa’s place. 
Chaeng was generous and kind enough to let her in one night, some 
weeks ago, when Lisa’s bestfriend found her sitting at the bottom of 
the metal staircase outside and Chaeng was on her way to feed the 
cats. 

“Jennie? What are you doing here?” 


“Oh, hey. Nothing...I was just...” and she found herself in tears. 

They both did and talked about it over a cup of hot drinks inside 
Lisa’s kitchen that night. She told Chaeng she had a bad day and 
she hailed a cab just for the heck of it, evading once again her 
security and the media that seemed to show up wherever she was 
and found herself standing outside Lisa’s building. Chaeng 
eventually gave her the door passcode. “So you don’t have to wait 
for me on the bottom of the stairs outside. Lucky nobody saw you 
hailing a cab outside your building and followed you here. I know 
that the press is still trailing you,” the now-pastel-haired Roseanne 
Park said before leaving her at Lisa’s place that night. 

They were friends now, after the confrontation that happened 
inside Jennie’s office months ago. There were nights when Jennie 
would discreetly slip inside Chaeng’s bar alone and some nights 
with Jisoo. She would usually stay until midnight and pay for a 
drink or two. They would talk, mostly about Lisa. 

It had been weeks. She even stopped counting the days since the 
press con and ever since the international news outlets had started 
featuring Her Royal Highness Pranpriya and her intentions of 
actively participating in her royal duties and about the kingdom 
welcoming the news positively. It seemed that the world was falling 
in love with Lisa every day. They were gushing about her charm 
and beauty and those eyes that seemed to capture everyone’s hearts 
now. But more than that, everyone seemed enraptured by Lisa’s 
enigmatic aura and how she had evaded the limelight all those 
years. 

She had changed her hair now, Lisa did. It was now short and 
dark, like Cleopatra’s; the fringe was still immaculately kept, 
however. The overall effect of Lisa’s new look only highlighted 
those soft round eyes and only made her astoundingly beautiful. So 
beautiful that she was now considered one of the hottest royals and 
one to look out for, according to an international magazine. 

Lisa was on the news so often that Jennie was torn between 
making it a habit to tune in to the international evening news when 
she gets home after a long day in the office or deprive herself the 
treat of catching a glimpse on Lisa and relish at those soft brown 
orbs on her television screen. 

At first, Jennie chose the former to indulge herself the 
opportunities to get updates about Lisa and bask in the royal’s 
presence through the screen until it had started to become like a 
devotion that her mom conveniently pointed out one evening, when 
she was so engrossed in staring at Lisa’s face on the screen. And so 
she decided to stop, painful as it was. But then there was Jisoo. Chu 
was not a huge help to her resolution. Because Chu was always ‘Lisa 


this and Lisa that’ everytime they would met and every chance she 
would get. Like yesterday, when Chu dropped by her office and 
proclaimed, without a warning: “Lisa will train with the royal navy 
after her stint with the air force. I’ve read about it from a Thai news 
site. Hey, did you know that the King is a good pilot? Fascinating, 
isn’t it?” 

Yes, it was fascinating. And it only made the gap between them 
even wider, Jennie realized. But who was she to complain when it 
was her who initiated that gap in the first place, anyway? The 
thought was nagging her the whole day. So that when everyone on 
the meeting was ready to bite each other’s heads off, Jennie had 
enough. She wanted to get away and get away she did. She and Mr 
Young - whom she promoted to Manager Young now - had 
developed a scheme to make her getting away so much easier now 
than running away like a fugitive everytime she was out in the 
street and dodging the relentless group of press people still hunting 
her. 

She asked Manager Young to buy her a cheap cab and it was 
what they had been using everytime she would asked her main 
security to drop her off at Lisa’s place. So that when Mr Young 
dropped her off outside Lisa’s building an hour ago, no one was 
watching Jennie climbing the narrow stairs. Nobody on Lisa’s street 
paid her the slightest bit of attention when she lingered on the 
doorstep while she was punching the passcode of Lisa’s door and 
nobody noticed when she admitted herself in and was welcomed 
warmly by Lisa’s cats and felt the tensions of the day leaving her 
immediately. She was technically trespassing, she was aware of 
that. But it did not stop her from coming back so often, anyway. 

“I know you miss her, both of you,” Jennie said after she took a 
sip from the mug she was cradling inside her palms. Leo was 
snuggling beside her while Luca was sitting across her, staring at 
her as though he was trying to figure out Jennie and how she 
looked weary and desolated in the dim light. 

“I miss her, too. Terribly,” she said and took another sip. She 
brought a bottle of wine tonight instead of the usual chocolate 
drink that she knew Lisa would love. “Oftentimes, I wonder if I 
made the right choice. But I can’t take them all back, can I?” she 
added and smiled forlornly. 

Leo yawned and Luca followed. 

“Alright. Off to bed, you two. Wait...” Jennie said and gulped the 
remaining contents of the mug — her Lili’s mug - before she stood 
up from the carpeted floor and swayed a little. 

She walked past the wall panel, crossed the living room to the 
kitchen in barefoot and deposited the mug on the kitchen sink. 


Jennie stood and leaned her hip against the cold tiles of the sink 
counter. She felt a little dizzy. She paused and watched as the two 
cats arched their backs as they stretched and started walking 
sluggishly towards the stairs. She did not bother turning the lights 
on and only relied on the faint light streaming on the glass window 
from the lamp post outside. 

Lisa’s place looked melancholic tonight, like most nights that she 
had spent there. It looked empty and cold. Or perhaps it was the 
wine. Perhaps she had a little too much. Again. Or maybe it was 
due to how her day had ended. Her head was still pounding and her 
body was aching for bed. Or maybe it was the song. Smokey 
Robinson’s Just To See Her was playing on the vinyl. 

Or maybe it was her heart. It felt a little too heavy tonight. And 
tonight, like most of the nights when she missed Lisa most, she 
allowed herself to cry. 

The soft sound of her weeping echoed across the lonely walls of 
Lisa’s place. 


They used one of the private jets registered under the royal 
household, which the lady captain had flown and Pranpriya was co- 
pilot. They landed in a private runway in Incheon. Lucky for them, 
nobody spotted her despite the mammoth presence of the 
passengers in the distant terminal and nobody recognized who she 
was when she stepped out to the tarmac. It was already thirty 
minutes past two when they arrived at her building. 

She ran her fingers on the cold hood of her Impala as soon as she 
stepped out of the car when they arrived in front of her building. 
The lady captain stood at a convenient distance away from her, 
with a duffel bag on her one hand and Pranpriya’s bag on the other. 
Pranpriya then looked around. The neighborhood was relatively 
quiet, despite the presence of a handful of pedestrians loitering on 
the sidewalks. Some were obviously drunk and probably trying to 
find their way home - they might even have gone from the Orange 
since it was the weekend. None of them was paying her attention, 
however. As they should, because it was one of the many things she 
liked about living in South Korea under the guise of Lisa. She was 
habitually a nobody, which allowed her to walk around freely 
without the fear of getting recognized for who she really was. Until, 
of course, the article with Jennie. That was partly her mistake. She 
shouldn’t have gone to that party with Doona. 

She sighed at the thought of Jennie and wondered what the 
chaebol might be doing in this ungodly hour. If she’d really wanted 
it, she could find Jennie and they could have their talk. That talk 
that she had been thinking and dreaming about all day and all night 


eversince Jennie left her without a word and after Jennie 
denounced her association with her. 

It was so much easy for her to do that now without getting caught, 
to be honest. Eversince she re-joined the royal court and eversince 
she was given access to some of the privileges that His Majesty was 
enjoying and have shared to her, everything seemed to be at the tip 
of her fingers now. 

But now wasn’t the right time to think about Jennie, or even 
consider the idea of seeing Jennie while she was in South Korea. 
His Majesty made it very clear before she and the lady captain left 
the palace. There shouldn’t be no dilly-dallying while she’s in South 
Korea, unless she wanted the media to get wind of her being there 
and turned it into a frenzy. And looking for ways to see Jennie was 
dilly-dallying. She was there to settle her things, she reminded 
herself. 

“Here’s the key to the studio, Captain. You can spend the night 
there. Let’s just hope that Bobby did some cleaning,” Pranpriya said 
as she handed the key of her studio to the lady captain and 
wondered if Bobby was still working in the studio. 

“Thank you, Your Highness,” the lady captain said. 

“I hope you don’t mind but I’d like to spend the remaining hours 
until daylight with my cats. It’s going to be a busy day later and 
besides, Leo can be a bit edgy around strangers. I don’t want to 
upset him,” Pranpriya said. 

“T understand perfectly, Your Highness. Just give me a ring when 
you need anything, Ma’am,” the lady captain said. 

“T don’t think there’ll be a need for that at this hour, though. But 
yes, of course. See you later, Captain,” Pranpriya said. 

“Rest well, Your Highness.” The lady captain bowed and 
immediately turned her heels towards the entrance of the studio. 

Once the sound of the closing door clicked and everything within 
her radius seemed quiet again, Pranpriya then started climbing the 
narrow staircase as quietly as possible and punched in the door 
code without lingering outside. 

There was the familiar beep when she closed the door and then 
there was an eternal silence once she was inside. The faint glow 
from the lamp post outside gave her enough light to adjust her 
vision in the dimness. It was as though time had stood still inside 
her place. Most of her stuff was still on their places when she left 
them as far as she can see. It had been, what? — three, four months 
now ever since she left South Korea in haste and yet, she was still 
welcomed by the familiar scent of her place, including the amount 
of dusts that might be covering the entire furnishings and the floor 
now. Chaeng wasn’t particularly reliable when it comes to cleaning, 


except her own place. And Pranpriya was particular about not 
hiring housecleaners inside her place. 

Pranpriya walked deeper into the solace of her once-home and 
thought she caught an aroma of wine - fruity, if she wasn’t 
mistaken — when she reached the living room and found a jacket 
resting on the couch which she thought wasn’t hers, but also 
thought that it was most likely one of the many things that she left 
lying around when she left the country and one of the many things 
that Chaeng did not bother tidying up during her visits. 

Pranpriya shook her head. Chaeng must had have a drink before 
heading out after feeding the cats. The thought of her cats sent her 
climbing the staircase in long strides. She knew they’d be sleeping 
on her bed now and hoped that Chaeng, at least, have cleaned the 
sheets from cat hairs. 

Leo jumped from the under the sheet and Luca meowed softly 
when she called for them when she reached the loft. She did not 
bother turning on the light so as not to upset the cats and perhaps, 
she did not want to despoil the comfort and the privacy that the 
dimness was providing her at the moment. The sight and sound and 
the warmth of Leo and Luca brought a smile on the royal’s face 
when they started circling around her legs. A smile that she had 
denied herself for months now. 

“Hey,” Pranpriya said softly as she crouched on the floor to pick 
them up and snuggle them. She kissed and hug them one after the 
other and then gathered them both inside her arms. “Geez, I missed 
you both!” she whispered because she didn’t want to startle them, 
especially Leo, who was looking at her suspiciously and yet did not 
protest when she showered them with more kisses once again. 

“Let me have a good look at you. Let’s see how much Aunt 
Chaeng was feeding you,” she said and brought Luca and then Leo 
at an armlength, one at a time to get a better view of them. “She 
definitely did feed you well. She’s been generous, hasn’t she?” she 
muttered and chuckled and kissed them once more before she stood 
straight and almost screamed in fright when she saw the sheets 
stirred and a silhouette of a woman emerged from under it and 
spoke in the dark in a voice induced by sleep. 

“Leo? Luca?” 

Pranpriya didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, or both. But she 
knew she felt her heart plummeted all the way to the carpeted floor 
and rise up again in a matter of seconds and then started beating so 
hard and so loud inside her chest when she heard Jennie’s sleepy 
voice. She stood there, frozen in the dark, staring wide-eyed at 
Jennie who seemed to not realize that she was there. Pranpriya held 
her breath to not wake Jennie up from her stupor. She didn’t want 


Jennie to realize that she was there. Not yet, anyway. Because 
Pranpriya wasn’t sure whether she would like that to happen or not. 
For now, at least. 

But Jennie had beaten her to it, whatever it was that she was 
thinking to escape from the situation. Because just when Pranpriya 
was about to tiptoe her way towards the doorway, Jennie spoke her 
name with an aching voice that made her held her breath once 
more as her heart stopped beating for a second or two. 

“Lisa?” Jennie called in the dark. Whether she was wide awake 
now or still in a trance, Pranpriya wasn’t sure. But she knew Jennie 
was looking at her. Or the outline of her, illuminated by the faint 
glow from the glass window. They could have been staring at each 
other if it wasn’t the possibility that Jennie could still be in a 
trance. 

And Pranpriya almost called back and almost as achingly. She 
almost took a step forward and was about to whisper Jennie’s name 
but Jennie had laid down once again on the mattress. She curled on 
the sheet like a baby and went back to sleep when she felt the two 
cats snuggled warmly beside her once again. 

Pranpriya had many questions. Why was Jennie at her place? 
Why was Jennie sleeping on her bed? Why did her cats leap and 
nestled beside Jennie the moment she called for them in the middle 
of the night? How long have they been doing this while she was 
away? 

The last thought gave Pranpriya a jab in the gut while looking at 
her cats and Jennie, sleeping peacefully on her bed. While she was 
away. She scoffed. It wasn’t like she had been on a holiday and the 
three had been waiting for her return. In a day or two, she would 
leave again and she would take Leo and Luca with her. She would 
have to sell her place and decide what to do with the studio and she 
would have to remove every traces of her and leave a clean slate, as 
though Lisa did not exist in South Korea. And it was the very reason 
why she was fighting the urge to see Jennie before she would return 
to Thailand for good. Because she wasn’t really good with 
goodbyes. 

Pranpriya tiptoed outside her room. Despite the fatigue from the 
long flight and the lethargy that had started to creep up on her, she 
went down and left her place without informing the lady captain — 
she’d explain later, should her guard ask. 

Her mind was racing with too many questions and she wanted 
answers. 


“Is this a dream? Do I have to slap my face now?” Chaeng said 
with a slight hint of sarcasm the moment she noticed Lisa sitting on 


her porch, concealing herself in the dark. 

It was past three in the morning now. She was the last to leave 
the Orange after ensuring that the doors of the bar are securely 
bolted. The police department had been issuing advices to 
safeguard their perimeters, along with the other establishments 
around and within the district. Apparently, the presence of burglars 
around the district during the unholy hours was now something to 
worry about. 

“Slap me in the face, more like. I think I deserve that,” Pranpriya 
replied gloomily. 

“This is definitely a dream. The Lisa I know doesn’t know what 
she deserves,” Chaeng replied coldly as she climbed the steps and 
started punching the door code without paying Lisa even a glance. 
“Plus, I can’t slap a monarch, can I?” 

She missed Lisa. All those months that she had no contacts or 
whatever with Lisa was tormenting, despite the many times that 
Lisa had tormented her by leaving her again and again to chase 
something in another country. But now that Lisa was here, on her 
porch at three in the morning, hiding in the dark, with a new hair 
and an eminent air upon her, Chaeng felt like she was looking at a 
stranger. And all those days that she wished Lisa would suddenly 
show up one day like she always would after quite a long absence, 
the sudden coldness that swept her when she saw Lisa sitting on her 
porch, waiting for her, wasn’t what she had expected. 

“You’re going to be the only person in the world that I will 
permit to slap me,” Pranpriya replied. 

“Pm honored,” Chaeng quipped. 

“But first things first: Why is Jennie sleeping with my cats in my 
bed right now?” Pranpriya said as she pushed herself from the spot 
she was sitting. 

Chaeng gave her a long sweeping look, as though he was studying 
Lisa who was wearing a jacket, a white tee underneath and a pair of 
denim pants, before she pulled the door open. 

“Well, that’s comforting to know. Last time I walked in, she was 
sleeping on the floor in your living room and the cats were 
surrounding her as though they were checking if she was still 
breathing. Apparently, she had too much to drink the night before 
and didn’t make it to the loft. That was two months ago, by the 
way,” Chaeng said coldly and went inside, leaving the door open for 
Pranpriya. 

“So, this isn’t the first time that she’s spending the night at my 
place then?” Pranpriya inquired and followed Chaeng inside. 

“No, Your Highness. It isn’t,” replied Chaeng. “Do you want tea? 
Coffee? Chocolate? What do they usually offer you in the kingdom 


at three in the morning?” she asked after she dropped her things. 
She then proceeded to her fish and gently tapped the glass surface 
of the tank to announce her presence. 

“Are you mad at me?” Pranpriya asked. 

“Do I have the right to be mad at you?” Chaeng replied and 
headed towards the kitchen. She placed a red kettle above the 
stove. She then pushed a button and turned a knob and the flame 
started to cackle. She knew Lisa was watching her. 

The royal sighed sharply. “You already know the answer to that, 
Chipmunk,” replied Pranpriya wearily. 

“Well, then, no. I’m not mad at you, Lisa. It’s actually more than 
that,” Chaeng replied and took two mugs out from the cupboard. 
She then prepared a tea for herself and Lisa’s favourite hot 
chocolate. Because no matter how mad she was at Lisa, the Thai 
was still her bestfriend and nothing could ever change that. 

“Tm sorry...” 

“And it’s not even about me, you know? I’m - I cannot yet define 
what I’m feeling right now — but it’s not about me. Jennie is at your 
place right now and yet you decided to come here. What are you 
doing here?” Chaeng asked. 

“Three things, actually. I missed you, I want some answers and I 
don’t exactly know what to say to her,” replied Pranpriya after she 
pulled a chair and sat across Chaeng at the table. 

Chaeng snorted. “You had four months to figure that out, 
Shutterbug.” 

“Shouldn’t Jennie be the one figuring out what to say to me after 
the things that she did? I was the one she left behind, Chaeng,” 
Pranpriya said. 

“I don’t understand exactly why I am disappointed. But yes, I am 
disappointed,” Chaeng said and took the kettle out when it started 
hissing. She then poured each mug with hot water and offered the 
hot chocolate to Lisa who muttered thanks but was looking at 
Chaeng accusingly. 

“Don’t look at me like that. Jennie is a mess, Lisa. She’s been a 
mess for months now. I hope that’s enough to answer your 
question,” said Chaeng. 

“And I’m not? You really think ’m having the best days of my life 
in the kingdom, haven’t you, Chimpmunk? Do you want to know 
why I decided to join military training despite the many 
comfortable options presented to me, like going to Europe to pursue 
a degree in some old universities like most of my kin? Because it’s 
the only way I know that I can deal with the pain without 
validating it to anyone, Roseanne Park. But I guess the two of you 
have grown pretty close now, haven’t you? I’m surprised because 


after what happened, after what she did, I thought you’d be on my 
side. Or has that changed now?” 

Chaeng glared. “Don’t you even dare, Lisa. I never took it against 
you that you did not even bother calling me for months, not even 
once. If I hadn’t talk to Jennie, I wouldn’t have known that you’re 
not coming back. Besides, Jennie and I share the same heartbreak. 
The same longing, the same...misery. Whatever. I’m not even sure 
who among us suffered more, actually. Me, who kept hoping that 
one day you'll show up like you always would or Jennie, who 
probably had already given up hope and whatever and kept 
blaming herself for her own misery.” 

Pranpriya did not say a word, nor did she moved even a muscle. 
She only sat there, still as a marble and stared at Chaeng and 
wondered what made her bestfriend decide to let go of the red and 
switch to pastels now. Because she knew that whenever Chaeng 
would change her hair color, a significant episode of her life took 
place. Chaeng’s new hair color made her look younger and less 
spunky. She missed another pivotal moment in Chaeng’s life once 
again and regretted it at once. How many more important moments 
will she miss now after this visit? 

“Look. I’m not picking side, okay? But if I have to, you know Ill 
always pick yours, Shutterbug. And believe it or not, I was mad at 
her for what she did. But it had been months now and I know how 
much she regretted all of it, even though she doesn’t talk about it. 
But I’ve seen it. I’ve seen her. I cannot keep being angry at someone 
who looks as though she carries the weight of the world on her 
shoulders and it seems to grow heavier everytime we met. So, 
maybe she’s having it worse than I have. At least I don’t have to go 
through all that. Whereas Jennie... Well, you saw her. She probably 
had a long day at the office. It’s usually why she would spend the 
night at your place. She said it’s her escape and the cats are a great 
help.” 

“So you gave her the code,” Pranpriya concluded. 

“Who else would give her the code? And how can I not, Lisa? I 
found her, one night, outside your building. Cold and weary and a 
total wreck. I guess she just wanted to feel a piece of you that night 
and all the nights that she would spend there. Perhaps to feel a little 
better, I don’t know.” 

Pranpriya, again, remained quiet on her seat. The mug of hot 
chocolate was steaming in front of her, seducing her senses. But she 
was deeply thinking now, not about Chaeng’s new hair or what 
could be the significant episode of Chaeng’s life that made her 
change her hair color. And unfortunately, the velvet aroma of her 
drink couldn’t pull her out from the spirals of thoughts she just 


plunged her mind into. 

Those were a lot to process. Harder than the trainings she had 
gone through in the royal air base — they weren’t gentle to her in 
the camp, despite them knowing who she was. And frankly, she was 
grateful for that. The pains she experienced there were a great help 
in diverting her misery and longing for Jennie. She thought she had 
it under control now. But seeing Jennie again like that - like a 
frightened little girl waking up in the middle of the night, calling 
out to her cats like they were supposed to chase the bad dreams 
away and so that she could go back to sleep again — and after what 
Chaeng told her about Jennie only stirred again the emotions she 
thought she had already tucked away safely inside her. 

“Tm sorry I gave her the code to your door, Shutterbug. I didn’t 
know how else to help her.” 

Pranpriya sighed. “In three days, Pll be returning to Thailand, 
Chipmunk. Ill be putting up the place in the market and Pll be 
taking the cats with me. I don’t know exactly how to tell her that 
without making her feel like Pm taking away something from her. 
Although they’re mine, technically,” she said. 

“You have to tell her, though. You should talk to her before you 
leave,” Chaeng suggested. 

“Which was exactly what she didn’t do when she left,” Pranpriya 
rolled her eyes. “Tell me again why I should do that?” 

“Seriously? Let it go, Lisa. She had her reasons, for god’s sake,” 
Chaeng said, incensed with frustrations. 

“Can you please enlighten me why you're defending her? Did 
something happen that made you switch allegiance?” Pranpriya 
retorted. 

Chaeng glared and rolled her eyes. “Besides seeing her beating 
herself up for what she did, you mean? No, nothing exciting ever 
happened that made me switch allegiance, as you’ve put it. And 
besides, weren’t you like that most of the time during when you’ve 
been chasing your dream? You weren’t exactly the embodiment of a 
good friend, to be honest. Most of the time you’d leave in haste and 
don’t even bother saying a proper goodbye or whatever. Which,” 
Chaeng said and raised her hand in front of Pranpriya’s face when 
the Thai was about to interrupt her, “no, no, let me finish. Which I 
tolerated because I love you and I’m a bad friend, also. So, there 
you go.” 

Pranpriya’s mouth dropped. “That is so unfair. You knew I was 
leaving, whenever I leave. A-and I thought it was okay with you. 
You should’ve told me it wasn’t.” 

“And then what? You’d conform yourself to my being needy? 
You’d stay and won’t ever leave again? I didn’t want you to that for 


me, Shutterbug. I still don’t. And besides, I know you won’t ever do 
that. You’re stubborn and we both know that,” said Chaeng. 

“Well then that explains why you never bothered to stop me from 
leaving, every time. So I don’t understand why you’re taking that 
against me now when we both know I won’t do such a thing and 
that I am stubborn, as you’ve ungraciously put it,” Pranpriya 
shrugged and took another gulp from her mug. 

They were looking at each other for a quite a moment. One was 
glaring with her face flushed and one was looking smug, like she 
had just solved life’s greatest mystery. And in a perfect moment, 
just about when the clock hit another hour and the sound of 
Joowahngie’s bubbles blobbed in the water, they both cracked a 
grin and chuckled. Which then turned into laughter that Pranpriya 
had badly missed doing inside the confines of her colossal house. 
Their laughter filled Chaeng’s place at four in the morning. 

Pranpriya pushed herself from her chair and it only took her a 
single long stride to close their gap and be at Chaeng’s side. She 
wrapped her arms around Chaeng, tightly and warmly, and didn’t 
let go even when Chaeng was already protesting because she 
couldn’t breathe anymore. 

“Pm sorry I never called or messaged you since I left. I didn’t 
want you to worry too much about me,” Pranpriya said after she 
unwrapped herself from Chaeng. 

“You know I’d always worry about you,” Chaeng replied 
solemnly. “But since you’re some sort of a ‘royal celebrity’ now, so 
to speak, and the media doesn’t seem to have any plans to tone 
down their enthusing about you, I decided I don’t have to wonder 
what you’re up to inside your kingdom or wherever anymore, even 
when you don’t call. They pretty much do the updating for all of us 
here,” she said jokingly. 

Pranpriya groaned loudly. “God, I hate them. I couldn’t even get 
past the gates now without them swarming all over me. I guess 
that’s how Jennie felt when that stupid article was released.” 

“She’s still being chased by the media, by the way. She’s a big 
shot, obviously. So, whatever she does is a national headline. Good 
thing they haven’t yet discovered her hiding place or it’d be another 
frenzy of headlines in the news. Especially if they’d find out it was 
your place. Which, personally, I don’t wish to happen or they’d start 
calling her a liar after she told them she doesn’t know you,” Chaeng 
said, shaking her head. 

“How long has Jennie been visiting my place?” Pranpriya asked. 

“About three months now, I think. First, she would visit once or 
twice a week, bringing cat treats with her. And then the visits have 
become frequent.” 


“Does Bobby still show up at the studio?” asked Pranpriya. She 
was seriously thinking of compensating Bobby for his hard work by 
entrusting to him the studio, should he take it, and she would leave 
him a hefty amount to help him finance whatever his plans are. 

“He still does and he’s wise enough not to inquire too much. I 
told him you’re in another continent now, hopping from one train 
or plane to another—,” 

“That’s funny because I’ve been stuck in the palace most of the 
time since my return,” Pranpriya interjected. 

“’..chasing what you’ve been chasing all these years for your 
work and that he doesn’t have to worry because you’ve been doing 
that for years now and your're still able to get back in one piece 
most of the time—,” 

“Does he see Jennie going in and out of my place, then?” 

“No, I don’t think he does. Jennie would usually arrive there late 
in the night and Bobby doesn’t stay in the studio longer than 
seven,” Chaeng continued. 

“Oh, good. That’s good to know. He was curious when he saw 
Jennie the first time when she dropped by the studio once,” said 
Pranpriya. 

“Hey,” Chaeng said and took Lisa’s hand. “You know that Pm 
glad that you’re here. But you have to go home now, Shutterbug. 
You and I can catch up anytime, I promise you that. But you and 
Jennie need to talk,” she said. 

Pranpriya nodded. 

“You have to stop running away now, Shutterbug.” 

Pranpriya let out a long sigh. “It’s not really that I don’t know 
how to talk to her or what to talk to her about, you know? It’s 
just...” Pranpriya paused and let out another sigh. “I’m scared, 
Chipmunk. I’m scared that if I will talk to her and she would look at 
me again like I’m the only person in her world, all the resolve that I 
have firmly built these past months after she left will instantly 
crumble down and I might consider running away again. Far away, 
with her this time.” 

“You still love her,” Chaeng declared with a smile. 

“It doesn’t go away just like that,” Pranpriya replied and smiled 
bitterly. “But things are different now, I guess. And you’re wrong, 
Chaeyoung Park. I’m not stubborn. Not anymore, anyway. I’ve been 
following His Majesty’s orders now, diligently, and I haven’t caused 
any troubles or whatever in the kingdom recently.” 

“You’re a different person now, I can see that. And I’m proud of 
you, Shutterbug. Truly, I am. But you have to talk to Jennie,” said 
Chaeng. 

“Alright. Okay, I will. I promise,” Pranpriya said. “But I really 


want to know, though. What happened to your hair?” 

“Oh, this?” Chaeng chuckled and touched the ends of her hair. “I 
changed it days after I dropped by Jennie’s office when told her I 
wasn’t pleased with what she did. You know, after the press con?” 

“Was that too significant that you had to change your hair?” 
asked Pranpriya. 

“Kind of. I kinda lost my spunk there,” Chaeng replied sheepishly. 

“What do you mean?” Pranpriya inquired. She was curious. So, 
something significant did happen while she was away? 

“I thought I had it all figured out. I told her I’m part of the PARK 
& PARK’s; that I am Roseanne Park. That was stupid, by the way. 
But I wanted to intimidate her, you see? To make her realize that I 
am fuming mad at her and she has to take me seriously. But then 
she did something that I did not see coming. If it was chess, she 
caught me off-guard and checked mate me.” 

“Chaeng, what on earth are you talking about?” asked Pranpriya. 
She was anxious now. Did the two of the most important women in 
her life hurt each other? 

“She knew I was in love you, Lisa. That was one of the most 
humiliating moments of my life...” 

“What?!” Pranpriya was aghast. 

“Yes!” Chaeng groaned. “I went there, ready to take her down if 
necessary. And then she asked about it, out of the blue. Clearly, I 
did not prepare for that. But I told her Pm not anymore because 
well, Pm not anymore...” 

“And?” 

“And she believed me, I think. Well, we’re friends now so maybe 
she really does. Look, the red mane — the spunk, whatever you call it 
— it didn’t work with Jennie Kim. She’s fierce and smart and she 
knows what’s up. So I suggest that you talk to her. To clarify things 
or whatever and see where it goes from there,” Chaeng said. 


Chapter 58 


Pranpriya and Chaeng talked some more after their exchanges 
regarding Jennie and then went on to discuss about how each other 
had been during the past months and how they would communicate 
when she returns to Thailand, with Chaeng making her swear again 
and again that she would open her lines of communication this 
time. They also discussed about their future plans, especially 
Pranpriya, who laid out her plans to Chaeng about her intentions 
regarding her position in the kingdom, which honestly surprised 
and excited Chaeng - and she made no attempts in concealing it 
from Pranpriya — because “the Lisa I know wasn’t really into politics 
and traditions, was she?” To which Pranpriya replied: “Well, the 
Lisa you knew was selfish. And oh, stubborn — as you’ve put it.” 

“Hence, you don’t listen when I keep telling that you need to go 
home. And I really mean it this time, Shutterbug. It’s almost 
morning. Aside from the obvious reason that you and I need to 
catch some sleep separately, you can’t just strut in the street 
because anyone might recognize you now. Your face has been on 
the news too many times than I can count. It won’t be safe,” said 
Chaeng. She looked genuinely concerned. She feared the risk of the 
possibility of Pranpriya exposing herself to the public’s attentions 
should the royal chose to return to her place at daylight, when 
everyone was already up and about. The least that they should 
expect was the press to get wind of the royal’s presence in the 
country and mobbed the Thai in the street. She saw how they did it 
to Jennie several times on the news and it was never not appalling. 

Thirty minutes later, Pranpriya was practically tiptoeing when 
she climbed the iron staircase to her apartment in the upper floor - 
pinks streaks already visible in the horizon — to avoid creating even 
the slightest of noise. The least she wanted to happen was to wake 
the lady captain from her sleep in the studio this early because then 
it would result to her explaining where she went and why she went 
out and she didn’t want to explain herself to her guard if she can 
avoid it. It was exasperating enough that she had to reduce her 
dignity by acting like a burglar and moved about in stealth before 
she could reach her door and punched in her code as quietly as 
possible. 

She even paused and winced after she slowly closed the door shut 


and the sound of the beep sliced through the silence of her place. 
She was afraid it might reached to the alert senses of her guard 
below and that it might rouse Jennie and the cats from their sleep. 
Which it did, because just before she could even take a step further 
into the cold embrace of her apartment, Leo and Luca had already 
presented themselves to her, fully awake and with eyes visible in 
the dimness, bright and wide from sleep, and looking at her as 
though they were questioning her motive of showing up earlier and 
leaving them again unceremoniously and now showing up again 
like a thief in the night. 

“You two shouldn’t be up this early,” Pranpriya told them softly 
after planting kisses on the top of their heads. 

“Tt’s my fault. I was up this early.” 

“Jesus Christ!” Pranpriya hissed while clutching her chest as 
though she was suffering from a cardiac arrest. It was startling 
enough to hear Jennie spoke so suddenly. But seeing the dark figure 
of Jennie actually standing in the middle of the living room, still as 
a statue and with only the glow from the window illuminating half 
of her face and looking at her as though it was normal to look at 
her sneaking in like a robber at dawn had sent her wits flying. 

“T knew I wasn’t dreaming,” Jennie said in a voice that suggested 
she had been rehearsing those words in her head for when 
Pranpriya would return finally. Her voice, surprisingly, was calm. 
So unbelievably calm that Pranpriya thought it was offensive. In the 
sense that it made her feel like she did something offensive when 
she was caught sneaking in, when she should be the one 
reprimanding Jennie instead because it was her place and Jennie 
was literally a trespasser and well, there were still unresolved issues 
between them — if Jennie even considered them an unresolved issue. 

“No, you weren't,” Pranpriya replied. She couldn’t think of 
anything else to say at the moment because what else was there to 
say? ‘Hey? How was your sleep in my bed?’ Like they were two old 
friends picking up the pieces where they left them? That wouldn’t 
feel right, would it? Pranpriya told herself. 

Silence fell once again inside the apartment. None of them spoke 
again for quite a long moment. They stood there, looking anywhere 
but at each other. Jennie was standing in the middle of the living 
room with her coat dangling unsophisticatedly in her hand, looking 
down at her feet, while Pranpriya had remained rigid beside the 
door post with her hands tucked inside the pockets of her jeans, 
staring at the wall. 

They were only separated by a considerably narrow space that 
could be crossed by only a few steps, should one of them decide to 
do so. But none of them would, because it felt like the small space 


oddly felt like a world apart already, if they’d be honest enough to 
admit it, and seceded by an assortment of overlapping emotions 
that seemed to have surged after they’ve spoken only so little and 
then seemed to have denied them from speaking another word 
again. 

The serene and uninterrupted silence during which one would 
usually experience at dawn, when half of the world was still asleep 
and when half of the world was getting ready to welcome the night, 
had now started to balloon into something that was heavy in the 
chest. It was uncomfortable. 

The air seemed to constrict their lungs little by little. They were 
now both breathing deeply within their own space. Pranpriya 
thought they were transported back to that night in the palace four 
months ago, inside her chamber, when she told Jennie to stay and 
Jennie left without a word in the morning after. That memory felt 
so long ago already and yet the feeling that Pranpriya was 
reminded of just now felt like a freshly cut wound. It was stinging 
and pulsating on every inches of her skin. It was nagging her and 
she allowed herself to be nagged. And before she knew it, she was 
growing angry but she wasn’t sure whether her anger was directed 
solely to Jennie or to herself. Or both. But it was combusting her 
insides and slowly consuming what little objectivity left within her 
that she had reserved especially for this particular moment. She had 
been looking forward for this, hadn’t she? In fact, she had rehearsed 
strings of resentful words inside her head for months to hurl at 
Jennie. But now... Now, she was lost for words. 

“Pm sorry I barged in here. I didn’t know you were coming,” 
Jennie spoke again. Her words were carefully laced this time. 
Perhaps she could feel the acrimony in Lisa’s silence. 

“Is that all?” Pranpriya replied with an icy tone, surprising 
herself. It was the kind of tone she would usually hear from His 
Majesty when addressing a subject. The kind of tone that she knew 
would scare the living soul of anyone on the kingdom. Jennie 
should be scared, shouldn’t she? 

But Jennie Kim only stood there and watched her with an odd 
sense of calm, as though she was studying her, which incensed 
Pranpriya more. The impertinence was astounding, Pranpriya 
thought. None of her subjects in the kingdom would dare look at 
her like that. Nor would they dare not shrink to her presence. 

But of course, Jennie Kim was no subject of hers. Jennie was her 
own person. And besides, Pranpriya knew for a fact that Jennie was 
hardly intimidated by anyone, aside perhaps by how the press 
would make her feel uneasy most of her life — which, of course, was 
an entirely different thing, anyway - but Jennie Kim was not the 


kind of person to cower to anyone that easy. Not even to her, 
obviously. Because if Jennie was, then she should be scuttling 
outside by now and get as far away from her as possible. But then 
that would be un-Jennie-like. 

And maybe that was what she liked most about Jennie, even after 
it was revealed who she really was and despite her resentment 
towards Jennie. She liked that Jennie would look at her in the eyes 
like they were equal. Something that none of the people back in the 
kingdom had given her. She missed that. And she hated that she 
realized now how much she missed that at the moment. 

“I must have startled you earlier. Is that why you left 
immediately?” Jennie said. 

“No. Yes,” Pranpriya said curtly. 

“T should’ve left earlier but I thought I should wait for you come 
back. I usually leave at dawn. Manager Young must be waiting for 
me now outside,” Jennie said, ignoring the snip in Pranpriya’s tone 
and began to put on her coat. “I don’t want anyone to see me here, 
especially your assistant downstairs. He might wonder and well, I 
don’t want him to wonder.” 

“Ts that all?” Pranpriya asked impatiently. 

Jennie paused and resigned with a sigh. Of course, she told 
herself. The Thai hated her. Despised, even. She was aware of that. 
She had expected that. But it was painful, nonetheless, how the 
royal was looking at her without the same warmth and affection the 
Lisa she knew used to give her. She didn’t want to wrap her mind 
around it yet but it definitely was prickling her heart like sharp 
needles. But which she perfectly understood, however. She did the 
Thai wrong and she deserved the animosity that Pranpriya was 
showing her. And yet, she was also conflicted by her emotions at 
the moment. Because it had been months. She missed the Thai so 
much and the fact that they were now standing face to face — 
finally! — with only a scanty space separating them both was 
reminding her of all the things that she knew the Thai alone could 
make her feel. All the thoughts rushing through her head was 
enough to make her insides shiver. It had been months. 

“Lisa...” Jennie took a step forward. 

“Pm ‘Your Highness’ now. I thought that should be obvious by 
now,” Pranpriya cut Jennie off. She then left the door post and 
walked past Jennie who seemed to have frozen on her spot. 

Pranpriya walked past Jennie, inadvertently grazing Jennie’s 
hand with the back of her hand. Jennie held her breath for a second 
or two. The sensations that it brought sent her skin burning and her 
heart in tremors. Lisa had always had that effect on her. 

“Your Highness...” Jennie breathed, as though she had just 


discovered air. She could’ve been imploring by the sound of it. For 
what, she didn’t know. Her eyes were glued on Pranpriya’s back. 
The short hair looked on her, Jennie thought. It made Pranpriya 
look more regal. Different. Especially with how she carried herself 
now. With ease, and grace. And natural confidence. 

“If there’s anything you wish to say, Miss Kim. Do so. I'm 
listening," Pranpriya said when she reached the door way in the 
kitchen. 

Pranpriya could see Jennie clearly now, with the morning light 
slowly setting in and flooding the place. She could see clearly now 
the beauty that she had dreamed of seeing once again and she could 
see the loneliness in those cat-like eyes that had been haunting her 
sleep every night. She could now see the office clothes that Jennie 
was wearing — a pair of dark suit that fit perfectly around Jennie’s 
body, accentuating the supple curves in all the right places. She 
could see the visible fragments of the long hours and busy day from 
yesterday’s workloads painted all over Jennie’s face and the 
apprehension to meet her gaze. Jennie looked exhausted and yet 
she looked exactly how she looked when Pranpriya last saw her. 
Perfection. Jennie Kim looked perfect despite the creases on her suit 
and the undone hair. And despite the anguish written all over her 
beautiful face. 

Jennie sighed. “Lisa...” 

Pranpriya shivered at how her name rolled out from Jennie’s lips. 
It was reminding her of the nights when Jennie was inside her arms 
and Jennie was reaching climax. And before she know it, she was 
invaded once again with the nostalgia that Jennie’s faint strawberry 
scent was reminding her and everything that went along with it. 
The burnt pancake on the kitchen. The smiles and laughter they had 
shared while lounging on the chesterfield or on the carpet floor, 
sipping wine in between kisses. Their first night together. And their 
last night together. 

And perhaps that was the reason why she went straight to the 
kitchen. To distance herself from Jennie as far as away as she could 
without running away. Because who was she fooling? The desire to 
bury her face on that soft nook inside Jennie’s neck was starting to 
grow strong and fighting it would be futile if she would keep herself 
planted in the door post just when Jennie was about to leave. She 
wanted nothing else but to get intoxicated once again in that sweet 
scent that she knew was already embedded in her system. The 
stirring desire inside her was actually driving her insane at the 
moment. 

“She’s dead, Jennie. I can’t be her anymore. I don’t think it’s 
appropriate to still be calling me by that name. I have a title now,” 


said Pranpriya. 

“Tm sorry,” Jennie replied. 

“And besides, isn’t this what you want? Isn’t this the point of 
everything that happened?” 

She was curious, to be honest. Pranpriya was. She wanted to ask 
Jennie how her days went. How it was for Jennie working nonstop 
and fulfilling the enormous task that her late father had left her. 
Jennie must had have it worse than her. At least His Majesty was 
still alive and would live more years. Whereas Jennie was decisively 
plucked out from the life she had tried to build for herself overseas 
to lead an empire that she was trying so hard to run away from. 
Pranpriya wanted to ask Jennie how life was for her when she left 
her, when she denied her, and did Jennie regret all of it at all? 

Jennie sighed and looked at Pranpriya for a long moment before 
she turned her back and went for the door. 

“T should leave. My mom should be awake by now. She’d wonder 
why I’m not home yet and well, she’s overly dramatic these past 
weeks. She might alert the whole security to look for me,” said 
Jennie. 

Pranpriya scoffed and chuckled. She shook her head and then she 
sighed. Her face turned serious. She was silent for a long moment. 
Her attention was fixed on her two cats running and chasing each 
other across the floor space. 

“If you could just tell me anything. Anything at all, to explain to 
me, to make me understand why,” Pranpriya said. Her face was set. 
Her jaws were set. Her eyes were fixed on Jennie. Sharp and 
burning. Reproving and provoking. She was mad and she wanted 
Jennie to understand that. 

“What else do you want me to say, Your Highness?” Jennie asked, 
equally looking as emotional as Pranpriya was. 

Stay? Pranpriya thought and immediately dismissed the idea 
inside her head. No, she would not do that. Not today. Not again. 
She did that once, had she not? What a moment of weakness that 
was. Weakness should never have a room in the monarchy. She had 
learned that fundamental tool in building who she should become 
during when she spent months working and training in the royal air 
base and during her private talks with His Majesty. 

“How about ‘I’m sorry for what I did’?” suggested Pranpriya 
sardonically. 

Jennie looked shocked and stared at Pranpriya for a moment as 
though contemplating if she was being serious or not. Or whether 
she should do what the Thai was asking from her or not. She chose 
the latter. 

“Please get some sleep, Your Highness. You look exhausted. I 


apologize for invading your bed and your place. If you’d like me to 
recompense for trespassing here, I’m sure your people can call my 
office anytime,” Jennie said before she resumed her tracks towards 
the door. 

“How about you recompense me by apologizing for everything, 
first and foremost? Whatever it is that you know you should be 
apologizing about?” Pranpriya said. 

Jennie dropped her hand from gripping the door handle. She 
squared her shoulders before she whirled around and looked 
straight into Pranpriya’s brown orbs that were looking back at her 
with undeniable scorn. 

“Will that make you feel better, Your Highness? If I beg for 
forgiveness right now and implore you to forgive me for all my 
failings and offenses that have hurt you, will that make you feel 
better?” Jennie asked boldly. 

It took quite a moment for Pranpriya to respond to that. She 
stood there in the kitchen entrance, with her shoulder leaning 
tensely against the doorway and staring at Jennie as if she was 
calculating in her mind whether it might really make her feel better 
if Jennie would do as she suggested. And after a long moment of 
silence, Pranpriya moved her head but only so little and said 
dispassionately, “No. Not entirely. But will it hurt you if you will?” 

“If I say yes?” Jennie retorted. 

“Then that makes sense, doesn’t it?” Pranpriya said with an 
obvious hint of sarcasm. 

“And may I ask what’s that supposed to mean?” Jennie said. 

“It means you have quite an ego and you don’t want to bruise it, 
Miss Kim.” 

The obvious emphasis on the way Pranpriya spoke her name 
strongly reminded Jennie of His Majesty during their talk inside 
that ridiculously huge study in the topmost floor inside Pranpriya’s 
palace. It was meant to intimidate her. 

But Jennie was not the type to crumble down so easily, especially 
now that she significantly knew her place in the society. Especially 
now that she was heralded as a legitimate successor and the future 
of her family’s empire. She was doing an excellent job in leading 
the Kim Group of Companies and heading the conglomerate at such 
an age, according to the reviews by business papers and business 
organizations from around the globe. They had nothing but praises 
for her. She had a name to uphold and she was doing it 
impressively. Despite the press launching attacks on her from time 
to time, provoking her to do stupid things and say stupid words so 
that they have something to put on their papers. And though she 
was wounded with how Pranpriya had spoken her name, 


emphasizing it as though highlighting the monarchial gap between 
them, she held her head high and met the royal’s cold gaze proudly. 

“That makes the two of us, then. Don't you think so, Your 
Highness?" Jennie dared to speak bluntly. There was no point 
dancing around and playing diplomacy with Pranpriya anymore. 
Not now when, clearly, the Thai was still holding grudges against 
her. And rightfully so, Jennie concluded. But whatever. 

Pranpriya stood there on the kitchen doorway with her eyes fiery 
and her ego wounded. She looked affronted. Jennie ought to be 
punished for her impudence, shouldn’t she? She squared her 
shoulders and raised her head before she took quick, long strides 
towards Jennie’s direction. 

“Is that so, Miss Kim?” Pranpriya hissed when she reached 
Jennie. They were now standing face to face, with a mere foot 
between them. 

“I thought by now you’d have understood perfectly why I did 
what I did, Your Highness. Or am I wrong? Did the four months 
that passed not helped you contemplate the point of it all?” Jennie 
replied. 

“The last four months was hell, for your information. And don’t 
you dare talk to me about contemplation because from my 
perspective, you ended us without consulting me first, Jennie. And 
in case you don’t know, you broke my heart into a million pieces. 
You still do,” Pranpriya spat. 

“And you think mine isn’t? Do you really think I did it because I 
wanted to hurt you?” Jennie retorted. 

“I don’t know what you want, Jennie. Except that you clearly 
don’t want us any longer,” Pranpriya said. 

“Don’t say that!” Jennie cried. 

“Why? Isn’t that the truth? You could’ve at least talk to me. You 
could’ve at least tell me, warned me. You reduced me to feeling like 
an idiot when I woke up that morning and learned that you and 
your mom had already left and then woke up to that news of you 
denying what we had in front of everyone. The first part I perfectly 
understood. But it was cruel of you to call it ‘flirting’ when you 
knew it wasn’t.” 

“T had no other choice. I was left with that option alone. You 
have to understand. We have roles to fulfill, duties to attend to. This 
isn’t about us, Lisa. There are far more things bigger than us,” 
Jennie said. 

“What is bigger than love?” 

“Duty, Lisa. Our duty to our families. Perhaps it is unfortunate 
that we belong to a set of families that put us in this position even 
before we were born. Perhaps it is unfortunate that we have to set 


aside our personal goals and wants and needs and happiness 
because we belong to a set of families that want and expect so much 
from us. Don’t you still get it?” 

“T would have risk it all and walk away from it for good, for you. 
With you. I told you so that night. I don’t care about all of it. You 
know that,” said Pranpriya. 

“But I do, Lisa. We can’t be running away forever. There will 
come a point when we get tired from running and regret that we 
ever did. Besides, my dad left me the company. Your father would 
leave you the crown someday. I mean, sure. You can abdicate or 
whatever and give way to the next-in-line. But I can’t. It’s either me 
or my mom and I don’t want my mom to carry the burden that was 
left for me.” 

“You’re a coward.” 

“Perhaps. But leaving you was the bravest thing I ever did. To 
walk away from someone who means so much to me. To give up 
the kind of love that I know would never find me again in this 
lifetime. It was the hardest decision I ever made. But I felt braver 
when I did. I’m sorry.” 

“God, you’re driving me insane!” Pranpriya hissed before she 
pulled Jennie for a kiss. 

Pranpriya was kissing Jennie ardently. But it was so unlike all the 
kisses they had shared before. There was anger, Jennie realized, and 
so many unspoken words that were meant to chastise her. 

Pranpriya’s mouth was crashing against Jennie’s, crushing the 

objections that formed on Jennie’s protesting mouth, while cupping 
the back of Jennie’s head with her left hand; her other hand was 
anchored on Jennie’s back, preventing Jennie from moving. 
Pranpriya grazed her teeth against Jennie’s mouth, biting and 
sucking the soft flesh of Jennie’s lips. And when her tongue invaded 
the Korean’s mouth, it invaded with such intensity. It was sweeping 
and searching until Jennie let out a moan. 
She should be furious, Jennie thought desperately when Lisa was 
starting to suck the skin on her neck, leaving marks there surely. 
She should be offended with how Pranpriya was pushing her back 
and pinned her against the door and positioned herself between her 
legs. Jennie’s brain was urging her, demanding even, to protest. It 
was nagging her to push the Thai away. To reclaim her dignity and 
to stop this madness. Because this was madness, wasn’t it? The way 
her body was convulsing to the royal’s touch and the way her 
mouth was responding with the same intensity was outright 
madness. It was madness, right? When she could feel the wholeness 
of her body being set on fire and her flesh, inch by inch of it was 
clamouring to be touched. To be kissed. To be glorified once again. 


It was madness! And yet, her hands seemed to possess a mind of 
their own. Because instead of pushing the Princess away like she 
genuinely intended to, her hands mechanically slithered and clung 
on Pranpriya’s arms. And as if it wasn’t betrayal enough, her arms 
then eventually wrapped around the Thai’s neck, as though she was 
holding on for dear life. Because she felt as if she was, indeed, 
holding on for her life or else she would sink to the floor because 
her knees were now starting to quiver. Strength had left her. Her 
body was defying her. Jennie knew that it was only a matter of time 
before her legs would give up on her completely. 

The kiss deepened while they navigate their way away from the 
door and on towards the depth of the privacy of the place. The ire 
on Pranpriya’s kiss was gone and all that was left was the intense, 
burning passion that quickly seared the remaining sensibilities left 
between them. And before they both knew it, they found 
themselves stumbling on the bed, with Jennie beneath Pranpriya 
and only broke the kiss when they wriggled desperately to free 
themselves from the restrictions of their clothing. 

The sun was already up in the sky and the street outside had 
come to life once more. Where the sound of the early pedestrians 
and vehicles prompted the start of a new day. But there, inside the 
privacy of Pranpriya’s place echoed the sharp sighs and moans and 
jagged breaths, as they explored once again the universe that they 
had both explored and journeyed before, together. And when they 
were done and returned from their jaunt, they laid naked on 
mattress, with their limbs still intertwined while catching their 
breaths, inhaling the sweet smell of sex and saline and the mixture 
of delicious aroma of spicy stewed fish and galbi being cooked from 
the nearby restaurants down the street, seeping through the 
window gaps, promising a bounty feast of a new day ahead. They 
laid there in silence, calming their breaths until exhaustion found 
them. They laid asleep holding on to each other, the enormity of 
their actions forgotten altogether. 

An hour later (or what seemed like an hour later), Pranpriya 
woke up with a start when she thought she heard reverent knocking 
on the door downstairs. 

“Your Highness? Are you awake?” the lady captain called. 

Pranpriya shut her eyes closed and sighed. 

“Damn,” she muttered then pulled herself from the bed after she 
finally disentangled herself from Jennie, who was still sleeping 
peacefully beside her. She smiled despite herself and despite the 
circumstance that they both were in. For she found it ridiculously 
amusing how she and Jennie had ended up in bed again when she 
thought that her convictions to never entangle herself again with 


Jennie and her resolve to leave Korea peacefully without so much 
as trying to know where Jennie was and how Jennie was doing 
wasn’t strong enough as how she hoped it would be. A sign of 
weakness, she told herself while putting on her robe. 

Pranpriya sighed once again while staring down at the sleeping 
Jennie on her bed. She was beautiful as ever, Jennie was. 
Unperturbed and serene. Jennie might had lost a little weight and 
the ghost of tension was written on her pretty face, but Jennie still 
looked perfect in every sense of the word. With her dark hair 
cascading indolently, covering half of her face, and her mouth 
slightly opened while in deep sleep. Pranpriya’s heart ached. She 
wanted nothing else but to wake up everyday, for the rest of her 
life, marvelling at Jennie’s existence while telling herself how lucky 
she was. 

“Your Highness?” the lady captain called again, inadvertently 
waking Jennie up. 

“Who is it?” asked Jennie groggily. Her voice was hoarse and her 
eyes still shut. 

“Go back to sleep,” Pranpriya whispered and planted a kiss on 
Jennie’s temple. 

“Did you bring someone along from the kingdom?” Jennie 
inquired. 

“Yes. That’s my guard. You might have met her already back in 
the palace,” Pranpriya answered. 

Jennie frowned and squinted her still bloodshot eyes. “I don’t 
remember meeting a lady guard in your palace,” she said. 

“That’s odd. I thought her unit was on the palace ground when 
you and your mom arrived. Are you sure you don’t want to 
continue sleeping?” said Pranpriya when she saw Jennie rose from 
the bed, albeit slowly and sleepily. 

“No. You don’t mind if your guard sees me, do you? Or should I 
keep myself hidden here and go downstairs only after she leaves?” 
Jennie asked as she started to pick her clothes from the floor one by 
one, wrapping herself with a blanket to conceal her nakedness. 

“Tm not entirely sure what makes you think that I will allow you 
such humiliation. So no, I won’t mind. Although, she’s one of His 
Majesty’s most loyal and trusted guards. And she might not ask 
tactlessly but she would definitely wonder why you’re here.” 

“You can tell her the truth,” Jennie suggested. 

Pranpriya opened her mouth to answer and closed it again. 
Instead, she smirked and said, “I don’t even know what the truth is 
anymore, to be honest,” said Pranpriya and finally descended on the 
staircase while the lady captain called once again. 

Jennie followed right after when she was fully dressed. She chose 


to stand under the door frame of the kitchen with an unwitting 
anticipation while watching Pranpriya get the door. 

“Captain,” Pranpriya greeted the woman with a curt nod. 

Jennie was eager to see what the lady captain looked like but 
Pranpriya was mostly occupying the door frame, concealing the 
woman from Jennie’s sight. 

“Good morning, Your Highness. I apologize for disrupting your 
sleep, ma’am. But we have a situation downstairs. I thought I 
should let know,” the lady captain said. 

“What situation? And does it really require my presence, 
Captain?” Pranpriya asked. 

“Its about your former assistant in the studio, Ma’am. Bobby? 
He’s arrived for work and well, he was acting strange when he saw 
me inside. He was accusing me and insisting that I’m a burglar. As 
he should, of course. I should’ve left the studio before he arrives, 
but I miscalculated his punctuality. I apologize, ma’am,” Captain 
Pakpao replied. 

Pranpriya shifted her stance but only a little, but also enough to 
provide Jennie the opportunity that she had been waiting 
anticipatingly. 

She was one of the most gorgeous woman alive that Jennie had 
ever seen, Jennie thought while observing the woman whom Lisa 
was addressing as ‘Captain.’ And that was saying something because 
Jennie had been surrounded with gorgeous members of the Kim 
clan all her life. Her mother and Chu, most specially. Not to 
mention the people she had worked with during her stint as an 
editor for a fashion magazine in New York, which included top 
models and celebrities. But there, standing on Lisa’s doorway was 
no doubt a drop-dead gorgeous beauty, who was as tall and as lean 
as Lisa, with her olive skin and eyes that sparkled as though there 
were two galaxies existing inside her dark orbs. She wasn’t smiling 
but her face was lighting up like the dawn of a new day when she 
talks and her voice was like music when she speaks their language. 
It was beautiful. She was beautiful. And instantly, Jennie realized 
that the woman was aggravating her for some reason. For one 
thing, she certainly did not like the way the woman looked at Lisa 
with an almost perpetual reverence. 

“It doesn’t matter now. Anyway, I think I know exactly what you 
mean about him acting weird. Bobby has got a different weirdness 
in him, especially around women,” Pranpiya commented. “Pll be 
there in a minute, Captain. Don’t let him leave.” 

“He certainly doesn’t look like he wants to leave, ma’am. He 
demands that I should provide him my name, my number and an 
explanation about how I got in. He said he wants to talk to you, 


Your Highness,” the lady captain said. 

“Me? Does he know I’m here?” Pranpriya asked. 

“No, ma’am. I don’t think so. But he’s been trying to call you on 
your mobile and has threaten me that he would call the police after 
he talks to you.” 

“Alright. PII talk to him. And oh, by the way. I thought you 
should know that Miss Kim is here, Captain. She was here before we 
arrived last night. I only found out when I found her sleeping in my 
bed with my cats. You can tell His Majesty that when he asks. Pll 
explain the rest to him.” 

“As you wish, ma’am,” Captain Pakpao replied and bowed. She 
then looked past Her Highness’ shoulder and finally saw Jennie Kim 
standing under the kitchen door frame, with her long dark hair 
cascading magnificently on her shoulders and wearing a pair of suit 
that was obviously tailored specially for her size and with a look 
that could only suggest she spent the night on Her Highness’ 
apartment. They both bowed courteously at the same time when 
their eyes met. 

The woman in her tight jeans and dark jacket looked unsurprised 
to see her, Jennie noticed. Or maybe it was part of her training as 
Pranpriya’s guard — to look and act calm in every situation. She 
looked friendly enough, though — the lady captain was. In fact, if 
Jennie was right, she thought she saw a hint of a smile at the corner 
of the woman’s lips when the lady captain bowed once again to her 
right before Pranpriya pulled the door shut. 

“That was Captain Pakpao. She’s been assigned by His Majesty to 
serve as my personal escort. She’s also teaching me to fly since she’s 
part of the royal air force. She had flown the plane on our way here 
and I was co-pilot,” Pranpriya said. 

‘Escort’ didn’t sound appealing to Jennie but she chose to let it 
slide. Mainly because she knew that Captain Pakpao was serving 
Lisa just like how Manager Young was serving her, only to realized 
so suddenly that she didn’t like the idea of Pranpriya spending most 
of her time with the gorgeous royal guard. She felt the acrid taste of 
jealousy rising from her throat to her mouth. 

“She’s pretty,” she said casually. 

“Who is?” asked Pranpriya. 

“Your guard,” Jennie said. 

“T guess so. I haven’t really looked,” Pranpriya replied with a 
shrug. 

“That’s strange,” Jennie commented. 

“Because?” 

“Nothing. I mean, Manager Young and I do spend a lot of time 
together and believe me I do look at him from time to time,” Jennie 


replied. 

“That is strange,” said Pranpriya. “Will you be staying here and 
wait for me after I talk to Bobby?” 

“No, Pm coming with you,” Jennie said. “I should be leaving 
after, anyway. What?” she asked when she noticed the look that 
Pranpriya was giving her. 

“We need to talk, Jennie. About what happened,” Pranpriya said. 

“I was thinking the same thing. But first, Bobby. Your captain 
said it’s an urgent situation. So, what will you tell Bobby?” Jennie 
asked while she and Pranpriya descended the steel staircase outside. 

“It depends on whether or not he knows anything. I also have to 
discuss with him about the future of the studio and his future, as 
well. Or at least some parts of it,” Pranpriya replied. 

“You know what? You’re pretty and I really like your slang. It’s 
different, it’s cute. But I still won’t overlook the fact that you’re 
trespassing and you haven’t yet told me how you got in. Because I 
know I’ve secured the lock before I left yesterday and my boss will 
definitely kill me if she finds out someone has gotten in here. That 
is, if I ever finally find out where she is. She hasn’t called and she 
hasn’t been picking my calls, either. This is actually so frustrating. 
Can you at least tell me your name and give me your number? No? 
Fine. We’ll probably just spend the day here staring at each other.” 
They overheard Bobby talking from inside the studio. 

“Bobby?” Pranpriya said as soon as she admitted herself inside 
the studio. 

“Boss? BOSS!” Bobby exclaimed with glee and looked genuinely 
shock when she saw Pranpriya. And before everyone knew it, Bobby 
jumped and lurched himself forward towards Pranpiya. He pulled 
the royal for a bear hug, shocking everyone, especially the lady 
captain who looked scandalized and deadly. 

“Oh my god, boss! You’re real! You’re back! I missed you! I can’t 
believe I said that,” Bobby was screaming merrily; his arms still 
wrapped around Pranpriya. He genuinely looked happy. 

Jennie saw the lady captain stepped forward, ready to pull and 
toss Bobby away from Her Highness but Pranpriya signalled her to 
not do anything. 

“Let go, Bobby!” Pranpriya said, but not looking displeased. 

“Where have you been, boss? You never picked my calls. You 
never called me. I thought you’re not coming back.” 

“Bobby, you’re choking me!” Pranpriya said and tried to free 
herself from the bear hug. 

“Oh! Sorry, boss. Pm just happy that you’re finally here. Your 
friend hasn’t really been the fun type, you know?” Bobby said with 
a pout. 


“And I’m a fun type?” 

“Well, no. But you’re the boss. You can be sulky and grouchy and 
spend the whole time inside your lab and not talk to me at all but at 
least you’re the boss and -- Oh, hello!” he said with a wide smile on 
his face and bowed enthusiastically at Jennie when he finally 
noticed her. 

“You remember her?” Pranpriya asked. 

“Of course, boss. I’m good at remembering faces. In fact, I think 
it’s her I see a lot in the news these days. I didn’t know you’re 
famous when I first saw you here and — no, wait! Just wait a 
second! If you’re you,” he said, pointing at Jennie, “and — holy shit! 
-,” he gaped dramatically with his hand on his mouth and shifted 
his eyes on Pranpriya, “you can’t be the...the p-princess they’re 
talking about, are you, b-boss?” 

The lady captain took it as her cue to step forward to do her job. 

“Td like you to release Her Highness, Sir. And step away, please? 
Immediately,” Captain Pakpao said firmly as she pulled Bobby away 
from Her Highness. 

Bobby looked dumbfounded. His mouth dropped and his eyes 
were literally popping out of their sockets as he looked from 
Pranpriya to Jennie and to the lady captain and back at Pranpriya 
again as though the three women were ganging up on him while he 
stood in the middle of their circle. 

“You can’t tell anyone, Bobby,” Pranpriya said. 

“Wow!” was the only word that escaped Bobby’s mouth at the 
very moment before he fell down on his knees and knelt before 
Pranpriya. 

“Bobby, what on earth are you doing?” Pranpriya demanded, 
looking aghast. “Stand up. Goodness!” 

“I can’t...believe...wow,” Bobby stuttered while getting helped to 
get back on his feet from the lady captain. 

“Listen, Bobby. And listen to me closely,” Pranpriya started. 

Bobby nodded mechanically. 

“TIl be leaving in three days and I might not be back again—,” 

“What?” Jennie interjected. 

“The studio will be yours. You can do whatever you want with it 
but I will take the films with me,” Pranpriya went on as though she 
did not hear Jennie. 

“And the apartment upstairs?” Jennie asked. 

“I was thinking of putting it in the market. But since the place 
serves as your escape according to Chaeng, I’d rather you have it,” 
Pranpriya replied. 

“Meaning, you're selling it to me?” 

“That’s just for formality’s sake. You don’t have to pay for it.” 


“Well, now you're insulting me,” Jennie retorted. 

“Pm not,” Pranpriya replied indignantly. 

“And the cats?” 

Pranpriya sighed and led Jennie away from the lady captain and 
Bobby. 

“T can’t leave them here, Jennie,” Pranpriya said. 

“Even to me?” 

Pranpriya shook her head and said, “No.” She looked apologetic. 

“Of course,” Jennie nodded. 

“Jennie—,” 

Jennie tiptoed to kiss Pranpriya’s cheek. 

“Goodbye, Lisa,” she said and then headed out to the door. 
Leaving Pranpriya with a permanent whole in her heart and void 
that Pranpriya knew would only be filled by Jennie. 

“Your Highness?” the lady captain called her attention. 

Whether to ask subtly if she was okay or only to divert her 
attention, Pranpriya didn’t know. But it was ineffective. 

Was that it? Was that the last of them? Questions had started to 
swarm Pranpriya’s head as she stood beside the door of her lab. 
Where Jennie had once invaded despite Bobby’s perseverance to 
stop her from entering. And where they shared kisses and love 
and... 

Her eyes started to sting. Pranpriya had to blink twice, thrice, to 
stop the tears from falling. There was no room for weakness in the 
monarchy. 


Chapter 59 


“Tell me again, from the beginning,” Jisoo said impatiently from 
the couch. She was occasionally clicking her tongue to relieve her 
impatience. 

“T think I’ve told you enough. There’s nothing more to tell, Chu,” 
Jennie said dismissively in a seemingly forced bored tone. She had 
not so much as raise her head and paid Jisoo a glance, perhaps to 
emphasize that she was not in the mood for discussion. 

But Jisoo knew better. She knew exactly that Jennie was 
intentionally not paying her the attention she was demanding. And 
so Jisoo stood up and transported herself swiftly in front of Jennie, 
who appeared to be busy reviewing and signing papers after papers 
on her table, with her brows knotted on her pretty forehead in 
concentration. 

“Jendeuk, look at me,” Jisoo said after she settled herself on one 
of the cushioned chairs in front of Jennie’s desk. 

But Jennie acted like she did not hear Jisoo at all. Instead, she 
buried her face on the folder she was currently dealing with and 
held it high enough to obscure her face from Jisoo’s scrutiny. 

Jisoo impatiently knocked her knuckles on the surface of the 
polished table and was looking at Jennie with utmost anticipation. 

“Hello?” Jisoo was peering through her spectacles. 

“What?” Jennie asked, feigning innocence when she finally 
emerged from behind the dark folder, with the company logo 
emblazoned in bright gold on the front. 

“Now you're looking,” Jisoo remarked with a victorius smirk. 
“Tell me you did not skip any details,” she told Jennie, who in 
return, rolled her eyes dramatically and returned her attention to 
the papers instead of indulging Jisoo's nagging. 

But after a moment, Jennie sighed and dropped her pen for a 
second or so, and said, “I did not skip any details. Now let me do 
my job or the boards will start breathing down my neck again,” and 
then picked up her pen once again and returned her attention to the 
papers. 

Of course, she did skip some details when she told Jisoo what 
happened in the dawn of Saturday, back at Lisa’s place. Especially 
the part where she and Lisa had ended up in bed, because that part 
was too private and intimate for Jisoo to know. 


She and Jisoo already had this conversation before, not just once. 
She called Jisoo the moment she arrived home Saturday morning, 
from Lisa's. They talked about it the whole day and until Sunday 
evening when Jisoo dropped by the mansion an hour past 
dinnertime and stayed until nine. And well, Jisoo wasn't the kind to 
just settle with what was given to her. Jisoo would dig deeper and 
she did exactly that to Jennie. Jisoo was asking the most 
unexpected questions, extracting the rawest and most honest 
answers from Jennie, only to analyze it passionately until she was 
satisfied with whatever conclusions she would arrive to and then 
she would start looking at the situation from another perspective 
and do same exhausting but mind-stimulating process again. And 
here she was again today, in broad daylight and while Jennie was 
in the middle of reviewing and signing important papers. 

But Jennie was not up to it anymore. Not today, at least. Jennie 
thought that retelling it again would only result to shredding herself 
into pieces once again. Jennie thought she had grown tired of it, of 
recalling what she and Lisa had talked about — and not talked about 
— and did and didn’t do, two days ago. She thought it would drain 
what’s left of her energy and sanity if she would start reliving again 
what transpired and did not transpire between them. Because it was 
a rollercoaster of emotions, she realized, that would only lead to 
one unequivocal conclusion — a depressing ending. One where she 
would never see Leo and Luca again and one where she had to say 
goodbye to Lisa, for good. 

Jennie hated that part, most especially. She hated and regretted it 
at the same time. She just walked away after a kiss on the cheek. 
She just walked away when she could have stayed a little bit longer 
and maybe, just maybe, she and Lisa could’ve arrived at a better 
solution, a fair agreement. For whatever it’s worth. She'd be lying to 
herself if she'd say she did not, at one ppint or another, blame 
herself after that. Jennie released another sigh. One that did not 
escape Jisoo's attentiveness. 

“You’re a bad liar. Do you know that?” Jisoo spoke after 
observing Jennie for a long moment. 

“Keep reminding me,” Jennie said dully. 

“And I’m good at finding out the truth,” said Jisoo. 

“A talent that my mother admires and abhors at the same time,” 
Jennie said sardonically and yet with a hint of pride. Jisoo was an 
asset in her father's company and as well as the conglomerate. 

“So, where do you think I can find Lisa today?” asked Jisoo with 
a dubious grin. 

Jennie raised her brows and rolled her eyes. 

"She’s ‘Her Highness’ now. And if you’re lucky, you can find her 


at the airport. I don’t know which airport, though. But I'm sure you 
can find it in no time. Anyway, it’s Monday. She said she’s leaving 
after three days," Jennie said and ultimately felt that pang in her 
chest while maintaining a straight face. But deep inside, she knew 
she was bleeding and she could literally feel it on her bones. Pain. 
There was no other way to define it. 

The thought of Lisa leaving and them not seeing each other again 
was gripping the very heart of her heart. It was painful. So very 
painful and yet here she was, sitting behind her desk, reviewing and 
signing papers after papers, doing her job while maintaining a 
façade of lack of concern just so she would deny herself the 
oppprtunity to accomodate the pain. But her mind was elsewhere. 
And by elsewhere she meant Lisa, and the way they had made love 
for the last time. She could not imagine herself making love with 
someone else after that. 

“And you’re not going to do anything about it?” Jisoo inquired, 
but with a tone that could be suggesting that Jennie should, in fact, 
do something about it. 

“Like what?” 

“Like anything stupid?” 

“T think I already did. Going to her place on Fridays and living 
with her cats during the weekends to escape reality was stupid. I 
should’ve listened to you when you said it will only make things 
worse,” Jennie said. 

“That certainly did not count,” Jisoo protested. “You did that 
before Lisa arrived. This right now is different. Besides, if you did 
not proceed there last Friday and you didn't stay long enough, then 
you and Lisa--,” 

"Her Highness,” Jennie corrected, “And if I wasn’t there, then she 
wouldn’t have told me right in my face that she’d be taking the cats 
with her when she leaves, and I wouldn’t be devastated on my way 
home that morning and I definitely wouldn’t have to carry this 
feeling of infinite emptiness today. What's the point of having the 
whole place to myself like she generously wanted to compensate me 
but without those cats?" 

"You have your dogs," Jisoo pointed out. "And please, don’t kid 
yourself, Ruby Jane. You have been feeling empty eversince you left 
Thailand four months ago. In fact, if you weren’t at her place last 
Friday, then you and Lisa -,” 

“Her Highness,” Jennie interjected again. 

“Fine. You and Her Highness wouldn't have the chance to talk — or 
whatever else that the two of you did — and then there wouldn’t be 
a little color on your face today. At least, you look less like a ghost 
today. Your mother has been raising her concerns about you 


looking as pale as a ghost..." 

"That's a perfect way to describe me nowadays, isn't it? Did she 
also tell you that she's been subtly hinting that I should reconsider 
the idea of marriage in the future?" Jennie said. 

"Will you?" asked Jisoo, looking genuinely curious. 

"Will you?" Jennie retorted. 

"This isn't about me." Jisoo looked affronted. "Anyway, do I really 
have to call Lisa that? Does it even count even in her absence?” she 
then asked. 

“No and I don't know. But she specifically pointed that out that 
she should be called that. Or perhaps she did that on purpose, to 
intimidate me. And for the sake of argument that you clearly seek 
from me today, no, I do not regret any of it at all, Chu. But I think it 
was the last of it,” Jennie said with finality. 

“Do you know what Lenny Kravitz said about love?” Jisoo asked 
with a hint of impatience. 

Jennie raised a brow and preferred to keep her opinions to 
herself. She knew who Lenny Kravitz was. She admired him and his 
music. But Jisoo could ask the most bizarre questions and Jennie 
could only guess where it would lead her, if she'd ever pronounce 
her interest to the subject and so she chose silence. 

“He said that it ain’t over until it’s over,” said Jisoo. 

"And he's right. Because it's over, Chu," Jennie said with clarity, 
but looked as though she, too, was trying to convince herself that. 

Jisoo slammed her hands on her knees, out of sheer frustration. 
"So, that's it? You're just going to sit here all day, reading all these 
papers," she said and snatched the folder that Jennie was currently 
dealing with and waved it in the air to emphasize her frustrations, 
"while knowing that today might be the last day that you and Lisa 
could still work things out?" 

"Yes, I think I will do that exactly," said Jennie, snatching the 
folder back from Jisoo's hands and placed it above the other folders 
in front of her. 

“The Ruby Jane I know doesn’t give up easily,” said Jisoo, now 
taking a different approach to the matter at hand. 

“T did not give up. I am simply sticking to what I think is right," 
Jennie said defensively. 

Jisoo sniggered. “If that’s how you're trying to delude yourself, 
fine. Go ahead. But as your most loyal and most trusted friend, I 
strongly cannot support you while you torment yourself. I won’t just 
stand aside and watch while you fool yourself into believing that 
your definition of right is actually right for you. Because it's not 
right if it's breaking you. And I'd fly to Thailand if I have to and talk 
some sense to that equally stubborn amd egotistical royal. God! 


Both of you are driving me crazy." 

"Apparently, that doesn’t apply to everyone. And you cannot just 
walk straight to that colossal of a palace and knock on her doorstep. 
There's always protocols to follow, which she really hates but which 
she's finally accepted, I think," Jennie said and tried to return her 
focus on the papers, which she knew was futile, anyway. 

"Apparently, it does," Jisoo said stubbornly. "And who says I'm 
going to just barge in there? I'd ask for Chaeng's help. It would be 
easier." 

“There's more to life than saving our hearts from breaking, Chu. 
And I doubt that Chaeng will help you as she, herself, have never 
been there. She told me,” Jennie pointed out. 

“Like what?” Jisoo raised her brows in frustrations. 

"What do you mean like what?" Jennie asked, looking confused. 

"I mean like what are the more important things than saving your 
heart from breaking?" 

“Like love, but in another form,” Jennie replied. 

"You mean like loyalty to the conglomerate," said Jisoo dryly. 

"You're saying it like you're not part of it. Besides, it's not just 
about me. Lisa should be loyal to the crown, as well. Anyway, don’t 
they supposed to work together? Love and loyalty?” Jennie argued. 

“Not if you love the other while pledging your loyalty to the 
other. It sounds like cheating to me," Jisoo retaliated. 

Jennie sighed in resignation. She was too tired to argue with 
Jisoo, she realized. “Look, I know you want me to be happy, Chu, 
and I love you for that. But there's nothing I can do about it 
anymore. And so does Lisa. I think it would be less painful if we 
both will just learn to accept that it's over. We're done," said Jennie 
and felt that sudden blow in her chest again. The truth was painful 
and a bitter pill to swallow. And it would definitely take her a long 
time to actually swallow it and not feel that blow in her chest 
anymore. 

“Your Highness,” Jisoo corrected. 

Jennie rolled her eyes and then buried her face once again over 
the stack of folders that required her comprehensive attention, 
while feeling her heart sinking lower and lower and exploding in 
shards tinier and sharper than ever before. None of the words that 
she'd been reading had made an impression on her, however. None 
of it made sense because she could not think straight anymore. 

The pain she was feeling at the moment was too big and too 
heavy that everything became like a haze. Waking up that morning 
and realizing that Lisa was leaving today and not coming back, was 
a haze and she did not realize that until she walked apst the 
revolving door and everyone paused greeted her and all she could 


hear was their muffled voices that seemed to echo from a distant 
unfamiliar place. Having breakfast with her mom in the dining 
room and her mom talking to her endlessly about stuff that she 
couldn't even recall now was a haze. Manager Young might have 
told her something on their way to the office and she might have 
said something but it, too, was a haze. Jennie now wondered if this 
was how it would feel like when walking straight to death. Because 
it might sound a little exaggerated, but she could feel her heart 
literally dying, little by little. 

No, she did not believe every words she told Jisoo. Nor would she 
ever convince herself to. But what else would she say without 
sounding so pathetic? Did she have to tell Jisoo now that she 
regretted all the decisions she had made in the last four months? 
Because she had been doing exactly that, ever since, and it only 
made her feel more miserable than ever everytime she would think 
about it. How far would she have to do that to herself, Jennie didn't 
want to know. But the way Lisa was talking to her about taking the 
cats away and selling the apartment was a clear indication that Lisa, 
too, was already set to move forward in life and that, she, Jennie, 
had to accept that -- painful and hard as it may seem. Afterall, it 
was her that had brought this doom to both of them. 

Jisoo had finally given up and was now back on the couch. She 
would, however, throw occasional furtive looks at Jennie, which 
Jennie would deflect by pretending that she did not notice. 

"You can look at me like that all day but my decision is firm, 
Jisoo Kim," Jennie said finally, after she caught Jisoo for the fifth 
time. 

"Mine, too. Which means that I will not sit idly and just listen to 
your lamenting sighs and watch you screw your face in absolute 
pain and pretend that it's not happening. It's infuriating that you 
have to go through all this. I am furious," Jisoo replied. 

"Youre sitting idly right now," Jennie quipped. 

"That's because I'm thinking," Jisoo retorted and paused when 
they heard a knock the door. 

Manager Young then admitted himself in and greeted both Kims 
with a curt bow. He looked flabbergasted and seemed as though he 
had been running on his way to Jennie’s office, the way his face 
was flushing magenta and how he was catching his breath a little. 

“What is it?” Jennie asked, bewildered. 

Manager Young was known for his composure. So with him 
looking like he had been chased by the devils while presenting 
himself to Jennie could only mean one thing. He was about to 
deliver a bad news. 

Jisoo, meanwhile, looked as bewildered as Jennie. 'Did someone 


die?' was the first thought that came to her mind. Jisoo heard there 
was an ailing member of the board. It had to be him. Right? 

“T apologize for the sudden intrusion, Miss Kim, Lady Kim. But I 
think you have to see this, ma’am,” Manager Young said and he 
walked across the office with his long strides. He picked up the 
remote control of the television above the bureau where Jennie left 
it lying. 

The wide screen immediately came to life. Manager Young 
scanned a few channels, his face distorted in utmost concentration, 
until he finally found what he was looking for. It was a news 
channel, where a live coverage was currently on air and where 
Lisa's face was shown in focus. 

“and against the institution, itself..." Lisa spoke with clarity while 
her exquisite face was assaulted incessantly with the excited flashes 
of the camera bulbs. 

"What is she doing?" Jisoo asked. She left the couch like in a 
trance and walked straight towards where the TV set was installed 
and stood in front of it, never wanting to miss a word. 

Jennie, on the other hand, remained glued on her seat behind her 
desk, dropping everything that occupied her, including her 
thoughts, and directed all her senses towards the television screen. 
Her heart was pounding loud and fast inside her chest as it ached 
for the woman in the television screen, while sharing Jisoo's 
concern. What was Lisa doing in front of the press? 


"Are you sure about this?" 

She heard the same question at least ten times this morning today 
and most of them was from Chaeng. 

First, was when the lady captain, Pakpao, went to get the door 
when Chaeng rang early in the morning. She brought them 
breakfast and a promise to help them pack and organize her things 
before she would bring them to the airport later in the afternoon. 
Chaeng asked if she was sure about it, but did not entirely specify 
what 'it' was it, with a look on her face that looked as though 
Chaeng, herself, wasn't entirely sure what she was asking her about. 
But Pranpriya nodded, anyway. 

The second one was when Chaeng paused for a moment and 
asked, while they were on the course of organizing her things 
(throwing the unnecessary stuff that she knew were of no use to her 
in the palace in one box and the other stuff they needed filtering 
still and so they grouped it according to its level of importance) and 
asked her if she was sure about what she had thrown carelessly on 
the box, while looking harrassed by the amounting number of stuff 
that Pranpriya had tossed aside unceremoniously. 


The third, and that made a huge impact to her, so that when 
Chaeng had spoken it with conviction and as though Chaeng had 
thought of her as a fool (although, Chaeng had never really pointed 
that one out to her, exactly) when Chaeng sort of just ditched the 
organizing and packing and raised her arms above her head and 
then dropped it unsophisticatedly as if telling that she had enough 
of it and she didn't want any of it anymore, and said "Are you sure 
about this?" with a look on her face that said she really wanted to 
know if Pranpriya was sure about it. All of it. 

"No," Pranpriya heard herself said after a moment of consideration, 
while looking around at all the mess they had created that seemed 
endless, even though they were only doing the last minute organizing, 
before they would head to the airport. 

"And?" Chaeng impatiently asked her, while peering at her with the 
same harrassed look. But this time, Pranpriya knew it was intended for 
something else other than the amounting number of trinkets and papers 
and books she thought she won't be bringing along in the palace. 

"And we continue," said Pranpriya, even though she knew that it was 
not what she really intended to say, and picked an old magazine about 
photography that she remembered she had bought inside a small 
bookshop in one of those sleepy towns somewhere in Northern Europe 
some years ago. 

"This is ridiculous. Jennie did things for you. Isn't it time that you 
should do things for her, too?" 

It was one of those few but monumental moments in the course of 
their years of friendship that Pranpriya knew and understood that 
Chaeyoung Park was completely combusting with too much emotions 
that she, Pranpriya, and even the lady captain, paused and took it all in 
-- the glares, the desperation, the frustration and the anger that all of it 
and some more were seeping out of Chaeng's body and felt it ricocheted 
all over the place. Bouncing from walls to walls and then hit them, all of 
three of them, and even the cats who had stopped from chasing each 
other to assess the situation before them, right in the face. Because what 
Chaeng said was the truth. And with it came with a plea, a desperation. 
That she, Pranpriya, should do something about it because then it would 
be too late. 

"It's too late now, Chipmunk," Pranpriya said, with a sigh that she 
deliberately hid from Chaeng because it was an admission of guilt. That 
Chaeng was right. That she did nothing significant other that brandished 
her title on Jennie's face and acted like the brat that she knew she was. 
Her sigh was an admission that she did more harm than good whem she 
showed up in the middle of the night and added more salt to Jennie's 
wounds when she told her she would be taking the cats with her and 
would give Jennie the apartment, as if Jennie Kim was a homeless 


charity case. 

Stupid. 

"You're an idiot," Chaeng responded with so much conviction that she 
might as well have said it louder than necessary to emphasize that she 
meant every syllable. Something that shocked the lady captain down to 
her core. 

"I hardly think that's necessary to call Her Highness that, Miss Park," 
Captain Pakpao warned and carelessly dropped the frames she was 
cradling in her hands few seconds ago. She looked offended and ready 
to pounce if given the signal. 

But Her Highness only threw her a glance and it was all it took for the 
royal guard to step away and calm down amd resumed the organizing. 
Something that only earned an unimpressed scoff from Chaeng. She had 
never forgiven the royal guard from her dereliction of her duty that night 
when some stupid hired detective took Pranpriya and Jennie's photo on 
the Banpo bridge. It was, of course, already explained to her why there 
was no royal guard prowling the perimeters that night, nor was there a 
royal guard hunting the invader of that private moment. But Chaeng was 
Chaeng and she could be unforgiving if she wanted it. 

"There's nothing I can do about it. She already accepted and decided 
her fate as well as I, Chaeng," Pranpriya said. 

"You'd think it was something that she did so easily," Chaeng 
responded with a scoff and dropped another trinket in the box. 

"We've already had this conversation before, Chipmunk. It's not easy 
for both Jennie and I--," 

"And yet here you are tossing your stuff unceremoniously as though 
all of these don't mean anything to you at some point in your life," 
Chaeng said angrily. 

"I don't want to be sentimental," Pranpriya responded. 

"Not anymore, no. You used to, though. That's why you keep hoarding 
all these magazines and books that you hardly even read and bought all 
these trinkets that you collected over the years. Now you just want to 
throw them all away like they're complete waste. How easy is this for 
you, Lisa? Tell me honestly," said Chaeng, now with her hands on her 
hips and looking livid. 

"Nothing is easy..." 

"Except when you let your ego gets on the way." 

"It's not my pride that's getting in the way, Chipmunk! You know 
that," said Pranpriya, now equally livid as Chaeng. Her patience was 
growing thin. But she wasn't sure if it was because of Chaeng or herself 
and the way she thought, despite trying to deny it, that Chaeng was 
right. That she was an idiot. 

"It doesn't change the fact you didn't do anything to stop her. Or win 
her back. Or at least make her feel like you don't want to lose her. You 


only made her feel like an idiot, Lisa. That's the truth," Chaeng said, 
now looking flustered and returned to organizing the rest of the stuff 
before her in complete silence, with her brows meeting in the middle and 
her lips pursed so tightly. 

It was the first time that they had fought over about a person. It was 
amusing in a way because some people would fight over one person 
whom both wanted for themselves, while there they were, fighting over 
Jennie Kim whom, she, Pranpriya, wanted so much it was painful, while 
Chaeng was fighting for Jennie, period. 

Pranpriya thought it was the reward that Jennie have gained and 
rightfully deserved after all the courage she had shown -- the amount of 
respect and compassion that Chaeng had reserved for Jennie now -- and 
the price that she, Pranpriya, had to pay for being an idiot. 

"I don't know what to do," Pranpriya admitted after a long stretch of 
silence. 

"You're lying. You know what to do. You just don't want to act on it. 
What are you afraid of? You were never afraid of anything, Lisa," 
Chaeng said, still looking crossed. 

"Captain?" Pranpriya turned to her main guard. 

"Chat, Satsana, Phra Maha Kasat, Your Highness," Captain Pakpao 
said. "Nation, Religions--," 

"King," Pranpriya provided the rest and sighed. She looked at Chaeng, 
who was also looking at her and thought that her own emotions were 
mirrored in Chaeng's eyes and she hated it. She hated that there was 
nothing she could do to eliminate it, to get out of it. 

"I assure you that you will have loyalty, ma'am. And with that comes 
my full support for whatever you deem fit to do, Your Highness," the 
lady captain said. 

"Thank you, Captain," said Pranpriya and turned to Chaeng. "Is Alice 
in the firm today?" she asked. 

The rest of the "Are you sure about this?" came and thrown 
nervously at her while they were on the road. Pranpriya thought it 
was ridiculous how she thought not just once that Chaeng might 
have had numbered it with accurate timing, which was every ten 
minutes or so. And which then started to tire her ears so that on the 
seventh time, Pranpriya asked politely if Chaeng could stop it now 
because yes, she was sure about it and asking her if she was, over 
and over again won't make a difference now. Because it was now or 
never, wasn't it? It was either she would asked Chaeng to take her 
back to her place and on to the airport or proceed to her plan. 

Her plan was to get to Alice. And Alice agreed with no qualms or 
apprehensions in her voice when she said, "Come over as soon as you 
can. Ill have it ready for you in no time," over the phone when 
Pranpriya called her. So that when they reached the firm and went 


straight to Alice's office, Mrs Nam made no surprise remarks to see 
Chaeng nor Lisa. Her words to them were precise and crisp, when 
they greeted her: "They're waiting for you." 

And by 'they' Mrs Nam meant Alice and the small group of 
reporters that Alice was able to gather on short notice, who was 
waiting for them to arrive inside the smaller press hall on the same 
floor. 

"Are you sure about this?" was Alice's words for her as soon as 
Pranpriya stepped inside the press hall and the lights from the 
cameras and poles immediately turned the hall brighter. 

"Are you?" Pranpriya returned the question after seeing the 
anxious look on Alice's face. 

"I haven't told Dad about this," Alice told Pranpriya and Chaeng. 
"That's what I'm worried about. Although I know for sure he 
wouldn't mind. But other than that, yes. I'm sure. So, are you?" she 
asked the Thai again. 

"I can't think of any other way, to be honest. I don't think I can 
just walk in and barge in her office, can I?" Pranpriya said and 
laughed nervously. 

Alice shoot her brows upwards and chuckled. "Rosie did," she said 
and eyed her sister teasingly. 

"It was different," Chaeng said and shrugged. 

"Yes, it was. You went there to murder Jennie Kim," replied Alice. 

"That was the initial plan, actually. Good thing I didn't. Because I 
don't think that you deserved that sacrifice from me," she told 
Pranpriya. 

"You don't mean that, do you?" Pranpriya asked. 

"Excuse me, Your Highness?" Captain Pakpao interrupted them. 
"They're ready for you, ma'am," she told the Princess after her 
conversation with the reporters and cameramen and made sure that 
none of the Princess' rights would be violated. 

"Are you sure about this?" Chaeng asked, now looking more 
anxious. She was chewing the tip of her thumb. 

Pranpriya breathed in. Long and deep. Was she sure about this? 
Her mind suddenly wandered in the quiet hallways of the grand 
palace. Of the tall pillars that stood alongside the long centuries of 
their reign. Of the coffered ceilings and the canvasses of old 
monarchs hanging along the wall, looking down at her with those 
eyes that bore a semblance with hers. Of the old kings and queens 
and their blood that ran deep in her own veins, embedded in her 
own flesh, carved deeply in her heart. She was a monarch through 
and through. And yet, here she was, about to do something that 
would practically defy all protocols. 

Was she really sure about this? 


Pranpriya was reminded of the silence that would usually 
envelope her and the King during their nightly prowl in the temple 
or inside the library whete she was ask to read a passage from a 
history book or from a journal of the former monarchs that lived 
before them. She was suddenly reminded of the comfort and 
intimidation it would bring her every time and how she was 
reminded constantly and continously of who she was and who she 
could become if she would just embrace it fully and realized that 
she might, yetagain, disappoint His Majesty. 

Was she really sure about it? About all of it? She asked herself 
while looking at the anxious face of Chaeng, peering at her, waiting 
for her answer. And there, in Chaeng's eyes she saw the confidence 
that only Chaeng could give her. Like an unspoken pledge that no 
matter how much she would fuck up after today, Chaeng would be 
there for her. All the way. 

Pranpriya wanted to laugh at herself, at how ridiculous she 
thought she was and at how right Chaeng was all this time. She 
was, indeed, an idiot and she did not deserve Chaeng at all. And 
Jennie, too. But was she sure about this? Pranpriya asked herself 
again while her eyes travelled and lingered for a second or two on 
each of the faces of the reporters and cameramen waiting for her, 
looking at her and then looked away when they saw her looking at 
them. 

"Lisa?" Alice called gently. "It's okay if you back out. I can just 
send them away if you want. They won't alk about this outside this 
room, I made them swear earlier," Alice said as she put her hand on 
Pranpriya's shoulder, as if telling her that she wasn't alone and that 
it was okay, whatever it was that was holding her back from doing 
what she intended to do. 

Her Highness shook her head and said, "No. I'll do it. Thank you 
so much, Alice, for doing this. I owe you." 

"You owe me a drink, Princess," Alice replied with a chuckle and 
hugged Pranpriya. 

"We really should do that later," Pranpriya replied and went on to 
embrace Chaeng. "You are the most beautiful and the most loyal 
and the most precious in the world and I cannot thank you enough. 
I hope you know that, Chipmunk. I owe you big time," she told 
Chaeyoung Park. 

"And you are the most annoying and the most stubborn, 
Shutterbug. And I love you for that. Now go," said Chaeng with a 
big encouraging smile plastered on her lips. 

Captain Pakpao was waiting for her beside the dais, where she 
was supposed to stand to deliver her statement. In front of it was 
the anticipating press who fell silent all at the same time the 


moment she step on the dais and stood in front of them and one of 
them even gasped so shamelessly when Pranpriya's eyes fell on her 
for a second. 

"Ready, ma'am?" one of the reporters, the most senior-looking of 
the group, asked her politely when they saw her walking towards 
the podium. Of course, Captain Pakpao had already brief them 
about her. They knew who she was and in that moment, they all 
understood that she was someone whose mere presence would 
demand attention. 

Pranpriya nodded and managed to smile, but only a little. She 
wasn't nervous, no. She was, however, preparing her words inside 
her head. She hadn't thought of writing a draft and she was 
regretting it now. A draft would come in handy in situations like 
this. 

The reporter raised his three fingers above his head and said, "In 
three, two, one..." 

Pranpriya smiled again, this time it was brighter, before she bent 
half of her body forward and greeted them with a deep bow and 
then stood straight before them. 

"Good afternoon. My name is Princess Pranpriya Manoban and I 
am here to talk about a few matters," Pranpriya started. 

Chaeng gripped Alice's arm tightly on the sideline. 

"What do you think she will tell them?" Alice whispered. 

"I'm not sure. But I hope Jennie is watching right now," Chaeng 
replied. 

"has been dragged carelessly, I should say, in the news 
concerning about a dating issue that involved Miss Jennie Kim of 
the Kim Group of Companies," Pranpriya continued. "While I know 
and understand that Miss Jennie Kim is a public figure of this 
country and therefore would be subjected to the scrutiny of the 
public and the spotlight, I myself, however, would have wanted to 
remain a private individual, regardless of my being a member of 
one of the oldest monarchy in the world. And as a member of the 
royal court, it pains me to read and watch the news of the slanders 
thrown against the royal family and against the institution, itself, 
since the dating rumors have started and proliferated." 

"She looks mad," Alice commented. 

"She's been angry ever since the article was released," said 
Chaeng. 

"In the essence of honesty and moral obligation, I stand here 
today to uphold the integrity of the kingdom and the royal family. 
Hence, I will now clarify a few matters that I deem significant 
regarding the said issue. 

"Number one: It is true that I have long been a residence of this 


country. And it is true that I was living under a different name 
during the years of my stay here, to lead and sustain a private life 
away from the protection of the monarchy and away from the 
spotlight that it entails. 

"Number two: It was me that was photographed with Miss Jennie 
Kim, both in Hangang Park and outside Miss Irene Kim's 'Welcome 
Home' party in Gwangjin. Both were done against my and Miss 
Kim's consent and I strongly abhor such a reprehensible attack to 
both our privacy. 

"Number three: Miss Jennie Kim and I had been seeing each other 
exclusively prior to the dating rumor. She was, however, not aware 
of my being of royal blood nor was she aware that I was hiding 
behind a false name during that period. And nor was I aware that 
she is Jennie Kim of the Kim Group during the few months since 
our first meeting. I am, however, aware that Miss Jennie Kim had 
released a different statement four months ago and I am holding 
myself accountable for all of it..." 

"She's grown up a lot, hasn't she?" Alice said while looking at 
Pranpriya proudly, as though she was looking at her for the first 
time. "Why are you crying?" she asked Chaeng. 

"I'm just so proud of her," Chaeng replied while wiping the tears 
on her cheeks with the back of her hand. "But she's still an idiot..." 

"Miss Kim did that to protect me and the kingdom and I am, and 
in behalf of the members of the royal court and the royal family, 
grateful and in debt to Miss Kim's generosity," said Pranpriya. 

"Nini? I can still remember clearly when you told me that the 
Kims pay gratitude, tenfold. I hope you will forgive me for not 
realizing it sooner. WNINAM. LIAÄWNDAINAINMNISAUL. 

"Thank you," said Pranpriya and ended her speech with a wai. 


Minutes had already passed and gone and wasted. Pranpriya's 
press conference had been concluded. Manager Young had already 
switched the TV off and left, and the silence that followed it inside 
Jennie's office was still so immaculate that none of them wanted to 
ruin it for everyone, until Jisoo had finally found her ways to 
articulate her words once again. 

"What was that?" Jisoo spoke every syllable with emphasis and 
turned to Jennie who was still sitting behind her desk and looking 
as dumbfounded as Jisoo was. 

"What was that? What did she say? I mean the last part -- what 
does that mean?" Jisoo asked. 

Jennie knew exactly what it was. Pranpriya had taught her basic 
Thai phrases when she was still Lisa and they would hang out in 
Lisa's place in Hongdae. But she couldn't muster the courage to 


translate it for Jisoo. Jennie thought that Pranpriya had spoken it 
only for her, like a secret message on a love note that she has to 
decode. Only that it wasn't a code. It was a promise, spoken 
beautifully in the language that Pranpriya spoke so eloquently. Of 
course, Pranpriya's people could very well understand it and 
everyone who was interested enough would find a way to translate 
it. 

"When the time is right," Jennie muttered to herself and smiled. 

"Of course you understand it and you won't share it with me," 
said Jisoo, shaking her head but taking no offense. It was enough 
for her to hear the Thai spoke the truth and lifting half of the 
burdens from Jennie. And it was more than enough for her to see 
Jennie smiling like that. 

"That Thai is really something," Jisoo said at the same time that 
her phone pinged. 

"Lisa will be leaving tonight. IIA, 11 PM." 

It was from Chaeng. 


Chapter 60 


The bell of St. Martin struck and echoed across the small town of 
Chur, in the eastern part of Switzerland. Where the terracotta roofs 
of each of the pretty houses and buildings were covered in thick 
layer of snow, reminding Jennie of a miniature Christmas village 
that her Dad used to set up under the Christmas tree when she was 
a kid, for her entertainment. A battery-motored red train would go 
round and round around it and tiny villagers in thick clothes with 
jolly faces were scattered around the tiny village. 

Chur was a quintessence of that Christmas village and perhaps it 
was of the reasons why she decided to spend the holidays in this 
charming five thousand year-old town and Switzerland’s oldest city, 
after she saw a postcard-worthy photo of the town square with its 
quaint houses on a winter time, when she was randomly browsing 
through the Web while looking for a destination. And indeed, it was 
perfect that she decided to stay there until her vacation is over, 
instead of jumping on the next train after exploring the old town. 

Jennie decided to take a two-week break after the annual 
company Christmas party celebration that she attended before she 
boarded the jet and after a gruelling months of meetings and 
planning for the opening of the Kim Group Hotel chain — the newest 
venture of the Kim Group and one of her major projects — which 
they timed perfectly before the start of the holidays to 
accommodate the surge of tourists wanting to spend their Christmas 
in Seoul. One column described it as the ‘expansion of the 
hegemony of the Kim Group of Companies, signalling another 
triumph that Miss Jennie Kim, President and CEO, has won yet 
again after today’s remarkable milestone of South Korea’s biggest 
conglomerate’. 

Jennie found that article ridiculous, however, no matter how 
much she tried to convince herself that it was nothing but praises 
for her and her brand of leadership, when the writer described her 
success as ‘a stroke of brilliance’. 

A stroke of brilliance? No one in their right mind would dare call 
a milestone ‘a stroke of brilliance’ after she, as the sitting president 
and chairwoman, had been setting milestones after milestones for 
the company, carving her own legacy by making the Kim Group a 
global-tier with foreign investors marching on the entrance, 


desperately seeking for her audience, for partnership. In fact, she 
had just closed an important deal in Paris for a clothing line, which 
she partnered with some of the brilliant young minds of the Kim 
clan who knew a great deal about the fashion industry and whose 
innovative ideas she trusted. It was part of her strategy as President 
and CEO - to not isolate the young minds by inviting them to 
discuss ideas and let them partake in the business. Jennie wanted to 
end the conventional approach of the conglomerate through 
inviting the modernists to help her design a more contemporary 
method which would be beneficial for the long-term goal of the Kim 
Group, while infusing the orthodox ideas that the brilliant minds of 
the older Kims would suggest her. A win-win solution. 

Hence, she saw the article, and it was hard not to take it 
personally, an insult to her three years of being President and CEO. 
Even the boards and the shareholders who had shown shameless 
reluctance to her leadership at first were now convinced that she 
was the right successor to lead them. She did that in three years and 
the writer decided to reduce all her hardwork to ‘a stroke of 
brilliance’? The audacity! But while she was personally outraged by 
it, Jisoo thought it was an eye-opener. 

“I agree. It somehow opened my eyes that the world is made up 
jealous old men who hate young, successful women to thrive on her 
chosen field and so they would try to smear the woman’s reputation by 
cajoling her ego before destroying it and then expect her to laugh at his 
joke,” Jennie told Jisoo, when the latter dropped by her office when that 
article was released and Jennie wasn’t particularly delighted about it. 

“I hate that guy and I don’t agree with most of the things that he 
wrote about you, to be honest. But what I meant to say when I said that 
his article was an eye-opener, was that it should open your eyes to the 
idea of taking a break,” said Jisoo. 

“There was nothing in his article that suggested I should do that, Chu. 
In fact, if I should read between the lines, I think he meant to suggest 
that I should work double time to impress him. As if I haven’t been 
working double time since day one and as if I would ever want to 
impress someone like him. Who does he think he is?” Jennie said 
scathingly. 

“Someone who successfully gets under your skin, apparently,” Jisoo 
replied with a smirk. 

“Right. A privilege that he thinks he earns and enjoys, no doubt, 
because we’re letting him. I’m letting him,” Jennie said scornfully. She 
didn’t personally know the man behind the article but she was told he 
was a senior correspondent to Seoul Daily and a certified prick. Jennie 
was told that the man probably took it personal when she refused an 
interview that he requested a few times through her office. But to her 


defense, she was a busy person and an interview would only disrupt her 
schedule. 

“Well, you said you didn’t want to invite unnecessary drama when he 
aimed his cheap shot at you after that luncheon meeting you attended 
with the diplomats last year.” 

Oh, yes. She remembered that. It was his first attack on her. “That’s 
because it was a cheap shot,” Jennie said, recalling in her mind the 
ridiculousness of the article, written by the same correspondent, calling 
her a snob when she left the meeting earlier than the rest of the 
attendees. In her defense — and it was released by the PR team — was 
that she had another important meeting to attend to that day and the 
diplomats were all aware about it. 

“But that old gruff is having your attention now. It’s either he finally 
touched a nerve or you allowed him to touch a nerve,” Jisoo said. 

“Your point being?” 

“That you should take a break. You’re obviously so stressed out and 
that’s probably the reason why he has successfully found a way to get 
under your skin. Go on a vacation and free your mind from all these. 
You seriously look like you need one,” Jisoo said. Concern was now on 
her voice. She couldn’t remember the last time that Jennie enjoyed a 
rest. 

“And leave the company to whom exactly?” Jennie asked with a 
bemused look, as if Jisoo had just told her a bad joke. 

“To everyone working for you. They’ve never disappointed you 
eversince you took office. They’re efficient and they work hard. You’ve 
been working yourself hard and you never once taken a break even 
when everyone in the company is benefitted with holiday breaks and 
work leaves. You deserve that for yourself, too. In fact, you deserve it 
the most.” 

“No, I don’t think that’s possible, Chu. Because a part of me thinks 
that if I will rest for a day, the company might collapse and I cannot let 
that happen,” Jennie said. 

“You might collapse one day from all the things that have been stressing 
you out. Go easy on yourself for once and take a break, Jendeuk. Or is 
this your way of diverting your attention from—,” 

“No, no, no. Stop right there, Chu. I don’t want to talk about it,” 
Jennie cut her off while flapping her hands in the air as though warding 
off whatever was on her thoughts. 

“You're still evading the subject, I see. Which validates my point that 
you’re working yourself to death if only it would help you eliminate the 
matter from your mind. You’re not doing yourself a favor, I’m telling 
you. It’s doing more harm to you than good,” Jisoo replied. 

“Taking a break would do harm to the company than not taking a 
break would to me. I’m just doing my job. Besides, I’m not doing this for 


me. You know that,” Jennie said. 

“Chu’s right, darling. You should learn from the mistake of your 
father,” Mrs Kim said when she entered the room. She heard the 
conversation, apparently. 

“Dad dedicated his life to the conglomerate, Mom, and he loved every 
second of it. I don’t think he ever considered it a mistake,” Jennie said 
after she and Jisoo greeted Mrs Kim with a bow. 

“He did. He spoke about it on his last days. He said it’s not the cancer 
that’s going to take him away from us — away from you, especially. It’s 
the conglomerate; the company. He spent most of his life working and 
making sure that he’s at the top that it made him inaccessible from doing 
his duty as a husband and a father. He regretted it,” Mrs Kim said. 
Three years had gone by and she still looked as regal as ever. 

“And yet he put me exactly where he was when he was still alive. 
That’s not exactly one should do to stop history from repeating, to be 
honest,” Jennie replied. 

Mrs Kim smiled kindly to her. “There was no one else fit for the job 
and you know that,” she told Jennie kindly. “Anyway, your father had 
always known you’re different. You’re more stubborn and you do not 
yield so easily and that’s the reason why he entrusted the job to you.” 

“Thank you, Mom. I'll take that as a complimentband my reason 
exactlt why I can't agree with the two of you suggesting that I should 
take a break. I’m stubborn and don’t yield easily,” said Jennie with a 
victorious smile. She thought she had won the argument. 

Jisoo tutted and turned to Mrs Kim. “You know what, Mrs Kim? I 
honestly think she’s only doing this to forget Lisa,” she said, dropping the 
name so casually that it successfully wiped off Jennie’s smile and turned 
into a glare. 

“A battle that she hasn’t won for the last three years,” Mrs Kim 
replied with a sigh dramatically. 

“Tm still here and I can clearly hear everything and I’m not liking 
what I’m hearing right now,” Jennie said, eyeing Jisoo and her mom 
reproachingly. She hated it when they would talk about Lisa so casually 
in front of her. 

It was bad enough that the press would ask her about the royal, every 
chance they would get. As if she needed reminding when in hindsight, 
the promise that Lisa had spoken so eloquently to her during that press 
con three years ago had given everyone the chance to remind her about 
it. It had been haunting her since then. The way oftentimes she thought 
she’d caught people looking at her with sympathy had never failed to 
strike a nerve. As though they feel sorry for her that she’d have to wait 
for the ‘right time’ and as though she needed it. That promise somehow 
defined her, in the eyes of those who thought there was nothing better to 
do with their lives than to pry on her life. 


“Take a break, darling. Travel. Go somewhere. Unwind. Rejuvenate. 
Don’t worry about the company. Chu and I, and along with everyone 
else who works for you, will make sure that everything will be fine while 
you’re away. I assure you that.” 

And so here she was, unwinding. Rejuvenating. Travelling to the 
other side of the world, alone and spending her Christmas holidays 
in a town that not a soul knew who she was and why she was there 
and which she preferred, exactly. She didn’t want anyone fretting 
over her being there. She had never phoned anyone from the office 
since she arrived and only called Chu and her mom, once, to tell 
them that she arrived (but did not elaborate where she was exactly, 
only that she was somewhere in Europe, surrounded by the Alps) 
safely and to feed her dogs, Kuma and Kai, and told them not to 
contact her unless it’s a life and death situation. 

“We suggested a break, not a total isolation. You’re not going to do 
anything stupid there, are you?” Chu said. 

“This is a small town, Chu. And a very old one, at that. There’s 
nothing to do here except whiling away the time inside my hotel room, 
thinking about why I’m here instead of running the company. This is 
going to be very boring, I’m telling you.” 

But she was wrong. 

It had been a week since she arrived in Chur and while it was 
true that she was alone, she was, however, loving the isolation, so 
far. It was so much better than she had imagined. Because Chur was 
offering her a lot of things to do that it was impossible to stay all 
day in her hotel room and contemplate about her life. 

Jennie had already visited the museums (the Raticshes was her 
favorite) and the old library of files. She had visited the old 
churches of Chur, too. She was a frequent visitor of the St. Mary of 
Assumption in the afternoon and would drop by the church of St. 
Martin — the largest building in Chur and one whose presence 
cannot be missed because of its tall spire — before she would start 
her day; she loved the interior of the church mainly for its three 
glass windows where the Christmas story was depicted. 

When she wasn’t hopping from churches to museums or visiting 
shops and boutiques, tasting what gastronomical surprises that Chur 
would offer or tasting a variety of wines or picking and reading 
books or shopping for trinkets and clothes, and skiing in the 
mountain on her fifth day, Jennie would spend her time walking 
along the cobbled street, marvelling at the stunning Swiss 
architectures and the street art frescoes while occasionally 
conversing with the locals and tourist alike, that she met on the 
streets. They were a bit curious about the pretty Korean who could 
be seen walking along the cobbled lanes for days now, entering 


shops and emerging from alleyways and monumental archways, all 
by herself. She could be seen wrapped in thick, winter clothes 
because the weather in Chur was unforgiving. She could be seen 
with a camera with its leather strap hanging on her neck and 
stopping by from time to time to take photos of the things that 
would piqued her interest and curiosity, mostly people and what 
they do in the daily. 

She had taken her interest in photography for a year now. Film, 
to be exact, and would ask Manager Young to send the rolls to 
Bobby, who was still running Lisa’s old studio. Jennie would like to 
think that she was trying to understand (and slowly understood) 
Lisa and her mind through the lens - the way how Lisa wanted to 
see it. 

Jisoo and her mom were wrong when they insisted that she was 
all work and no play. Sure, she could be seen working day and 
night and spent most of her days in her office, poring her head over 
papers after papers and hopping from one meeting to another, most 
of the time or riding the jet and fly to where her job and her 
position in the society would take her, to meet people who would 
become instrumental to the hegemony of the Kim Group. But on her 
free time — which was mostly rare but otherwise valuable - she 
would ask Manager Young to take her somewhere, away from the 
hustle and bustle of the company. She would ask him to take her to 
the park if she was lucky enough to be given a free hour or two; to 
the countryside on a weekend, once or twice; and a few times she 
went to Hongdae, dressing incognito because she didn’t want to be 
recognized. She would met Chaeng there, on her bar, when Chaeng 
was in the district and they would spend the night talking about 
her. 

Jennie paused on her tracks when her mind drifted so suddenly to 
that night three years ago. Perhaps Jisoo and her mom were right 
when they said she was working her ass off to take her mind off 
Lisa and the haunting memory of an eloquently spoken promise. 
Especially at night when the world around had already fallen asleep 
and there was only the memories of Lisa to keep her awake until 
sleep would take her, finally. 

That had become the routine of her life after she refused Jisoo to 
take her to that airport that night, three years ago, before Lisa 
would depart for Thailand. Jisoo called it her most stupid decision 
ever and Chu had never forgiven her for that yet. 

“You know, I was just thinking,” Jisoo told Jennie one time, when she 
did a quick drop-by in the executive office. 

“What?” 

“What if you went there that night? This would’ve been an entirely 


different story and you wouldn’t have turned out like this,” said Jisoo 
when she paused in front of Jennie’s desk and frustration was all over 
her face. It was one of those days where she would permit Jisoo to nag 
her about it. 

“I turned out like what, exactly?” Jennie asked with a raised brow 
and looking at Jisoo ominously behind her gold-rimmed glasses. 

“Standoffish. ” 

Jennie issued a chortle. She was expecting an insult. “Since when did I 
struck as friendly, Chu?” she said. Amusement was dancing on her eyes 
all of a sudden. 

“Cold,” Jisoo continued. 

“I was never really a ball of sunshine,” replied Jennie with a snort. 

“Lonely.” 

“Blame my work. It’s taking away my social life, too,” Jennie said 
and picked another folder. 

“Tve never seen you laugh for a long time,” said Jisoo morosely. 

“That’s because there’s nothing remotely funny about my job,” Jennie 
said gravely. 

“And I often wonder if you regret it,” Jisoo said, looking at her 
curiously. 

“No,” Jennie said firmly. She perfectly knew what Jisoo was talking 
about. She was aware that Chu had been waiting for the perfect chance 
to ask her that. 

“You're a bad liar,” Jisoo concluded after a long moment of assessing 
Jennie’s reply. 

“No. I mean it, Chu. I don’t regret it at all. But sometimes I’d wonder 
what could’ve happened if I went there and meet her before she left. 
Sometimes I’d make up different scenarios in my head, trying to come up 
with something that — like you said — would’ve made this a different 
story.” 

“So, why didn’t you?” 

“Because I thought it’s not what she wanted me to do,” said Jennie. 

“What does that even mean? Of course, she wanted you to be there, 
Ruby Jane. You heard what she said on TV. You understood it better 
than everyone else,” Jisoo said indignantly. 

“I did. And that’s why I didn’t run to the airport that night, Chu. She 
wouldn’t have spoken those words to me on TV when we could’ve simply 
met before she left. She knew exactly where to contact me, how to 
contact me. She didn’t have to do all that grandeur of an announcement. 
Besides, it wouldn’t have made any difference, anyway. It’s what I’ve 
realized after making up all those scenarios in my head. She’d still leave 
and go back to her country and we’re still bound to fulfil our duties to 
our families. So, no, Chu. It wouldn’t have been a different story, even if 
I went there that night.” 


“Hallo!” a local greeted Jennie that pulled her back to the 
present. It was the old lady from the shop across her hotel, whom 
she had spoken to a few times but had never gotten her name. They 
had been exchanging greetings and short conversations in the 
streets eversince Jennie visited the lady’s shop that sells fruity 
wines, on her third day in Chur. 

“Griiazi!” Jennie replied with a warm smile and gave the lady the 
customary Korean bow. 

The lady then asked her if she was going somewhere and if she 
cared for a drink and would Jennie care to join her for dinner later. 

“Pm cooking,” the old lady said proudly and showed Jennie her 
bag of groceries. “I know you’ve tasted great food around here but 
you haven’t try my Polenta and braised beef yet,” she said. 

Jennie said it was tempting, even groaned a little bit, and that she 
really wanted to come (because honestly, she missed dining with 
someone who she can converse with while indulging in a warm 
bowl of homecooked goodness) but she had already booked a table 
at the Zschaler House, in Obere Gasse. 

The lady chuckled at the way Jennie scrunched her face, thought 
it was cute and said it was okay; that Jennie can come anytime 
while she was still in Chur and then bid Jennie an early goodnight. 
The old lady, who was a spinster, was one of the growing number 
of locals who had grown friendly of the schöne Koreanerin — as they 
fondly call Jennie - and would offer her a warm hello and invite 
her for cheese delights and a hot cup of coffee everytime they 
would see her. Their faces had become familiar to Jennie as she to 
them and Jennie thought that her stay in Chur would’ve been 
pleasantly warm if not for one reason that had been nagging her. 

Jennie’s favorite people in Chur, she decided, include the small 
group of teenage boys whom she would usually see kicking a soccer 
ball in the square of the Old Town, near the fountain. They were a 
regular sight in the square, disrupting the calmness of the area with 
their boisterous energy and laughter that would echo across the 
square. The group of friends would wave her a cheerful hello 
everytime they would see her walking across the square or sitting 
on one of the outdoor tables of the coffee shops nearby. They would 
call her the schöne katze or beautiful cat, because of her eyes. They 
liked her eyes, they would tell her, which was somehow flirtatious 
in manner, but Jennie didn’t mind. The flirting didn’t affect her. 
Rather, it was what the flirting would remind her that affect her. It 
would remind her of Lisa and the way Lisa would look into her 
eyes. Those soft brown orbs staring into her cat-like eyes and 
straight into the depth of her soul, which would then curve into a 
smile, because it was how Lisa would always look at her. 


Jennie missed her. She had always known that part of herself and 
that was what exactly drove her to photography. She wanted to feel 
Lisa through the way the body of the camera would touch the 
tender skins of her palms. It was ridiculous, if she’d have to be 
honest, and the ridiculousness of it was why she never told Jisoo 
about it - about her growing interest in photography. But it was the 
only way that she could think of that would connect her to the 
Thai, at least. 

The photos would speak their soul to her as soon as they would 
came back from Bobby’s studio — crisp and smelled of chemicals. 
Chemicals that would instantly remind her of that one time she and 
Lisa were inside that dark room, making out and disrupting the film 
rolls on the trays when Lisa lifted her to the table. 

Jennie thought that maybe by doing so, the soul of the world 
which Lisa was thirsting for and would look from one city to 
another, from one old coffee shop to another, or wherever those 
long legs, those curious brown eyes and the insatiable hunger in the 
Thai’s soul would take her, would also speak to her the same way it 
does to Lisa. Or used to, because Jennie wasn’t sure now if Lisa was 
still as hungry and curious of the world as she used to before they 
met. 

She had stopped updating herself about what Lisa was doing now, 
or where Lisa was at now. That way, she’d feel a little at ease with 
not knowing, because it was better not knowing, and so that the 
yearning would visit her only at night, when she was alone and her 
cold bed would remind her of the things that could have been. 

But Jennie missed Lisa more each day while in this old town of 
Chur. Perhaps it was the solitary she had enforced herself that she 
had come to realize and admit the very thing that she stubbornly 
insisted and denied to herself (and Jisoo, of all people) all these 
years. That she regretted it. She regretted not rushing to the airport 
and see Lisa for the last time that night, and maybe asked Lisa for 
the assurance of that ‘right time’. When would that be? How long 
would she have to wait? She regretted not asking Lisa those 
questions. She regretted building a wall around herself, so high and 
thick that would shield her from any news about Lisa. And so that 
when the press would pressed her about Lisa, she would only met 
them with silence and icy glares. 

Jennie regretted the forgotten promise and the lost love. Because as 
painful as it was — and it was that pain which pushed her to shut 
herself to the world — it was the reality of their story. 

Gone. 

It ended when she insisted that ‘right time’ should never be 
forced and enforced. That right timing should happen in its natural 


course — unplanned and unprecedented. Because what was the point 
of being told to wait for the right time if she had to run to the 
airport that night and then forced the universe — begged, even — to 
rally with them? Jennie would often convince herself that, before 
sleep would take her at night. 

Jennie regretted all of that, especially now, while in Chur. She 
didn’t have to be miserable, did she? She had a choice, hadn’t she? 
And she chose to be miserable especially today of all days, when 
the Christkindlimarkt, the famous Christmas Market in Chur, was 
happening later. And so there she was, crying over the things that 
she regretted most in a deserted alley. The lonely schone katze and 
her dishevelled spirit, feeling lost and more alone despite the jolly 
fairy lights hanging above her head and the songs of Merry 
Christmas from the nearby households, wishing that she wasn’t as 
stubborn and unyielding, like what her father perceived her to be. 
Then maybe, she had ran to the airport that night and kissed Lisa so 
ferociously before her plane would take off, if it was, indeed, the 
last time. 

And suddenly, as though the idea had hit her square in the face, 
Jennie decided that she didn’t want to be in Chur anymore. Strange 
as it seemed, she missed the company. The company was the 
fortress that would protect her from the frailties of being human. 

It was time to return to Seoul, Jennie decided. She would catch 
the last train for Zurich and from there she would fly back to Seoul. 


Pranpriya had taken her phone with her but had put it on 
airplane mode as soon as the train left the station. She left a short 
message to the captain, saying that she should be back by 
tomorrow. 

Snow-covered landscape and the Alps capped in white were 
blurring past her window as the train was in full throttle, half an 
hour after they Zurich. Pranpriya was paying no mind to that, 
however, as she was occupied at the moment. Her attention was on 
the book she was reading. It was a paperback called The Ethics of 
Seeing that she found lying on a dusty shelf in the library last night 
while she was skimming through rows of books after books, looking 
for something to compensate her boredom and her bad mood. She 
had been reading it eversince she left the train station of Bavaria 
and while crossing the border of Switzerland. 

She snorted and released a chuckle as the thought of Bavaria 
crossed her mind, catching the attention of the young couple sitting 
across her. Pranpriya paused from her reading and finally examined 
the view outside while imagining the chaos that she left at the 
mansion when she decided to leave without notice very early in the 


morning. 

Pranpriya could imagine the look on the captain’s face, as well as 
the rest of her staff, while searching the whole mansion, scouring 
the many rooms of the 1926 mansion in Tutzing that her father, the 
King, owned, looking for her. She could imagine them scanning 
done the whole of the sprawling estate when they couldn’t find her 
inside. They would’ve rushed near the lake, with a direct access 
from the mansion because it was where she could be seen spending 
the day with her camera or a book or whiling the time and 
reminisced about summer or drowning herself on her own puddle of 
thoughts. She could imagine them looking for her around the whole 
town, as well, but so subtly because the captain wasn’t the type to 
raise the alarm, unless necessary. Besides, it was half past five in 
the afternoon now. Surely, the captain would’ve read her message 
by now. 

She wasn’t running away. She just wanted a quick getaway, away 

from all that was binding her to who she was. 
Pranpriya had gotten so bored and grumpy while stuck in the 
mansion (which was her own doing, really). There was nothing to 
do in the mansion except read or roam the villa and some secluded 
parts of Bavaria, with her camera. But most of the time she thought 
she was just spending her time doing absolutely nothing 
phenomenal. At least, in the kingdom, she was busy. She had duties 
to fulfil as a senior member of the royal court. She would attend to 
numerous gatherings and religious celebrations that would require 
her presence, representing the Kingdom. 

She had been busy fulfilling her royal duties these past years that 

it helped her not feel things a little too intensely. But being in 
Tutzing had given her zero opportunities to divert her mind from 
wandering. Life had been a little too dreary while in Tutzing that at 
some point she thought it was a stupid idea to spend the holidays 
away from the Kingdom. 
These past days she had been complaining incessantly about having 
nothing to do and just about everything. She was even complaining 
about the cold and the food, which, to be fair to the chef and the 
whole kitchen force, was prepared exceptionally good for her liking. 
Last night, she was complaining about the weather again that she 
thought Captain Pakpao’s ears might bleed from listening to her 
unnecessary whining. 

“We can return to Thailand anytime you want, Your Highness,” 
Captain Pakpao suggested, after Pranpriya complained about the thick 
snow building on the window eaves in the library, as though she found it 
offensive that it was there. These days she could be seen frowning on 
things that seemed absolutely normal. She was growing impatient and 


quick-tempered day by day, that not even her cats (there were five of 
them now and she brought them all to Tutzing) could help brighten her 
mood. 

“And then what? Spend the holidays alone in the palace again 
because everyone is gone for the holidays? No, thank you,” said 
Pranpriya. 

Pranpriya decided to leave Thailand before the other royals could 
because it had always been the case for the last couple of years. 
Members of the royal court leaving their palaces early for the 
holidays; her mom and Marco spending the holidays together in the 
tropics; his Majesty retreating to the countryside and she would be 
left spending the holidays alone on the palace in Pathum Thani 
because she couldn’t decide anyway whether she wanted to join the 
others or not. 

This year, however, His Majesty invited her to join him on the 
countryside and her mom and Marco had asked her to join them in 
Cuba. She refused both invitations, though, and decide that she 
could do with a liitle change of environment this year. She wanted 
to go to Europe for the holidays, she told them. Her mom was 
hesitant about the idea but eventually agreed that she probably 
need it. His Majesty then offered the mansion in Bavaria, saying 
that someone should “warm the place” because it hadn’t been 
occupied for months now due to his busy schedule and the people 
of Tutzing might start to think that he had abandoned the villa. 

“You’re going to spend the holidays alone in here, too, Ma’am,” the 
captain reminded her. 

“Yes. Thank you for reminding me that. But at least I’m spending it 
this year in a different environment,” Pranpriya replied and then sighed 
at her own predicament. She placed the glass she was holding on the 
table beside her after she downed its content. “I should have gone to 
Australia, instead. Chaeng said she’d be spending her holidays there and 
I’m more than welcome to visit her and her family, if I want to.” 

She and Chaeng had been in constant communication eversince she 
left Seoul three years ago. Chaeng was filling her in about what she was 
missing while being away. And Jisoo, too. But not too often, because 
Jisoo was still crossed with her for “abandoning Jenduek and I cannot 
yet forgive you for that, Lisa. I don’t care if you’re a princess now. I 
can’t even tell you how much she’s changed after you left her and as her 
most loyal friend, it pains me to see her suffer and not talk about it.” 

“That can be arranged, Your Highness,” said the captain, a glimpse of 
could be seen on her face. For she, too, would want to leave Tutzing if it 
was the only way for Her Highness to stop whining about everything and 
anything as the days went by. Besides that, she was longing to be 
reconnected with the sun again, even if it would have to scorching. The 


biting cold in this part of the world was more than enough to deplete 
their mood. 

“Anything and anywhere can be arranged as long as it’s not in Korea, 
isn’t it?” Pranpriya commented boringly. 

“Tm just following the King’s order, Ma’am,” the lady captain replied. 

“I’m not taking that against you, Captain. But you know, sometimes I 
think that your loyalty to me and your loyalty to the King differ on 
many particular levels and I’d often wonder who are you more loyal 
to?” 

“My loyalty lies to the crown, Ma’am. Who wears the crown is the 
crown, itself.” 

“My father, then,” Pranpriya concluded and refilled the glass with 
wine. 

“The Korean media is still asking Miss Kim about you and the 
testimony you released three years ago,” Captain Pakpao said. 

Pranpriya and everyone in the palace knew it was the main reason 

why she was not allowed to step foot again in Korea. Never again, for as 
long as the Korean media was still in pursuit about Jennie and her. The 
King made it clear three years ago, when Pranpriya returned from her 
trip to Korea. 
The King saw the press con, of course, and while he commended 
Pranpriya for her courage to speak out and clear some of the 
speculations surrounding her and Jennie, His Majesty thought, however, 
that it was reckless and unwise that she had to proclaim her intentions 
to Jennie like that. 

“It’s the job of the palace to release such important announcements, 
should you ask. We have protocols to follow and I would advice you to 
stick to it. We cannot give any media outlets to feast on our privacy and 
the privacy of those around us.” 

His Majesty thought that she had just given everyone the ticket to pry 
hers and Jennie’s private lives and thus, only gave His Majesty the 
perfect excuse to ban her from returning to Korea. 

“Poor Jennie. I’ve put her in that situation without considering the 
possible consequences of my actions that might affect her directly and 
then vanished out of her life after that. Being a princess isn't a guarantee 
that I can't be an idiot” lamented Pranpriya. 

“It is possible to contact Miss Kim today or any day, Ma’am. His 
Majesty allows that, at least.” 

“And expect the royal communications department to listen and jot 
down every words so they have something to report to His Majesty. 
That’s exactly the main reason why I never attempt to contact Jennie 
even if I’m allowed to. Because what’s the point of calling through a 
private line when there isn’t any privacy at all? Anyway, I don’t think 
Jennie would like that — me calling her out of the blue, asking her how 


she was doing. She probably hates me right now. It has been three years, 
after all. I would too, if it was me.” 

“Do you want me to locate Miss Kim for you today, Ma’am?” 

It was always the conclusion to their every conversation about Jennie 
— the lady captain asking Pranpriya if she should locate the whereabouts 
of Jennie Kim. Whether it be in Jennie’s office building or at the Kim 
mansion, or just anywhere in the globe where Jennie was attending 
meetings and conferences, Pranpriya knew all about it. She was doing 
exactly to Jennie what her father, the King, had done to her before, 
when she was transiting on the different corners of the globe some years 
ago, pursuing her passion in photography and freedom. She had tasked 
the lady captain particularly on that matter because she wanted to 
know. She would found comfort in the fact that she knew. It made all 
the yearning and the guilt a little bearable, at least. But this time, she 
thought that it wasn’t exactly what she needed. It might, in fact, only 
add to her grumpy disposition. 

“No, Captain. It’s enough that I know she left Korea for the holidays. 
Chu and her mom must have finally succeeded in convincing her to get 
away and take a break from work. That company is a curse. So is my 
title.” 

Pranpriya had no idea where in the world was Jennie at, at the 
moment, nor would she want to find out. She decided she didn’t 
want to pry too much on Jennie’s whereabouts this time, telling 
herself that Jennie deserved a break from all the prying eyes. She 
kept guessing, however, that it had started to become a past-time. 
She would mostly do that inside the library at night by spinning the 
big globe in front of her, pointing her forefinger and landing it on 
random, to make it stop from spinning. 

Hidalgo del Paral in Mexico; Crazy Mountains in Montana; Han 
Shui in China; Melfort in Canada; Kakogawa in Japan; Petchabun in 
Thailand (but that would be highly impossible, Pranpriya told 
herself; although a tiny ray of hope rose from her chest, but which 
she instantly killed); Episkopi in the island of Crete; in the Sahara; 
in the middle of the Baltic Sea; and last night, her finger landed on 
the little dot of Bolekhiv, in Ukraine. Those were some of the places 
on the globe — represented by tiny dots — that which her finger had 
landed while guessing Jennie’s location. 

“Entschuldigung? Sprechen Sie Deutch?” the woman from across her 
coach asked if Pranpriya speaks German. She and her male 
companion, her husband most definitely (Pranpriya noticed the 
identical wedding bands on their fingers) were looking at her with 
identical curiosity. The woman had a strong accent and a pair of 
striking blue eyes. 

“Ja.” Pranpriya nodded but did not want to elaborate that she 


spoke it fluently and instead added, “But only a little.” 

“Ah. American?” the woman asked in a very friendly tone now. 

“No. Thai,” Pranpriya replied and wondered at the back of her 
mind how the woman would react if she’d told them who she really 
was or would that even matter to them. 

The woman nodded. “I’m sorry I asked. I’ve been telling my 
husband here that you look quite familiar. I thought you’re 
someone I saw on TV or something. You’re not a celebrity, are 
you?” she asked jokingly. 

Pranpriya chuckled and shook her head. “No, I’m not,” she said 
while thinking about all the media footages about her and hoping 
that the woman hadn’t seen all of that. “And it’s okay. I could use a 
little conversation, anyway,” said Pranpriya and she meant that. It 
had been days since she last had a human interaction other than her 
staff inside the mansion and the couple striking a conversation with 
her now was more than welcoming. 

“Are you a student?” the woman asked while pointing at the book 
that Pranpriya was holding. 

“You can say that,” Pranpriya replied with a smile. 

“Photography or German History?” the husband asked, joining in 
the conversation. He noticed the subtitle of the book she was 
reading, apparently. 

“Both, I guess. I’m interested in photography,” Pranpriya replied. 

The couple nodded. “Is this your first time in Switzerland? Are 
you alone? You can join us, if you’d like,” the woman said. 

“Thanks, but I think rd like to do some exploring alone. I hope 
you don’t mind, though?” 

“No, not at all. It is also best to discover the place by yourself. So, 
where are you heading then?” 

“Chur,” Pranpriya replied. She had been to Switzerland several 
times before with Marco and her mom when she was younger, but 
she had never visited the oldest town. 

“Ah. Attending the Christkindlimarkt, then? That one’s fabulous. I 
hope you'll enjoy it,” the woman smiled warmly. 


Chur was a car-free town and Jennie had to drag her suitcases 
from her hotel towards the train station on foot. The friendly 
spinster from the wine store across the hotel said she was a bit 
disappointed to see Jennie leaving right on the day of the 
Christkindlimarkt. Jennie apologized and said that it was urgent for 
her to leave at once, without further elaborating the reason and was 
internally grateful that the woman did not inquire further, too, 
because Jennie didn’t know how to exactly explain why she wanted 
to leave urgently without looking a little too pathetic in front of 


stranger. 

The last train would leave at six thirty and she was already 
waiting on the platform after she purchased a ticket half an hour 
earlier. While waiting for her train, Jennie decided to take out her 
camera. She still had a couple of rolls left and so she started taking 
photos after photos. 

Of the railway. The gray winter sky. The people. Her suitcases 
with the Alps as the backdrop. Of the approaching train and the 
throngs of people coming out from the wagons. And then the world 
seemed to stop from turning. Her knees suddenly lost their will to 
keep her steady that she felt like fainting despite her heart beating 
furiously and painfully against her chest. 

There was no mistaking the doe eyes and the slightly upturned 
nose. There was no mistaking the short, dark hair under the dark 
bonnet and the plump lips. There was no mistaking the height and 
the slender shoulders. There was no mistaking the gloomy look on 
that beautiful face, as thought the world had done her wrong. 

It was Lisa wrapped in thick winter clothes and a black knapsack 
strapped on her back, caught on her frame. 

And just when Jennie was about to click the shutter, Lisa looked 
her way. 

There was no mistaking the look of genuine surprise on Lisa’s 
eyes and the way her lips curved and broke into a grin that 
reminded Jennie of that night at Irene’s party, three years ago. 

Finally, Jennie thought as she smiled her gummy smile and 
clicked the shutter right away. 

The End 


